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THE  SINGING  MAN  WITH  THE  HOE 

The  earth  obeyed  and  straight, 
Opening  her  fertile  womb,  teem'd  at  a  birth 
Innumerous  living  creatures. 

The  grassy  clods  now  calv'd,  now  half  appeared 
The  tawny  lion,  pawing  to  get  free 
His  hinder  parts,  then  springs  as  broke  from  bonds, 
And  rampant  shakes  his  brinded  mane;  the  ounce, 
The  libbard,  and  the  tiger,  as  the  mole 
Rising,  the  crumbled  earth  above  them  threw 
In  hillocks;  the  swift  stag  from  underground 
Bore  up  his  branching  head. 

MILTON'S  lines  will  not  now  pass  for  zoology,  but 
they  are  a  fine  metaphor  of  the  emergence  of  man 
from  the  earth  of  animal  life,  and  the  savage  stage,  to 
the  atmosphere  of  the  intellectual  life.  But  this  is  not 
the  course  of  development  conceived  by  the  poets  of  the 
day,  and  by  the  sociologists  who  are  in  recent  years 
graduating  in  scores  from  every  college. 

Many  years  ago,  when  almost  all  the  professors  of 
political  economy  were  free  traders,  those  of  us  who  were 
of  that  faith  used  to  laugh  heartily  over  the  opinion  of 
Henry  Carey  Baird  that  "of  all  the  institutions  in  the 
country,  the  college  was  the  one  which  exerted  the  most 
pernicious  influence."  Since  the  colleges  have  begun 
teaching  sociology,  "laissez  faire"  is  anathema,  the  New 
Freedom  is  daily  seeking  for  new  opportunities  of  repress- 
ing individual  initiative,  and  some  of  us  have  been  sobered 
by  the  thought  that  there  may  have  been  some  merit  in 
Mr.  Baird's  opinion. 
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We  have  been  extracted  from  the  earth;  some  raised  so 
high  that  they  scarcely  touch  the  soil;  many  of  us  with 
bits  of  loam  still  clinging  to  us;  a  very  large  part  of  the 
human  race  barely  clear  of  the  muck.  Yet  the  encourag- 
ing thing  is  that,  while  the  race  progresses  unevenly,  the 
race  as  a  whole  is  marching  upward,  and  every  century 
sees  a  great  increase  in  the  portion  of  mankind  which  has 
left  the  status  of  the  brute  creation  far  behind. 

But  this  is  not  the  view  of  the  sociological  poets,  or  the 
poetical  sociologists.  Their  minds  dwell  on  a  Golden 
Age  which  they  seldom  realize  as  one  of  equality  in  hunger 
and  nakedness;  and  when  they  do,  they  assume  that  the 
more  successful  members  of  the  race  have  escaped  from 
it  by  trampling  down  the  weaker  and  the  less  re- 
sourceful. 

So  when  Mr.  Edwin  Markham  looks  upon  Millet's 
picture  of  farm  labor,  it  does  not  occur  to  him  that  the 
man  before  him  has  merely  not  emerged  so  far  from  the 
soil  as  some  others  have,  but  he  assumes  that  the  still 
brutish  man  has  been  crushed  down  into  the  soil  by  some 
still  worse  brute  who  has,  on  the  stepping  stones  of 
others'  dead  selves,  risen  to  higher  things.  He  immedi- 
ately demands  whose  work  this  is : 

Who  made  him  dead  to  rapture  and  despair, 
A  thing  that  grieves  not,  and  that  never  hopes, 
Stolid  and  stunned,  a  brother  to  the  ox? 
Who  loosened  and  let  down  this  brutal  jaw? 
Whose  was  the  hand  that  slanted  back  this  brow? 
Whose  breath  blew  out  the  light  within  this  brain? 

A  moderate  familiarity  with  the  history  of  the  human  race, 
a  little  acquaintance  with  the  appearance  of  primitive 
man,  and  such  traces  of  our  ancestry  as  geologists  uncover, 
back  to  the  Neanderthal  skull,  would  satisfy  any  one, 
except  the  newest  variety  of  sociologist,  that  if  the  man 
with  the  hoe  were  really  as  stupid  and  hopeless  as  he 
seemed  to  Mr.  Markham,  it  was  not  because  any  one  had 
made  him  so,  but  because  in  the  process  of  development 
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he  had  not  moved  so  far  away  from  Brother  Ox  as  others 
had.  The  number  of  human  beings  who  realize  in  their 
own  personalities  the  creature  God  made 

To  have  dominion  over  sea  and  land; 

To  trace  the  stars  and  search  the  heavens  for  power; 

To  feel  the  passion  of  eternity; 

has  never  been  very  great.  But  few  souls  have  advanced 
beyond  the  readers  of  THE  UNPOPULAR  REVIEW  as  far  as 
these  have  advanced  beyond  the  wielder  of  the  mattock. 
The  worst  that  can  be  said  of  the  man  with  a  hoe  is  that 
he  is  near  the  end  of  a  procession  that  moves  forward 
slowly,  but  is  always  moving. 

But  it  is  quite  likely  that  the  worst  possible  need  not 
be  asserted.  Difficult  as  it  is  for  a  magazine  poet  to 
apprehend  the  fact,  wealth  and  ease  are  not  essential  to 
a  fair  measure  of  happiness.  The  man  who  tills  the  soil 
long  days  for  a  meager  return  may  not  be  capable  of  the 
extreme  emotions  of  rapture  and  despair,  but  he  grieves 
and  hopes;  he  loves  his  wife;  he  plans  the  future  of  his 
children,  and  he  is  attached  to  his  little  house  and  his 
few  acres,  by  ties  of  sentiment  as  well  as  by  the  iron 
bands  of  circumstance.  Burns  has  given  a  truer  picture 
of  peasant  life  in  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night  than  Mark- 
ham  has  in  The  Man  with  the  Hoe. 

We  are  emboldened  to  say  this  for  the  higher  life  of 
the  tiller  of  the  soil,  by  the  lines  of  another  sociological 
poet:  for  on  a  close  examination  we  find  that  Edwin 
Markham's  Man  with  the  Hoe  is  none  other  than  Jose- 
phine Preston  Peabody's  Singing  Man.  This  denizen  of  a 
Golden  Age,  that  never  was  on  sea  or  land,  was  also  a 
tiller  of  the  soil,  and  not  the  sort  of  soil  that  laughed 
with  a  harvest  when  tickled  with  a  hoe : 
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That  grudged  him  footing  on  the  mountain's  scars 
He  planted,  and  despaired  not. 
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His  material  reward  was  small: 

He  sang  not  for  abundance. — Overlords 

Took  of  his  tilth.    Yet  was  there  still  to  reap, 
The  portion  of  his  labor. 

He  had  fresh  air  to  breathe.  He  had  a  place  in  the  sun. 
He  saw  the  work  of  his  hands  expand,  and  so 

He  sang  for  strength;  for  glory  of  the  light. 

He  dreamed  above  the  furrows,  "They  are  mine!" 
When  all  he  wrought  stood  fair  before  his  sight 

With  corn  and  oil  and  wine. 

But  he  no  longer  sings.  Somebody  took  away  the  air, 
the  sun; 

Who  took,  to  serve  their  soul-devouring  greed, 
Himself,  his  breath,  his  bread. 

Like  the  object  of  Mr.  Markham's  sympathies,  Miss 
Peabody's  victim  has  been  robbed,  transported,  im- 
prisoned : 

Seek  him  now,  that  singing  Man, 

Look  for  him, 

Look  for  him  in  the  mills, 

In  the  mines. 

Nay,  worse  than  this: 

Seek  him  yet.    Search  for  him. 
You  shall  find  him,  spent  and  grim; 
In  the  prisons  where  we  pen 
These  unsightly  shards  of  men. 

Incidentally,  it  may  be  observed  that  if  Miss  Peabody 
searches  the  penitentiaries  she  is  more  likely  to  find  some 
bank  presidents  who  have  taken  undue  liberties  with  the 
funds  of  their  depositors,  some  lawyers  who  have  em- 
bezzled the  provision  left  for  the  widow  and  the  orphan, 
or  some  mayors  and  judges  and  sheriffs  convicted  of 
electoral  frauds,  than  her  former  singing  man,  driven 
from  his  scanty  corn  and  oil  and  wine,  and  compelled  by 
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the  greed  of  others  to  labor  along  the  "path  which  no 
fowl  knoweth,  and  which  the  vulture's  eye  hath  not  seen." 

With  the  same  idea  of  the  downward  movement  of 
mankind,  a  third  sociological  poet,  Mr.  Stanley  Kidder 
Wilson,  has  looked  commiseratingly  on  the  Italians  delv- 
ing in  the  excavation  for  the  Grand  Central  Station  in 
New  York,  and  contrasted  their  pitiful  estate  with  the 
charm  of  basking  on  the  sunny  slopes  of  Italian  hills. 
But  those  objects  of  compassion  voluntarily  came  to 
this  country  to  better  their  condition,  and  they  have  done 
it.  The  corn,  the  oil,  the  wine,  may  inspire  the  muse  of 
Miss  Peabody,  but  they  are  so  scanty  that,  instead  of 
staying  and  singing  over  them,  these  Italian  peasants 
crowd  the  immigrant  steamers  bound  for  New  York,  where 
they  get  a  more  abundant  living  than  they  could  hope 
for  at  home.  And  in  a  few  years  one  of  them  will  be  mak- 
ing a  fortune  as  a  contractor  with  political  connections, 
and  his  precinct  will  vote  unanimously  the  Republican 
or  the  Democratic  ticket,  according  to  his  instructions; 
another  will  attain  a  competence  in  the  practice  of  the 
law  or  medicine;  and  a  third  will  go  back  to  his  native 
land  with  an  appointment  as  United  States  consul;  and 
in  the  meanwhile,  all  of  them  will  have  sent  back  enough 
money  to  ease  the  struggle  for  existence  of  their  parents. 

The  Singing  Man  was  not  driven  from  his  corn  and 
oil  and  wine  by  anything  except  the  niggardliness  of  na- 
ture. The  factory  of  nature  turns  over  its  capital  but 
once  a  year;  the  factories  of  men  turn  over  their  capitals 
several  times  a  year,  and  the  more  product  there  is,  the 
more  the  workers  get.  Where  capital  is  abundant,  there 
is  the  greater  demand  for  labor.  Instead  of  always  ex- 
ploiting labor,  capital  usually  affords  labor  the  greater 
opportunity.  Work  in  the  mines  and  mills  is  less  pic- 
turesque than  singing  over  the  corn,  the  oil,  the  wine;  but 
it  affords  a  more  liberal  subsistence. 
Modern  industrialism  provides  a  larger  number  of 
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men  a  better  subsistence  than  they  can  get  with  the  hoe. 
Instead  of  greed  grinding  gold  out  of  the  sweat  and  blood 
of  the  toilers,  it  gives  them  employment  without  which  a 
dense  population  could  not  subsist  at  all,  but  must  be 
decimated  from  time  to  time  by  famine  to  keep  the  num- 
bers down  to  the  subsistence  the  soil  affords.  A  quarter 
or  a  half  million  Indians,  when  they  had  the  whole  con- 
tinent to  roam  over,  could  live  by  the  charming  recrea- 
tions of  hunting  and  fishing.  With  a  much  larger  popula- 
tion the  less  exciting  pursuit  of  agriculture  is  necessary. 
And  a  very  large  population  could  not  be  supported  with- 
out industrialism. 

Canon  Figgis  (Civilization  at  the  Cross  Roads)  contrasts 
the  typical  structure  of  our  day,  the  railway  station, 
with  the  typical  structure  of  the  Middle  Ages,  the  cathe- 
dral, greatly  to  our  disadvantage.  "Do  we  not  feel  re- 
freshed," he  asks,  "when  we  do  the  bidding  of  William 
Morris,  and — 

Forget  six  counties  overhung  with  smoke, 
Forget  the  snorting  steam  and  piston  stroke; 
Forget  the  spreading  of  the  hideous  town. 
Think  rather  of  the  packhorse  on  the  down, 
And  dream  of  London,  small  and  white  and  clean, 
The  clear  Thames  bordered  by  the  gardens  green; 
Think,  that  below  bridge  the  clear  sapping  waves 
Smite  some  few  keels  that  bear  Levantine  staves, 
And  cloth  of  Bruges,  and  hogsheads  of  Guienne, 
While  nigh  the  thronged  wharf  Geoffrey  Chaucer's  pen 
Moves  over  bills  of  lading." 

Doubtless  London  small  and  white  and  clean  was  a 
beautiful  sight,  but  how  could  it  have  been  kept  small? 
Would  it  afford  a  livelihood  for  millions  of  men  and 
women  whose  existence  cannot  be  attributed  to  capital- 
ism? The  population  increased,  and  industrialism  found 
the  means  of  supporting  it.  How  adequately  would  the 
packhorse  on  the  down  bring  food  to  the  present  popula- 
tion? For  how  many  of  the  human  beings  who  must  be 
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fed  or  die  of  starvation,  would  employment  or  nourish- 
ment be~  afforded  by  some  few  keels  that  bear  Levantine 
staves?  The  "black  country,"  which  evoked  the  bitter 
wrath  of  John  Ruskin,  supports  vastly  more  human 
beings  than  a  green  country  of  pastures  and  nibbling  sheep, 
or  a  yellow  country  covered  with  golden  grain. 

The  notion  that  the  people  of  the  Cathedral  Age  were 
simpler,  honester,  better  than  we  of  the  Railway  Station 
Age  is  not  confined  to  Canon  Figgis,  but  it  is  without 
foundation.  In  English  Industries  of  the  Middle  Ages, 
L.  F.  Salzmann  says:  "Sentimental  admirers  of  the  past 
are  apt  to  imagine  that  the  medieval  workman  loved  a 
piece  of  good  work  for  its  own  sake,  and  never  scamped  a 
job.  Nothing  could  be  further  from  the  truth.  The 
medieval  craftsman  was  not  called  a  man  of  craft  for 
nothing.  He  had  no  more  conscience  than  a  plumber, 
and  his  knowledge  of  ways  that  are  dark  and  tricks  that 
are  vain,  was  extensive  and  peculiar.  The  subtle  craft 
of  the  London  bakers,  who,  while  making  their  customers' 
dough,  stole  a  large  portion  of  the  dough  under  their  cus- 
tomers' eye  by  means  of  a  little  trap  door  in  the  kneading 
board,  and  a  boy  sitting  under  the  counter,  was  excep- 
tional only  in  its  ingenuity."  One  of  our  engineering 
periodicals  has  recently  shown  that  European  ruins  give 
evidence  of  as  bad  materials  and  bad  workmanship  as 
the  structures  of  any  jerry  builder  of  our  own  day. 

Professor  Ferrero  says  in  The  Greatness  and  Decline  of 
Rome,  p.  315: 

The  mercantile  democracies  of  our  own  epoch  depend,  like 
all  communities,  upon  sustained  effort;  but  they  depend  upon 
an  effort  in  which  the  struggle  of  man  against  nature  exerts  a 
more  powerful  leverage  than  the  struggle  of  man  against  man. 
They  depend,  that  is,  upon  industry;  and  the  object  of  industry 
is  to  make  the  forces  of  nature  subservient  to  human  use.  But 
in  the  effort  which  brought  a  mercantile  democracy  into  being 
in  ancient  Italy  the  struggle  of  man  against  man  was  far  more 
powerful  than  the  struggle  of  man  against  nature.  In  the  face, 
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and  in  defiance  of  all  tempting  analogies  there  remains  this 
great  and  essential  difference  between  ancient  and  modern  life. 
It  arises  from  the  fact  that  the  world  of  antiquity  was  poorer 
and  less  populous  than  the  world  of  to-day,  and  its  knowledge  of 
nature  and  powers  of  production  thus  proportionately  curtailed. 

Thus  in  the  ancient  world  wealth  was  obtained  by  ex- 
ploiting man,  individually  by  slavery,  and  nationally 
by  war.  But  now  wealth  can  be  more  readily  obtained  by 
exploiting  nature.  The  exploitation  of  human  beings 
may  occur  in  some  instances  now,  but  assuredly  it  is  not 
the  dominating  or  even  leading  feature  of  modern  in- 
dustrialism. 

At  the  time  of  the  strike  in  Lawrence,  Mass.,  two  or 
three  years  ago,  a  woman  professor  of  economics  in  a 
college  for  women  told  a  Boston  audience  that  wages 
would  be  too  low  so  long  as  there  was  any  surplus  profit  to 
distribute  as  dividends.  But  except  through  dividends 
how  is  the  value  of  the  mill's  output  to  be  distributed 
among  all  the  workers,  directly  and  indirectly  concerned? 
Surely,  the  price  of  a  piece  of  cloth  cannot  belong  wholly 
to  the  weaver.  Many  other  workers  were  engaged  in 
raising  the  wool,  transporting  it,  scouring  it,  carding  it, 
spinning  it,  dyeing  it,  erecting  the  mill,  building  the  ma- 
chinery and  providing  the  fuel.  How  are  all  these  to 
get  their  shares  of  the  value  of  that  piece  of  cloth?  A 
capitalist  has  a  mill  built,  and  pays  the  mechanics.  He 
buys  machinery  and  wool  and  coal,  and  pays  all  the 
workers  before  he  has  a  yard  of  cloth  to  sell.  He  sells 
his  cloth,  pays  the  spinners  and  weavers  in  his  mill  a  part 
of  the  proceeds,  and  what  is  left,  which  is  called  profit, 
reimburses  him  for  the  money  he  has  already  paid  to 
forty  other  classes  of  workers. 

And  after  all  this,  if  business  is  good,  he  is  left  with  a 
compensation,  for  himself  which  strikes  most  of  us  as 
princely.  But  the  head  of  a  great  business  makes,  say, 
$100,000  in  a  year,  or,  in  an  extreme  case,  $500,000.  The 
business  provides  employment  for  not  less  than  10,000 
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persons;  more  probably,  20,000.  Take  the  larger  profit 
and  the  smaller  number  of  employees.  If  the  business 
could  run  itself  without  a  directing  head  of  exceptional 
ability  —  and  I  suppose  few  even  among  poets  and  college 
sociologists  would  venture  to  affirm  that  it  could  —  and 
if  the  whole  profit  of  the  proprietor  could  be  distributed 
among  his  workers,  it  would  add  only  a  dollar  a  week  to 
the  average  pay.  That  would  be  something,  but  it  would 
not  revolutionize  the  condition  of  the  wage  earners;  and 
the  figures  in  the  illustration  are  extreme.  In  most  cases 
probably  ten  or  twenty  cents  a  week  is  all  that  the  workers 
could  gain  if  they  dispensed  with  the  head  of  the  business, 
and  if  they  did  dispense  with  him,  they  would  lose  that 
and  more  until  they  found  another  head.  The  enormous 
profits  that  dazzle  the  amateur  sociologist  are  relative, 
or  imaginary.  The  ascertained  returns  of  railway  com- 
panies, and  the  profits  of  corporations  reporting  to  the 
Commissioner  of  Internal  Revenue,  prove  that  they  are 
generally  imaginary. 

Even  now,  with  all  our  control  over  natural  forces  and 
resources,  the  human  race  produces  but  little  more  than 
it  consumes.  It  cannot  get  very  much  more  unless  it 
produce  more,  and  most  of  the  efforts  of  industrial  re- 
formers are  in  the  direction  of  leading  it  to  produce  less. 
The  socialist  thinks  the  trouble  is  with  distribution,  but 
in  truth  it  is  with  production.  Where  that  is  large,  the 
earnings  of  labor  are  liberal,  relatively  at  least.  With 
one  exception,  the  artists  who  draw  pictures  of  Utopia 
give  no  inkling  of  the  source  from  which  a  community 
is  to  derive  the  means  for  spending  the  first  twenty-one 
years  of  life  in  play  and  study,  and  all  of  life  after  sixty 
in  elegant  leisure.  Professor  Hertzka  in  Freeland  inci- 
dentally, and  perhaps  accidentally,  mentions  that  his 
colonists  get  150  bushels  of  wheat  to  the  acre.  If  any 
community  can  raise  ten  times  as  much  wheat  to  the 
acre  as  the  general  average  in  the  United  States,  without 
going  to  very  great  expense,  or  depressing  the  price,  it 
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will  not  suffer  from  poverty,  whether,  like  Freeland,  its 
first  structure  is  a  brewery,  and  the  Bible  is  carefully  ex- 
cluded, or  whether  it  build  upon  the  Bible  and  suppress 
beer. 

Happily,  in  real  life  the  man  with  the  hoe  sings  over  his 
corn,  his  oil,  his  wine.  But  if  possessed  of  an  adventurous 
soul,  or  goaded  by  greed  for  gold,  he  may  get  a  larger 
money  compensation  in  the  mine  or  the  mill,  and  if  his 
habits  are  good,  and  he  has  some  force  of  character,  he 
will  make  a  little  progress  in  the  world,  and  start  his  son 
at  a  point  a  little  higher  in  the  social  scale  than  the  one 
at  which  the  parent  started.  And  so  in  generations  the 
human  race  pulls  itself  further  out  of  the  mud. 

Godkin  once  wrote  an  essay  on  the  subject,  "Who  Will 
Pay  the  Bill  of  Socialism?"  Of  course  this  marked  him 
as  a  gross  materialist,  who  put  Money  before  Man.  The 
present-day  sociologist  would  provide  for  Man  in  a  suit- 
able style,  and  trust  to  some  means  of  getting  Money  out 
of  the  employer,  who  is,  of  course,  always  full  of  it.  The 
fundamental  fact  is  that  neither  the  Man  with  the  Hoe, 
nor  the  man  with  a  cold  chisel,  can  get  any  more  than 
he  produces,  and,  in  fact,  he  must  get  along  with  less  in 
order  that  the  cost  of  management,  the  cost  of  selling, 
and  the  depreciation,  may  be  provided  for,  and  that  there 
may  be  some  increment  of  the  community's  capital. 
Whatever  increase  of  wages  can  be  made  without  impair- 
ing the  community's  capital  the  workers  seem  to  be 
quite  able  to  get  for  themselves.  The  picture  of  the  work- 
ing man  humbly  clutching  at  the  crumbs  that  fall  from 
the  employer's  table,  and  compelled  to  take  what  the 
employer  is  graciously  pleased  to  give,  or  starve,  bears 
little  resemblance  to  the  facts  of  rising  wages,  decreasing 
hours,  and  frequent  strikes,  which  are  usually  successful 
when  the  conditions  admit  of  concessions. 

A  man  builds  a  cotton  mill  in  a  Southern  village, 
around  which  there  is  no  employment  except  upon  the 
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soil,  and  that  extremely  ill-paid.  The  erection  of  the  mill 
furnished  employment  to  mechanics  who  were  looking 
for  work.  The  people  flock  to  his  mill  because  they  can 
get  a  better  living  there  than  "making"  cotton.  They 
bring  their  children,  who  were  overworked  outdoors,  and 
under-nourished.  And  then  the  sociologist  comes  along 
and  holds  the  factory  owner  up  to  scorn  because  the 
mill  runs  too  many  hours,  and  the  wages  are  too  low;  and 
the  poet  passes  by  and  brands  the  factory  owner  for 
driving  the  Singing  Man  from  his  cotton,  his  tobacco  and 
his  corn,  and  incarcerating  him  within  four  walls  in  order 
to  coin  the  sweat  of  the  worker's  brow  into  gold  for  the 
capitalist's  pocket. 

The  mill  owner  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  himself  for 
going  into  the  manufacture  of  cotton  for  any  other  pur- 
pose than  to  distribute  his  capital  among  the  less  for- 
tunate members  of  the  community.  And  when  his  capi- 
tal was  gone,  the  operatives  would  return  to  hoeing  cotton. 
The  mill  operatives  do  not  live  in  nice  houses,  but  rather 
better  ones  than  the  shanties  they  lived  in  on  the  cotton 
fields.  Their  income  is  perceptibly  better  than  when 
they  were  singing  over  their  corn  and  cultivating  their 
cotton  in  silence.  They  have  the  stimulus  of  human 
companionship  in  living  and  working.  And  finally,  the 
children  can  go  to  school  a  part  of  the  time,  and  the  school 
in  the  village  is  better  than  the  one  on  the  plantation. 

And  yet  the  disgraceful  fact  remains  that  the  man  who 
built  that  mill  was  actuated  by  selfish  considerations. 
He  did  not  build  it  to  serve  the  community,  but  to  make 
him  rich.  The  service  incidentally  rendered  to  the  com- 
munity is  indubitable,  but  his  personal  gain  is  problem- 
atical. The  sociologist  knows  just  where  to  place  him; 
he  is  an  enemy  to  society;  he  is  governed  by  the  thought 
of  what  he  can  get,  and  not  by  that  of  how  much  he 
can  give.  He  is  totally  out  of  place  among  the  altruists 
of  the  twentieth  century. 

There  is  nothing  new  in  the  pursuit  of  gold.    The  social 
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satirists  have  been  lampooning  it  for  thousands  of  years. 
What  is  new  is  that  you  can't  get  the  gold  now  without 
giving  the  community  something  for  it.  What  marks 
this  age  is  not  the  hunt  for  gold,  but  the  finding  of  it  by 
more  persons  than  ever  before.  When  John  Jacob  Astor 
and  Stephen  Girard  could  take  a  whole  United  States 
loan,  millionaires  were  so  rare  that  no  one  felt  aggrieved 
because  he  was  not  one.  But  to-day  the  millionaires  are 
so  common  that  a  man  outside  of  that  class  feels  that  he 
has  a  grievance  against  the  social  order.  Fate  has  dis- 
criminated against  him.  It  is  not  because  of  him,  but 
because  of  the  economic,  or  moral,  system  that  he  has 
not  a  million. 

But  when  we  write  poetry  and  sociology  we  do  not  cite 
ourselves  as  examples  of  the  utter  perversion  of  human 
institutions;  we  are  too  modest,  and  perhaps  too  discreet. 
We  take  the  Man  with  the  Hoe,  and  the  Singing  Man 
who  no  longer  sings  because  the  machinery  makes  too 
much  noise,  and  the  "Dago"  who  is  digging  in  the  "Ken- 
nel" because  he  can  earn  more  there  than  on  the  Etruscan 
hills,  and  the  mechanic  who  is  making  a  better  income 
than  the  average  minister  of  the  Gospel,  as  the  victims 
in  whose  names  we  will  smite  a  social  order  that  has  pro- 
duced so  many  millionaires,  and  yet  overlooked  us. 

And  if  we  go  below  these  to  the  men  and  women  who 
actually  suffer  destitution,  we  deal  with  real  victims  of 
social  conditions,  but  very  ancient  ones.  We  were  told 
1900  years  ago  that  we  should  always  have  the  poor  with 
us,  and  after  all,  these  constitute  but  a  very  small  ele- 
ment. I  believe  that  one  of  the  authorities  on  charity 
has  said  that  there  is  no  "submerged  tenth"  in  New 
York;  not  more  than  a  submerged  thirtieth.  And  a  good 
deal  of  this  is  submerged  in  alcohol.  For  which  reason, 
probably,  it  is  the  fashion  to  say  that  drunkenness  is  not 
a  personal  vice,  but  one  of  the  lamentable  conditions 
created  by  society,  into  which  unfortunates  are  plunged. 
The  colored  man  who  polishes  my  shoes  has  another,  and 
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perhaps  a  more  substantial,  income:  he  is  the  janitor  of  a 
small  office  building.  While  operating  on  me,  he  referred 
with  much  feeling  to  the  deterioration  of  cigars.  He  did 
not  find  them  so  good  as  they  used  to  be.  He  is  fond  of 
nature,  this  janitor  with  a  bootblack  stand,  and  knows  a 
good  deal  about  the  beautiful  country  surrounding  the 
city  where  we  live,  because  his  recreation  is  exactly  the 
same  as  mine:  neither  of  us  can  afford  an  automobile, 
and  both  of  us  take  trolley  trips  within  a  radius  of  twenty 
or  thirty  miles.  I  pass  factory  doors  at  noon,  and  hun- 
dreds of  girls  pour  out,  leaning  rather  to  fatness  than 
emaciation,  the  younger  ones  laughing  and  giggling  and 
joking  each  other,  as  is  the  manner  of  the  immature. 
They  do  not  make  a  very  deep  appeal  to  the  compassion 
of  the  observer. 

God  knows  there  is  a  lamentable  amount  of  actual 
poverty.  But  it  is  to  be  found  in  the  country  as  well  as 
in  the  town.  It  is  not  the  product  of  modern  industrialism. 
The  Man  with  the  Hoe  practiced  the  most  primitive  of 
occupations,  after  the  grazing  of  flocks;  and  the  Singing 
Man  left  his  corn  and  oil  and  wine  on  account  of  poverty. 
There  was  more  poverty  in  the  "good  old  days"  than 
there  is  now.  The  present  age  is  stigmatized  as  pre- 
eminently commercial,  and  yet  there  was  never  before  a 
period  when  so  many  men  and  women  were  living  for 
other  objects  than  money. 

Destitution  does  not  characterize  the  wage  earners  of 
fairly  constant  employment.  They  are  about  as  conscious 
of  the  need  of  sentimentalizing  by  me,  as  I  am  of  the  com- 
passion of  millionaires.  Friendship  and  love,  the  domestic 
joys,  the  happiness  of  home,  community  spirit,  local 
patriotism,  self-respect  and  confidence  in  the  future,  co- 
exist with  very  narrow  means.  The  Man  with  a  Hoe 
is  not  conscious  of  being  brother  to  the  ox;  he  is  rather 
conscious  of  his  kinship  with  the  angels.  If  the  Singing 
Man  has  stopped  singing  in  the  mill  or  the  mine,  he  moved 
in  order  to  get  a  better  supply  of  the  good  things  of  life, 
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and  especially  for  that  which  our  natures   crave   even 
more  —  human  companionship. 

"It's  very  lonely  on  the  farm,"  wrote  a  maiden  of 
agricultural  Pennsylvania  on  an  egg  she  was  packing  for 
market,  adding  the  estimation  of  her  face  by  her  friends, 
her  address,  and  an  expression  of  yearning  for  a  nice 
young  man  living  in  the  city.  It  is  not  very  remunerative 
on  the  small  farm,  and  the  women  folks  are  flooding  the 
Department  of  Agriculture  with  lamentations  over  its 
lonesomeness.  Wherefore,  the  Singing  Man  with  the 
Hoe,  accompanied  by  his  womankind,  or  rather,  led  by 
them,  has  deserted  his  pure  air  and  fine  views,  and  got 
a  job  in  a  factory  in  town,  where  there  is  $12  in  the  en- 
velope every  Saturday  night,  rain  or  shine,  and  where 
there  are  plenty  of  people. 


REAR-RANK   REFLECTIONS 

IN  all  military  organizations  the  less  handy  and  comely 
men  are  relegated  to  the  rear  rank.  Such  was  in- 
evitably the  writer's  fate  when,  early  last  August,  he 
joined  the  First  Training  Regiment  at  Plattsburg.  The 
beard,  the  spectacles,  the  slouchiness  of  a  scholar  would 
have  been  a  blemish  in  any  company  front.  Obscurity 
turned  out  to  have  its  compensations.  In  the  rear  rank 
there  is  some  relaxation  of  soldierly  tension,  with  corre- 
sponding opportunities  for  observation.  The  front-rank 
man  strains  to  obey  his  officers,  he  of  the  rear  rank  strains 
less,  because  he  is  guided  by  the  man  in  front.  Moreover, 
the  rear-rank  men  are  the  only  ones  who  ever  see  the  com- 
pany to  which  they  belong.  Thus  in  a  kind  of  collective 
pride  and  sympathy  they  may  make  up  for  individual 
awkwardness.  They  know  what  the  company  looks  like  in 
action,  which  otherwise  is  the  privilege  only  of  the  officers. 
It  is  for  this  reason  perhaps  that  the  modern  battle  tactics 
have  done  away  with  the  rear  rank  entirely.  It  exists 
only  when  the  company  is  on  parade.  In  combat  the 
most  unlikely  warrior  looks  good  enough.  In  combat, 
too,  there  is  no  place  for  observers  and  sympathizers. 
It  was  in  the  nine  days  of  manoeuvres  that  the  writer's 
self-respect  as  an  amateur  fighting  man  was  gradually 
reestablished.  He  had  ceased  to  be  a  rear  ranker,  and  had 
become  a  rifle,  a  factor  which  the  umpires  in  their  delicate 
calculations  of  "fire  superiority"  had  to  take  quite  as 
seriously  as  they  did  the  front-rank  men.  On  their 
stomachs  before  the  foe  all  fighting  men  are  aesthetically 
equal.  It  is  merely  the  rifles  that  differ  from  one  another 
in  glory.  But  before  the  writer  had  mastered  the  art  of 
punctuating  with  regulated  fire  the  intervals  of  crawling 
on  his  belly,  he  had  from  the  rear  rank  indulged  certain 
reflections  which  he  now  presents  not  for  their  meri- 
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torious   charm  —  that   were  unworthy  of  the  rear-rank 
idea  —  but  for  their  solid  and  unadorned  utility. 

Concerning  organization  was  the  first  reflection.  Here 
we  were  thirteen  hundred  eager,  unskilled  men  from  civil 
life,  parodying  what  happens  when  our  country  goes  to 
war.  A  miracle  of  transformation  was  wrought  upon  us. 
In  two  days  we  had  ceased  to  be  a  mob.  In  a  week  we 
had  got  by  the  first  appalling  fatigue.  In  a  fortnight  we 
had  developed  out  of  nothing  our  own  noncommissioned 
officers.  We  could  be  scattered  in  thin  lines  through 
brush  and  thicket,  hurled  forward  or  checked  by  gestures 
from  an  invisible  officer  or  by  whistle  calls,  and  reas- 
sembled without  confusion.  A  still  greater  achievement 
had  controlled  our  blinking,  office-tired  eyes  and  our 
shaking  wrists.  Our  captains  had  commanded  us  to  shoot 
straight  for  the  honor  of  our  companies,  and  we  had 
obeyed.  The  minor  mysteries  of  the  shelter  tent  and 
sleeping  bag  had  been  more  easily  mastered.  We  had 
one  and  all  hardened  under  our  fifty  pounds  of  equipment 
into  rugged  health.  More  remarkable  was  our  moral 
change.  From  a  well-meaning  miscellaneous  lot  of  bank- 
ers, engineers,  merchants,  lawyers,  doctors,  magistrates, 
professors,  and  men  of  letters,  unaccustomed  to  taking 
orders,  we  had  become  a  most  odd  psychological  unit. 
We  all  jumped  at  the  sound  of  a  bugle  or  a  whistle,  we 
hung  on  the  substance  and  tone  of  a  command,  even 
though  it  were  that  of  an  undergraduate  corporal.  Three 
weeks  had  made  an  effective  if  ragged  regiment  of  us. 
Physically  and  morally  we  had  successfully  taken  the 
first  steps  towards  preparedness  for  war,  and  taken  those 
steps  right. 

As  I  watched  the  thrilling  and  laborious  process  from 
the  rear  rank,  two  memories  were  ever  present.  The 
first  was  Mr.  Bryan's  magnificent  figure  of  a  million 
Americans  springing  to  arms  between  sunrise  and  sunset, 
the  second  was  a  rather  sordid  picture  of  the  ten  thousand 
Americans  who  did  spring  to  arms  at  Camp  Black  at 
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the  opening  of  the  Spanish  war.  It  was  by  no  means  one 
H\  the  worst  of  camps,  considering  that  the  organization 
was  improvised  and  the  officers  mostly  militia  men  and 
volunteers,  yet  the  disorder  and  dissipation  which  pre- 
vailed made  many  of  its  members  predestined  victims 
when  they  were  transferred  to  the  "fever  camps"  of  the 
south.  In  the  first  week  an  entire  regiment  was  broken 
for  indiscipline.  In  several  visits  to  the  camp  I  never 
failed  to  carry  away  an  impression  of  drunkenness  and 
general  confusion  and  discomfort.  And  of  course  Camp 
Black  was  a  model  compared  to  what  would  be  in  a  hun- 
dred hastily  organized  camps,  should  the  United  States 
ever  engage  in  a  modern  war. 

It  needed  little  reflection  to  see  that  the  health,  order, 
and  spirit  of  Plattsburg  could  never  be  improvised.  It 
depended  on  long  founded  experience  and  intelligence. 
For  years  the  army  has  perfected  the  complicated  or- 
ganization of  the  field  camp,  especially  the  feeding  and 
sanitation  of  the  enlisted  men.  For  the  special  problem 
of  the  Plattsburg  camp  there  had  been  three  years  of 
careful  experiment  in  the  successful  student  camps.  I 
imagined  what  would  befall  us  if  all  the  cooks,  doc- 
tors, officers,  and  regular  privates  were  suddenly  with- 
drawn, and  the  "Business  Men's  Regiment"  left  to  its 
own  devices.  Even  in  time  of  peace,  the  result  would  be 
calamitous.  As  it  was,  it  was  difficult  to  restrain  us  from 
carrying  our  rifles  back  loaded  from  the  target  range, 
and  the  inopportune  discharge  of  a  blank  cartridge  dur- 
ing the  manual  of  arms  was  not  unheard  of.  We  learned 
that  no  nation  is  prepared  for  war  merely  because  it 
commands  unlimited  patriotism.  To  make  any  head 
against  a  prepared  foe,  tens  of  thousands  of  men  must 
know  at  least  the  elements  of  military  organization. 
So  we  kept  our  ears  and  eyes  open  all  day,  and  at 
night  with  tired  eyes  we  read  our  manuals  and  kept  our 
diaries. 

A  more  ominous  reflection  came  to  me  as  I  was  roll- 
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ing  over  in  a  patch  of  thistles.  It  was  the  first  day  of 
combat  tactics  in  open  order,  and  we  were  crawling  about 
under  the  weighty  cylinder  which  contains  the  blanket, 
shelter  tent,  poncho  and  mess  kit.  I  lay  down  among 
the  thistles  because  that  was  the  firing  line.  I  rolled 
over  because  I  was  told  to  do  so,  having  lain  down 
more  than  the  canonical  fifteen  inches  from  the  elbow  of 
the  man  at  my  right.  The  interval  was  wrong.  Since  to 
rise  in  the  firing  line  is  actual  disablement  in  battle,  and 
theoretical  death  in  drill,  I  rolled  till  the  interval  came 
right.  As  I  rolled,  I  for  the  first  time  blessed  the  pack, 
for  there  was  a  moment  of  dorsal  balance  when  the  spines 
which  had  assailed  thighs,  belly,  and  ribs  ceased  to  trouble. 
This  brought  home  the  lesson,  told  to  reconcile  us  to  the 
unhandsome  and  unwieldy  pack,  that  it  was  an  excellent 
protection  against  shrapnel.  I  resumed  firing  amid  the 
thistles  at  the  rate  of  two  shots  a  minute,  with  such  ac- 
curacy of  aim  as  the  sweat  overrunning  my  eyelids  per- 
mitted. At  least  the  thistle  patch  was  the  coolest  place 
I  had  been  privileged  to  lie  down  in  during  a  long  and 
sweltering  forenoon.  Then  the  thought  came  to  me: 
Suppose  this  were  not  the  end  of  a  drill,  after  two  weeks 
of  amateur  soldiering,  but  the  beginning  of  a  battle,  after 
two  weeks  of  real  war.  Who  would  teach  us  to  shoot 
twice  a  minute  and  to  roll  over  when  to  rise  were  death? 
Not  our  present  captain  and  lieutenant,  not  our  smiling 
and  steely  eyed  regular  sergeant,  just  willing  duffers  like 
ourselves,  fighting  by  day  and  learning  how  to  fight  out 
of  "Infantry  Drill  Regulations"  at  night.  As  things  go 
in  modern  war,  should  the  Regular  Army  have  to  face 
a  powerful  foe,  there  would  in  a  month  be  no  Regular 
Army.  The  funded  military  intelligence  of  the  nation 
would  be  shot  to  pieces  in  just  about  four  weeks.  The  men 
who  could  make  soldiers  out  of  the  million  men,  whom 
we  are  assured  would  spring  to  arms,  would  be  themselves 
in  soldiers'  graves,  or  lying  unburied  amid  thistle  patches 
like  this.  The  whistle  blows,  suspend  firing,  the  platoon 
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forward.     Next  time  just  fifteen  inches  from  the  adjoin- 
ing elbows,  no  rolling  over. 

As  from  the  rear  rank  I  daily  saw  the  miracle  wrought 
by  the  regular  officers  in  charge  of  us,  my  admiration  grew 
for  them,  my  regret  that  they  were  so  few.  How  American 
they  were,  yet  how  novel.  They  were  as  far  from  the 
slackness  of  rural  America  as  they  were  from  the  restless- 
ness that  marks  our  urban  efficiency.  They  were  always 
quick,  but  never  fussed.  What  they  knew,  they  knew 
perfectly.  Yet  they  had  one  and  all  begun  just  as  so  many 
slouchy  country  lads,  or  snappy  city  lads.  How  had  they 
attained  such  simplicity  and  dependableness?  In  many 
ways;  some  were  fresh  from  West  Point,  others  wore  the 
service  bars  of  Santiago,  Porto  Rico,  Peking,  the  Philip- 
pines, but  they  were  all  like  brothers  of  our  forthright 
family.  Loyalty  to  the  service,  spartan  obedience,  the 
habit  of  quick  command  had  made  them  out  of  easy- 
going men  like  us  rear  rankers.  Tradition  had  made 
them.  A  hundred  years  of  coping  with  inadequate  re- 
sources had  sharpened  them.  Their  alertness  had  in  it 
generations  of  Indian  fighting  on  the  plains.  The  habit 
of  accepting  disregard,  of  being  paid  only  by  the  inward 
satisfaction  of  service  well  rendered  had  simplified  them. 
Wringing  success  from  hopeless  tasks,  bearing  unreason- 
able burdens,  making  tolerable  bricks  without  straw, 
had  hardened  and  composed  them.  There  was  a  kind  of 
large  directness  in  them,  the  like  of  which  I  had  glimpsed 
in  certain  French  officers  in  student  days.  I  could  not 
wonder  that  when  a  gigantic  canal  was  to  be  cut,  or  a 
fever-stricken  island  was  to  be  cleansed,  the  work  went 
to  the  army.  For  these  company  officers  of  ours  moved 
as  an  embodied  conscience  and  efficiency. 

Often  from  the  rear  rank  I  burned,  as  I  clumsily 
handled  my  rifle,  to  think  that  I  had  supposed  that 
such  human  material  as  these  officers  could  be  improvised 
in  the  face  of  war.  I  had  supposed  it  came  just  to  learn- 
ing a  batch  of  tricks,  like  studying  a  new  language,  or 
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taking  on  a  new  sport.  I  have  learned  better.  To  be 
an  officer  is  a  complicated  and  resolute  state  of  mind.  It 
can  be  attained  only  through  years  of  outward  experience 
and  inward  self-discipline.  The  nation  that  has  any  no- 
tion it  may  need  officers  plays  the  fool  unless  it  trains 
them  well  in  advance  of  its  need.  Often  I  smiled  when  I 
thought  of  the  innocent  deception  by  which  our  work 
had  been  represented  as  "elementary  officers'  training." 
Training  it  was  about  in  the  sense  that  it  is  training  to 
show  a  short  winded  and  corpulent  runner  the  distant 
mile  post,  and  tell  him  that  he  can  get  there  in  something 
over  four  minutes  if  he  can  develop  a  speed  and  endurance 
that  are,  if  entirely  possible,  rather  unlikely  in  his  par- 
ticular case. 

A  rear-rank  man  could  hardly  avoid  considering  non- 
coms.,  for  it  was  they  who  kept  him  up  to  the  mark.  In 
particular  Sergeant  W.,  detailed  for  our  good  from  a 
regular  regiment,  manifested  an  uncannily  keen  eye  for 
equipment  ill  adjusted  or  rifle  ever  so  little  at  the  wrong 
tilt.  Yet  his  voice  was  more  of  an  encouragement  than 
a  reproof.  Sergeant  W.  was  the  only  person  I  have  ever 
met  who  could  always  tell  me  everything  I  wanted  to 
know.  He  was  minute  military  knowledge  for  a  hundred 
and  fifty  of  us.  The  good  nature,  dignity,  and  irony  with 
which  he  played  the  oracle  were  wholly  admirable.  There 
never  was  a  more  pestered  person,  nor  more  unfussed. 
His  voice  was  dulcet  and  slow;  he  would  have  been  justi- 
fied in  using  it  for  its  own  sake,  but  he  rarely  spoke  an 
unnecessary  word.  His  moderation  was  as  amazing  as  his 
energy  and  knowledge.  I  shall  never  forget  the  sweetly 
cadenced  scorn  with  which  in  perfect  courtesy  he  ad- 
dressed me,  when  I  brought  him  a  rifle  fouled  with  two 
brass  cleaning  rods.  I  had  exceeded  even  his  generous 
expectation  of  a  beginner's  ineptitude  without  so  much 
as  straining  his  equanimity.  Of  course  Sergeant  W.  was 
not  born  but  made.  It  had  taken  twenty  years  of  service 
from  the  reeking  Pacific  Islands  to  the  Alaska  snows  to 
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harden  his  arrowy  form,  and  set  the  firm  glint  in  his  blue 
eye,  to  pack  his  erect  head  with  the  most  practical  knowl- 
edge, to  discipline  his  temper  while  increasing  his  quick- 
ness on  the  uptake.  I  sometimes  wish  that  Sergeant  W. 
might  be  exhibited  in  a  hundred  run  down  villages.  Let 
him  merely  walk  up  and  down  the  main  street,  and  his 
very  carriage  would  convict  the  entire  community. 

Yet  my  justified  idolatry  of  Sergeant  W.  was  on  the 
whole  ignorant,  as  I  was  soon  to  learn.  I  had  under- 
estimated the  special  knowledge  required  of  all  his  kind. 
We  had  had  a  long  march  from  Lake  Champlain,  and  our 
first  taste  of  the  powdery  roads  in  the  Adirondack  foot 
hills.  H.  Company  had  eaten  the  dust  of  5,000  men, 
500  horses,  and  more  than  a  hundred  motors,  guns,  or 
caissons.  The  other  companies  of  the  First  Training 
Regiment  had  eaten  proportionately  less,  as  they  were 
nearer  the  head  of  the  column;  but  all  were  given  a  day 
to  digest  it.  That  the  time  should  not  be  lost,  there  was 
Regimental  Inspection,  one's  gun  rubbed  to  a  lacquer 
inside  and  out,  one's  entire  belongings  disposed  in  a 
severe  geometrical  symmetry  inside  the  shelter  tent,  one's 
back  as  straight  as  might  be  when  the  reviewing  party 
passed.  In  the  afternoon  we  made  the  round  of  the 
outposts.  A  mile  outside  the  camp  grizzled  captains  and 
white-haired  majors  were  controlling  the  far-flung  patrols 
that  should  give  us  warning  of  any  mischief  from  the  in- 
defatigable Red  Army.  Each  outpost  commander  showed 
us  what  he  called  generically  "the  position  sketch." 
It  was  a  free  hand  map  about  the  size  of  an  open  UNPOPU- 
LAR REVIEW,  on  a  scale  of  six  inches  to  the  mile,  contain- 
ing the  most  minute  information  of  the  position  covered  by 
the  outpost.  Every  wall,  fence,  and  thicket,  road  or  trail, 
gully,  marsh  or  water  course,  house  or  barn,  was  clearly 
and  neatly  indicated.  Such  a  map  is  made  by  a  corporal 
or  sergeant  in  a  matter  oflltwo  hours.  His  bearings  must  be 
true,  though  from  a  cheap  compass,  his  distances  must 
be  accurate,  though  they  are  measured  only  by  his  counted 
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paces.  In  short,  with  the  most  limited  time  and  the 
rudest  means,  a  noncommissioned  officer  must  be  a  fair 
land  surveyor.  His  position  sketch  must  be  good  enough 
to  fight  on.  Every  war-strength  regiment  would  need 
250  noncommissioned  officers  with  these  moral  and 
technical  qualifications.  A  modern  field  army  would 
need  15,000  such  noncoms.;  a  volunteer  army  of  500,000 
would  require  62,500.  Not  merely  the  aggressive  effi- 
ciency of  an  army  would  depend  on  the  corporals  and 
sergeants,  but  also  its  safety.  No  service  of  security  is 
possible  without  men  who  can  make  position  maps,  no 
comfort  or  order  either  in  march,  or  in  camp,  not  to  say 
in  battle,  is  possible,  unless  the  entire  force  is  steadied  and 
leavened  by  such  capables  and  imperturbable  subalterns 
as  Sergeant  W. 

As  I  looked  out  of  my  "dog  tent"  that  night  and 
watched  the  silhouettes  crossing  the  deep  blue,  starry 
pyramid  —  they  were  walking  to  keep  warm  —  again 
the  thought  imposed  itself:  Suppose  this  were  real  war, 
and  we  were  learning  not  from  the  regular  army  but  from 
our  own  volunteer  corporals  and  sergeants,  and  the  out- 
posts were  being  held  to-night  on  such  a  position  sketch 
as  I  could  make.  I  fear  I  swore  a  little,  as  I  pulled  the 
three  blankets  closer,  at  a  former  self  which  had  imag- 
ined that  noncommissioned  officers  could  be  produced 
at  need  about  as  fast  as  organ  grinders.  I  was  beginning 
to  grasp  vividly  the  fact  that  a  soldier  has  a  trade,  and 
a  somewhat  difficult  one.  To  imagine  ourselves  in  any 
sense  protected  because  the  American  is  a  natural  fighting 
man  is  the  last  folly.  Under  the  best  teaching  it  will 
take  any  American  months  to  learn  how  to  fight  as  a 
private,  and  months  more  to  fight  as  a  passable  non- 
commissioned officer,  and  years  to  fight  efficiently  as  a 
commissioned  officer.  I  know,  because  under  the  best 
teaching  it  was  hard  work  to  be  a  passable  recruit.  A 
nation  that  admits  the  possibility  of  war,  simply  must 
have  a  way  of  training  all  sorts  of  officers,  and  must  have 
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a  great  supply  of  those  already  trained,  unless  it  wishes  its 
volunteer  armies  to  be  so  many  rallies  of  worry,  disorder, 
and  disease. 

Once  more  I  was  a  rear  ranker.  It  was  the  last  review. 
Footsore,  and  dust  stained,  from  our  eighty  miles  of 
marching,  but  brown  and  straight  under  our  packs,  we 
quick  timed  down  the  familiar  parade  ground,  eyes  right, 
to  the  commandant,  and  back  to  permanent  camp,  and 
good-bye.  It  was  the  moment  to  sum  up  what  we  had 
done  —  a  moment  both  of  pride  and  of  modesty  for  all 
of  us.  In  a  small  way  we  had  helped  to  prove  a  valuable 
case.  With  the  college  students  of  three  years  previous, 
the  Swiss  System  had  been,  so  to  speak,  proved  on  us. 
We  had  gone  through  about  a  quarter  of  the  preliminary 
training  of  the  Swiss  infantryman,  under  similar  condi- 
tions. It  had  been  shown  that,  given  superior  instruction 
and  the  good  will  of  the  taught,  the  usual  drudgery  of 
military  training  may  be  greatly  abridged.  Our  progress 
in  a  month,  had  not  by  any  means  made  us  good  soldiers, 
but  it  had  shown  us  the  way.  Doubtless,  under  similar 
conditions  of  instruction,  pretty  good  soldiers  could  be 
made,  if  not  in  a  month,  at  least  in  two  periods  of  two 
months.  This  was  our  conviction,  and  we  were  glad  to 
have  aided,  however  little,  to  show  how  a  free  country 
may  train  its  citizenry  in  arms,  without  exacting  exces- 
sive toll  of  their  young  years.  We  had  indicated  for 
American  use  the  system  inaugurated  by  the  old  democ- 
racy of  Switzerland  and  the  new  democracy  of  Australia. 
All  this  was  matter  of  just  self-satisfaction. 

It  made  for  modesty,  however,  to  recall,  that  we  had 
merely  performed  in  our  month  the  average,  lighter  duties 
of  the  soldier  in  time  of  peace.  We  could  march,  camp, 
shoot,  take  care  of  ourselves,  manoeuvre  a  few  hours  a 
day.  We  had  had  no  long  forced  marches,  no  prolonged 
manoeuvres;  we  had  been  coddled  to  the  extent  of  sparing 
us  the  more  irksome  sentry,  outpost,  and  police  duties; 
we  had  dug  no  trenches.  I  think  perhaps  a  quarter  of 
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us  had  hardened  enough  to  do  much  more  than  was 
required  of  the  regiment,  but  most  of  us  were  still  far 
from  fit  to  stand  the  physical  strain  of  actual  warfare. 
Here  is  a  whole  side  of  preparation  for  war  about  which 
there  is  the  wildest  misconception.  People  cannot  realize 
that  a  stalwart  untrained  citizen  is  no  more  physically 
fit  to  fight,  than  a  sturdy  untrained  freshman  is  fit  to 
step  into  a  football  match.  Quite  aside  from  moral 
preparation,  which  takes  a  much  longer  time,  training 
involves  the  education  of  a  special  set  of  muscles.  Es- 
pecially is  this  true  in  soldiering.  And  if  anybody  be- 
lieves that  any  athlete  is  ipso  facto  a  soldier,  I  beg  him  to 
send  a  selected  athlete  to  the  next  Plattsburg  camp.  Let 
him  in  a  week  consult  that  athlete  as  to  the  muscles  that 
are  concerned  with  crawling  forward,  let  him  in  two  weeks 
interrogate  the  muscles  that  are  concerned'  with  main- 
taining a  continuous  fire  from  a  prone  position,  let  him 
in  three  weeks  inspect  the  muscles  that  are  concerned  with 
carrying  a  heavy  pack.  If  the  athlete  will  declare  that 
it  has  all  been  easy  and  delightful,  and  that  it  can  be  done 
in  a  hurry  and  well,  I  will  adhere  to  Mr.  Bryan's  formula 
of  a  million  men  springing  effectually  to  arms  in  the  space 
of  a  single  sun. 

Much  more  valuable  to  us  than  the  small  technical 
knowledge  we  acquired  was  this  daily  visualization  of 
the  actual  task  of  military  preparedness.  These  concrete 
and  indisputable  demonstrations  cleared  our  minds  of 
much  error,  and  enabled  us  to  see  certain  things  as  they 
are.  We  had  a  congressman  among  us;  it  would  have 
been  well  if  we  had  had  the  entire  House  of  Representa- 
tives. For  the  military  situation  simply  needs  to  be 
treated  clear-headedly,  as  a  business.  It  is  likely  to  be 
treated  almost  any  other  way  —  as  a  case  in  sentiment  or 
general  morals  or  what  not.  As  to  aims  and  scope,  we 
can  only  hope  for  some  sensible  averaging  of  diverse 
views,  according  to  the  habits  of  our  democracy.  As  to 
ways  and  means,  there  should  be  no  division  of  opinion. 
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Only  one  way  is  possible,  the  professional  and  best  way, 
the  way  that  has  been  wrung  by  eager  minds  and  valiant 
hearts  out  of  nearly  a  century  and  a  half  of  army  experi- 
ence. Our  distrust  for  half  measures  was  enhanced  by 
the  absurdly  false  newspaper  reports  of  our  own  progress 
and  prowess,  and  the  lesson  was  daily  enforced  as  we 
marched  by  the  tablets  marking  the  spots  when  the 
hastily  levied  troops  of  the  war  of  1812  staggered  and 
broke  under  the  blows  of  the  regular  British  Infantry. 
We  went  home  determined  to  make  this  country  value 
what  it  already  has  in  the  Regular  Army.  Out  of  mere 
understanding  of  the  business  of  preparation  should 
come  a  general  strengthening  of  the  hands  of  the  army. 
That  it  is  so  good  is  not  a  reason  for  complacency  but 
for  sensible  building  upon  its  firm  foundation.  The  Con- 
gressmen and  Senators  who  take  any  other  view  will  hear 
from  the  Plattsburg  "rookies"  among  their  constituents. 


-• 


THE  NINE   SONS  OF  SATAN 

NOW  in  the  days  before  Adam,  when  Satan  was 
alone  on  the  earth,  Allah  made  a  helpmeet  for 
him  out  of  the  smokeless  flame.  And  Awwa  was  the  name 
of  Satan's  wife,  and  she  bore  him  nine  sons  not  born  after 
the  manner  of  men,  but  hatched  like  serpents,  from 
leathern  eggs  in  the  sands  of  the  desert  where  the  sun 
stands  overhead  at  noon.  And  it  came  to  pass  when  men 
began  to  multiply  on  the  face  of  the  earth,  and  daughters 
were  born  to  them,  that  the  sons  of  Satan  saw  the  daugh- 
ters of  men,  that  they  were  fair,  and  they  took  them  wives 
of  all  which  they  chose.  And  their  children  were  called 
jinns,  and  they  increased  and  multiplied  exceedingly, 
and  spread  abroad  over  all  the  earth  and  to  the  islands 
of  the  sea  and  into  the  land  which  is  beyond  the  great 
waters.  And  in  every  land  wherein  they  went,  there  they 
abide  to  this  day.  But  men  know  not  the  sons  of  Satan 
save  by  their  works :  for  they  are  fashioned  after  the  like- 
ness of  man,  and  may  appear  like  angels  of  light. 

In  the  days  when  the  earth  was  young,  the  sons  of 
Satan  had  little  to  do:  for  all  mankind  dwelt  together  in 
one  place,  tilling  the  soil  or  tending  the  flocks.  And  their 
sins  were  like  themselves,  few  and  simple.  But  after  their 
tongues  were  confounded,  and  they  were  scattered  abroad 
according  to  their  nations,  they  sought  out  many  inven- 
tions. Then  had  the  generations  of  jinns  to  change  their 
ways  and  adopt  the  new  inventions,  and  divide  their 
labors  among  themselves,  each  according  to  his  ability. 

The  Arabian  authors  to  whose  surprisingly  wide  knowl- 
edge of  demonology  I  am  indebted  for  most  of  the  above, 
have  even  recorded  for  us  the  names  of  the  nine  sons  of 
Satan,  and  their  respective  functions.  The  oldest  of 
them,  or  if  not  the  oldest,  one  of  the  first  to  get  busy, 
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was  Haffan,  whom  the  Greeks  call  Dionysos,  and  the 
Latins  Bacchus  and  the  Prohibitionists  the  Demon  Rum. 
Noah  planted  a  vineyard  soon  after  the  flood  and  quite 
innocently  took  to  grape  juice  as  a  beverage.  But  Haffan, 
with  the  aid  of  some  millions  of  microscopic  jinns  known 
nowadays  as  saccharomyces  cerevisiae,  introduced  into 
it  a  subtle  poison  which  brought  disgrace  upon  Noah 
as  it  has  upon  so  many  of  his  descendants. 

But  Haffan's  power  for  evil  was  limited  in  ancient  times, 
because,  try  as  he  would,  he  never  could  bring  the  alcoholic 
content  of  wine,  beer,  and  cider  above  five  or  ten  per  cent. 
Here  the  fermentation  stopped,  for  the  little  devils  in  the 
drink  died  of  the  poison  they  had  brewed.  The  drink 
was  then  strong  enough  to  make  men  foolish  and  slothful 
and  loose-lipped,  but  these  effects  soon  wore  off  and  rarely 
carried  their  victim  on  to  those  mad  deeds  which  alone 
could  satisfy  Haffan's  diabolical  ambitions.  Not  until 
the  twelfth  century  after  Christ  were  means  discovered 
by  which  he  could  turn  out  a  product  capable  of  matching 
in  wickedness  anything  his  brothers  could  do.  It  is, 
as  we  might  expect,  an  Arabian  chemist,  Abdulcasim, 
who  is  discredited  with  the  invention  of  distillation,  by 
which  brandy,  whisky,  and  liquors  of  any  desired  strength 
can  be  manufactured.  He  put  his  product  on  the  market 
under  the  trade  name  of  the  Elixir  of  Life  or  eau  de  vie. 
But  it  turned  out  to  be  something  quite  the  opposite. 
Such  tricks  as  these  gave  to  chemistry  the  name  of  the 
Black  Art  and  brought  the  science  under  a  cloud  of  sus- 
picion from  which  it  has  but  recently  and  not  yet  alto- 
gether emerged.  It  was  long  the  popular  belief  that 
chemists  were  inspired  of  the  devil  or  were  the  sons  of 
Satan  in  disguise,  and  indeed  the  certification  of  such 
suspicion  may  be  found  in  the  records  of  many  courts 
where  chemists  were  found  guilty,  either  by  the  testimony 
of  experts  or  by  their  own  confession  under  torture,  of 
having  sold  themselves  to  the  Evil  One  in  exchange  for 
their  skill. 
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Chemistry  has  also  been  the  chief  aid  of  another  of 
the  sons  of  Satan,  Lakis,  the  Fire  Fiend.  He  seems  to 
have  inherited  his  mother's  ardent  disposition,  but  his 
power  also  was  at  first  limited,  and 

He  grieved  he  bin 

Too  small  to  sin 

To  the  height  of  his  desire. 

The  most  he  could  do  in  antiquity  was  to  burn  a  hut  by 
upsetting  a  lamp  or  wipe  out  a  village  with  a  forest  fire. 
So  he  spent  most  of  his  time  haunting  the  bitumen  lakes 
of  Baku,  where  the  priests  of  Zarathustra  kept  the  eternal 
flame  alight.  His  brethren,  Awan  and  Zulbaysun,  who 
lived  in  the  city  and  did  a  thriving  business  in  court  and 
counting-houses,  used  to  come  and  sit  on  the  crest  of 
the  Caucasus,  with  their  legs  dangling  over  the  precipice, 
and  make  fun  of  him  for  wading  around  knee-deep  in  the 
asphalt.  Then  Lakis,  mightily  vexed,  stuck  his  pitchfork 
down  deep  through  the  crust  of  the  lake  and  cast  the  pitch 
far  up  the  mountain  side  so  that  it  bespattered  their  fine 
raiment,  while  out  of  the  hole  there  rose  a  dreadful  black 
smoke  and  stench  as  though  it  came  from  the  depth  of 
Tophet.  Then,  as  Awan  and  Zulbaysun  flew  away  down 
the  Euphrates  valley  toward  Bagdad,  he  shouted  after 
them  and  said,  "Smell  that,  O  my  brothers,  and  know  that 
the  time  shall  come  when  men  shall  leave  your  cities  and 
seek  the  waste  places  of  the  earth  where  this,  my  treasure, 
is  found.  And  when  one  shall  strike  the  rock  there  shall 
gush  forth  a  fountain  of  oil  without  measure,  and  then 
will  your  merchant  princes,  O  Zulbaysun,  be  as  beggars 
before  him,  and  your  kings,  O  Awan,  become  as  his  hire- 
lings. For  in  those  days  shall  chariots  of  fire  run  about 
the  streets  and  with  the  tenth  part  of  an  ephah  of  fined 
oil  shall  they  outrun  the  swiftest  horse  of  Arabia  and  kill 
many  people.  And  men  shall  go  under  the  sea  in  the 
belly  of  a  leviathan  wrought  of  iron  for  the  greater  peril 
of  those  who  go  down  to  the  sea  in  ships.  They  shall 
make  themselves  rocs  on  whose  wings  they  may  fly  like 
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the  jinns  over  mountain  and  sea."    And  after  many  days 
it  came  to  pass  even  as  he  had  said. 

But  Lakis  in  the  meantime,  while  waiting  for  the  ful- 
filment of  his  prophecy,  was  not  idle  but  kept  his  agents 
experimenting  in  many  lands.  In  the  kingdom  of  Sin 
dwelt  a  man  who,  inspired  of  Lakis,  burned  willows  and 
made  charcoal  and  went  into  the  desert  and  scraped  up 
salt-peter  and  into  the  mountains  and  dug  brimstone. 
All  these  he  got  and  brayed  them  together  in  a  mortar 
and  gave  of  the  mixture  to  his  countrymen  for  a  weapon 
of  offense.  But  the  Sinai  were  a  peaceful  and  a  foolish 
folk  and  they  only  made  firecrackers  out  of  the  powder 
for  merriment  at  weddings  and  funerals. 

But  Lakis  had  better  luck  when  he  got  the  ear  of  a 
monk  in  the  West,  Roger  Bacon  by  name,  a  notorious 
wizard.  For  then  men  began  to  make  guns  bigger  and 
bigger  every  year  until  they  got  up  to  42  centimeters. 
And  Lakis  showed  them  how  to  dip  qutun,  as  the  Arabs 
call  it,  or  as  we  say  "cotton"  into  Strong  Water,  and  with 
it  to  load  the  guns.  Then  would  flames  and  thunder  burst 
forth  like  afrits  from  a  bottle,  and  ten  miles  away  a  hun- 
dred soldiers  would  fall  down  dead  by  this  magic. 

And  much  other  mischief  did  Lakis  do.  The  invention 
of  matches  was  ascribed  to  him,  as  their  original  name 
of  "lucifers"  showed.  This  put  into  the  hands  of  every 
evil-minded  man  or  silly  child  the  power  to  set  fire  to  a 
home  or  perhaps  to  burn  a  city.  The  number  of  Fire 
Worshippers  increased  in  the  latter  days  until  one  saw 
in  the  streets  almost  every  man  and  many  of  the  boys 
carrying  in  their  mouths  a  lighted  weed  giving  forth  the 
incense  most  pleasing  to  the  nostrils  of  Lakis. 

So  in  the  course  of  time  Lakis,  or  as  the  Northmen 
called  him  Loki,  and  the  Latins  Lux,  came  to  be  es- 
teemed the  greatest  instead  of  the  least  of  all  the  sons  of 
Satan.  No  magic  was  more  powerful  than  his,  and  when 
one  would  prove  his  devilish  origin,  like  Mephistopheles 
in  the  Rathskeller,  he  would  draw  forth  fire,  a  miracle  which 
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nowadays  anybody  can  perform,  so  well  has  Lakis  taught 
his  lesson  to  the  world. 

Now  I  would  not  have  you  suppose  from  the  incident 
mentioned  above  that  the  sons  of  Satan  were  always 
quarreling.  On  the  contrary  they  were  kept  so  busy  that 
their  idle  hands  found  little  mischief  to  do,  except  of 
course  in  their  professional  capacity.  Save  for  an  occa- 
sional squabble  over  which  should  be  greatest  in  the 
kingdom  of  Iblis  they  got  on  together  better  than  most 
human  brethren  and  threw  a  good  deal  of  business  in 
each  other's  way.  For  instance  Lakis  would  never  have 
prospered  as  maker  of  munitions  if  it  had  not  been  for 
his  brother  Awan,  who  was  Councillor  of  Kings.  He  had 
his  minions  in  every  ministry  and  practically  controlled 
the  diplomatic  service  of  the  world.  In  that  way  he  was 
able  to  stir  up  wars  and  rumors  of  wars  at  any  time  and 
keep  national  jealousy  and  race  hatreds  always  aflame. 
In  the  old  days  men  only  went  to  war  once  a  year  or  so, 
and  not  all  of  them  then,  and  they  took  care  to  get  back 
in  time  for  harvest  or  at  any  rate  before  the  cold  weather 
set  in.  But  in  the  course  of  centuries  Awan  got  things 
in  such  a  state  that  wars  lasted  all  the  year  round  and  even 
in  time  of  so-called  peace  a  large  part  of  the  young  men 
were  serving  in  the  army,  and  others  spent  all  of  their 
days  in  the  shops  of  Lakis  making  arms  and  ammuni- 
tions. And  acting  on  the  advice  of  Awan  the  kings  in- 
vested money  in  each  other's  gun  shops,  so  it  often  hap- 
pened that  when  they  went  to  war  they  found  themselves 
confronted  with  weapons  made  by  their  own  people  and 
were  attacked  by  warships  from  their  own  yards.  For 
the  sons  of  Satan  are  no  respecters  of  persons  and  quite 
devoid  of  race  prejudice. 

Finally  it  occurred  to  some  people  that  if  they  could  get 
rid  of  kings  they  would  get  rid  of  the  evil  counsel  of  Awan. 
But  that  did  not  help  matters  much.  Though  they  put 
four  and  twenty  barons  to  rule  over  the  king  and  four 
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hundred  and  twenty  commons  to  rule  over  the  barons,  and 
four  and  twenty  million  voters  to  rule  over  the  commons, 
Awan's  influence  grew  none  the  less.  He  always  seems 
to  be  able  to  get  hold  of  the  man  higher  up  however  low 
down  he  may  be. 

In  thus  perverting  the  opinions  of  the  people  Awan's 
chief  aid  was  his  younger  brother,  Masbut  the  Tatler. 
Like  the  rest  of  the  family  Masbut  began  business  in  a 
small  way,  using  as  his  agents  chiefly  women  and  barbers. 
This  was  voluntary  and  unpaid  labor,  amateurish  at  best, 
although  it  is  astonishing  how  active  and  diligent  some  of 
them  were  in  the  spreading  of  news,  especially  of  a  dis- 
creditable nature,  and  how  much  harm  could  be  accom- 
plished in  a  community  by  such  amateur  efforts.  "He 
that  increaseth  knowledge  increaseth  sorrow, "  especially 
when  it  isn't  so. 

It  was  not  until  the  invention  of  printing  that  Masbut 
really  got  his  start  and  scandalmongery  was  put  upon  a 
professional  basis.  Like  Lakis,  he  tried  to  launch  his 
discovery  in  China,  but  a  country  without  an  alphabet  is 
no  place  for  the  printing  business.  But  when  Gutenberg 
once  got  it  going  it  became  one  of  the  most  efficient  means 
of  extending  the  kingdom  of  the  Father  of  Lies.  Books 
were  too  slow,  the  presses  took  to  turning  out  quarterlies, 
then  monthlies,  weeklies,  dailies  and  hourlies,  and  those 
that  came  out  oftenest  served  the  purpose  of  Masbut 
best. 

The  mails  were  too  slow  for  him,  so  he  borrowed  the 
lightning  of  Lakis  and  spread  the  news  by  copper  wires 
and  ether  waves.  When  a  lie  travels  at  the  rate  of  186,000 
miles  a  second  it  is  hard  for  the  truth  to  catch  up  with  it. 
It  is  strange  to  think  that  once  this  important  business 
of  news  spreading  was  left  to  the  casual  calls  of  house- 
wives or  chance  meetings  in  the  Agora,  the  Rialto  or 
the  corner  grocery,  when  we  now  see  its  ramifications 
covering  the  world  as  with  a  net.  Every  day  forests  are 
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cut  down  and  ground  up  to  be  stamped  with  black  words. 
Schools  are  established  to  educate  young  men  in  the  art 
of  gathering  news  and  dishing  it  up  to  suit  the  popular 
taste.  This  gives  Masbut  his  chance,  for  with  every  truth 
he  mingles  some  falsehood  so  cunningly  that  even  those 
who  are  trained  to  handle  the  news  cannot  disentangle  it. 
In  fact  we  may  be  sure  that  no  considerable  piece  of 
wickedness  is  put  through  without  the  aid  of  Masbut, 
the  Printer's  Devil. 

It  is  he  who  transmits  the  misleading  messages  of 
Awan  the  Diplomatist  and  publishes  them  in  books 
named  from  the  colors  of  the  rainbow.  He  also  is  the 
right  hand  man  of  Zulbaysun,  who  makes  mischief  in 
bazaars  and  turns  the  river  of  gold  to  his  own  purposes. 
'Twas  Zulbaysun  who  blew  the  South  Sea  bubble  and 
many  a  bigger  since.  He  robs  widows  and  orphans  of 
their  inheritance  and  brings  the  honest  merchant  to  ruin. 
In  the  old  days  he  confined  himself  to  such  picayune 
business  as  clipping  coins  and  tampering  with  weights 
and  measures.  But  our  complex  interdigitation  of  credit 
gives  him  an  opportunity  for  operations  on  a  large  scale 
and  in  secrecy.  So  active  is  he  that  there  are  many  people 
who  consider  him  responsible  for  all  the  deviltry  in  the 
world.  Capitalism,  they  call  him,  with  strong  accent  on 
the  second  vowel,  and  they  believe  that  if  he  were  ban- 
ished the  earth  would  be  a  Utopia,  forgetting  that  there 
are  eight  other  devils  as  wicked  as  he. 

Dasim,  the  sixth  of  the  sons  of  Satan,  is  a  domestic 
devil.  The  hearth  stone  was  his  primary  place  of  business 
and  the  substitution  of  the  steam  radiator  has  by  no  means 
decreased  his  opportunities.  He  instigates  the  sharp 
retort;  he  directs  the  poisoned  arrow  at  the  weakest  joints 
in  the  armor  of  self-esteem  as  they  have  been  disclosed 
in  the  intimacy  of  family  life.  He  lights  the  flame  of 
illicit  love  and  fires  the  train  of  jealousy  that  leads  to 
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crime.  In  his  sphere  of  influence  the  progress  of  invention 
has  made  less  change  than  it  has  with  his  brothers,  for  he 
works  on  the  primitive  emotions,  the  desires  and  appe- 
tites that  remain  the  same  through  all  the  ages  in 
spite  of  changes  in  custom.  The  laws  of  sociological 
geometry  are  eternal  and  the  triangle  has  three  sides  in 
every  land.  A  writ  in  Reno  may  take  the  place  of  a 
bag  in  the  Bosphorus,  but  the  principle  remains  the 
same. 

Dasim  has  always  given  special  attention  to  the  dinner 
table,  the  center  of  domestic  disunion.  It  is  he  who 
cools  the  coffee  and  overdoes  the  steak,  in  order  to  make 
them  subjects  of  breakfast  controversy.  A  person  into 
whom  he  has  entered  is  euphemistically  said  to  have 
dyspepsia,  sick  headache,  liver  complaint,  or  something 
of  the  kind,  but  everybody  else  in  the  house  knows  what 
is  the  matter.  He  hath  a  devil.  Dasim's  bad  cooking  is, 
some  folks  say,  responsible  for  as  much  mischief  as  his 
brother  Haffan  has  accomplished  with  his  wine.  Nothing 
is  too  petty  for  him.  He  will  possess  at  times  the  best 
tempered  youngster,  and  he  displays  a  most  diabolical 
ingenuity  in  spoiling  a  well  planned  dinner  party  by  in- 
stigating a  malapropos  remark  or  introducing  a  con- 
troversial topic.  He  is  the  inventor  of  a  code  of  table 
etiquette  that  has  caused  a  heap  of  unhappiness,  for  a  vio- 
lation of  it,  such  as  the  picking  up  of  the  wrong  fork  or 
sending  the  wine  around  the  table  against  the  sun,  brings 
down  upon  the  offender  a  greater  social  penalty  than  a 
conventional  breach  of  the  moral  law.  He  also  intro- 
duced the  tipping  system  and  after  dinner  speeches. 
Dasim  does  not  confine  his  activities  to  the  dining-room. 
He  holds  sway  in  the  kitchen  as  well  and  is  the  fomenter 
of  all  the  trouble  with  maids,  cooks,  and  help  generally,  to 
say  nothing  about  the  trouble  they  have  with  their  em- 
ployers. On  the  whole  Dasim  is  not  to  be  despised,  al- 
though his  brethren  do  make  a  lot  of  fun  of  him  because  he 
does  not  introduce  modern  improvements,  but  sticks  to  the 
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same  old  tricks  that  he  used  in  the  days  of  Eve  and  Lilith, 
and  Jacob  and  Esau. 

One  of  his  closest  associates,  next  to  Haffan,  is  Marrah, 
who  as  the  master  of  music  and  dancing  runs  one  of  the 
broadest  and  most  enticing  highways  leading  to  the  Halls 
of  Iblis.  Hardly  had  Jubal  got  out  his  patents  on  the 
first  string  and  wind  instruments  when  Marrah  began  to 
pervert  them  to  his  own  purposes.  As  soon  as  Dionysos 
had  stuck  together  the  hollow  reeds  of  his  syrinx  and 
Apollo  had  stretched  the  strings  across  the  tortoise  shell 
Marrah  took  possession  of  them.  In  Africa  he  uses  the 
tomtom;  in  America  the  phonograph,  but  to  excite  the 
same  uncontrollable  passions.  He  inspired  the  Lydian 
strains  which  soften  the  moral  fiber.  He  gave  music 
lessons  to  the  Sirens  and  the  Lorelei.  Young  and  other- 
wise charming  virgins  are  deceived  by  him  into  thinking 
that  they  have  musical  genius,  and  then  they  spend  years 
and  all  the  money  they  can  borrow  in  trying  to  reach  high 
C  and  hammering  ivory  with  their  finger  tips,  causing 
thereby  much  misery  to  all  within  earshot,  who  never- 
theless are  inspired  to  encourage  the  practise  by  compli- 
mentary lies.  He  devised  the  nautch,  the  fox  trot,  the 
corroboree,  the  bunny  hug,  the  fandango,  the  bacchanale, 
the  waltz,  and  the  can-can,  and  may  be  relied  upon  to 
bring  out  half  a  dozen  new  variations  of  the  old  motif 
within  the  next  few  years,  for  his  ingenuity  is  inexhaust- 
ible. The  whole  horde  of  hops,  dips,  glides,  jumps, 
skips,  scrambles,  hugs,  squirms,  prances,  kicks,  writhes, 
and  wiggles  come  from  his  fertile  brain.  He  is  the  St. 
Vitus  of  the  infernal  hagiology. 

It  must  not  be  supposed  that  in  this  division  of  labor 
the  church  is  neglected.  On  the  contrary  there  is  a  special 
ecclesiastical  department  and  this  is  under  the  efficient 
management  of  Dulhan,  eighth  of  the  sons  of  Iblis.  The 
children  of  Dulhan  attend  church  regularly,  rarely  miss- 
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ing  a  service  of  any  denomination.  Sitting  invisibly  by 
the  side  of  the  would-be  worshippers,  they  whisper  in- 
audibly  to  distract  attention  from  the  devotions  proper 
to  the  place  and  hour.  They  set  the  eye  to  roving  over 
the  congregation,  and  whatsoever  it  falls  upon  suggests 
some  critical  or  malicious  comment.  Perhaps  it  is  a 
question  of  the  taste  of  a  lady  in  the  matter  of  headgear; 
perhaps  it  is  a  suspicion  of  the  business  morals  of  a  pillar 
of  the  church;  anything  may  serve  the  purpose  of  frustrat- 
ing the  aim  of  the  service.  The  Beni  Dulhan  even  enter 
the  pulpit  and  whisper  to  the  preacher  doubts  of  the  use- 
fulness of  his  work,  the  truth  of  his  message  and  the  sin- 
cerity of  his  hearers.  But  a  better  field  even  than  the 
pews  or  the  pulpit  they  find  in  the  choir  loft.  Here  in 
complicity  with  his  brother  Marrah,  the  musical  fiend, 
Dulhan  can  cause  any  amount  of  mischief,  and  it  is 
not  without  reason  that  certain  of  the  stricter  sects 
have  banished  the  choirs  and  musical  instruments  alto- 
gether. 

Unlike  the  rest  of  his  brethren  it  cannot  be  said  that 
the  advance  of  civilization  has  enlarged  the  scope  of 
Dulhan's  operations,  though  some  would  say  that  this  was 
because  he  had  been  quite  too  successful  in  his  efforts  at 
undermining  the  church.  At  any  rate  Dulhan  no  longer 
has  the  power  he  used  to  have  when  the  secular  arm  was 
at  his  disposal,  when  the  auto  da  fe  was  a  public  holiday, 
the  rack  and  thumbscrews  in  operation,  and  kings  trem- 
bled at  the  threat  of  bell,  book,  and  candle.  Nowadays 
except  for  an  occasional  pogrom  in  Poland  or  a  riot  in 
India  or  massacre  in  Armenia,  Dulhan's  power  of  persecu- 
tion does  not  extend  beyond  a  farcical  and  ineffective 
trial  for  heresy.  But  as  superintendent  of  the  paving 
department  of  the  highways  leading  to  the  infernal  regions 
he  is  kept  as  busy  as  ever. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  dwell  upon  the  deeds  of  Wassin, 
or  as  some  authorities  call  him,  Tir,  ninth  of  Satan's 


36  The   Unpopular   Review 

sons,  because  they  are  conspicuous  and  dreaded  by  all. 
He  it  is  who  is  responsible  for  all  public  calamities,  for 
battle  and  tempest,  for  plague,  pestilence  and  famine, 
and  the  like  ills  from  which  the  Litany  beseeches  deliver- 
ance. The  destruction  of  Pompeii  and  Messina,  of  Lisbon 
and  St.  Pierre,  are  among  his  most  spectacular  achieve- 
ments. In  the  line  of  hydraulics  he  has  doubtless  never 
surpassed  his  first  exploit  in  the  days  of  Noah,  though  on 
account  of  the  sparse  population  of  the  globe  at  that  time 
the  destruction  was  not  so  great  as  might  have  been  ex- 
pected from  the  effort.  Of  all  the  infernal  family  there 
is  none  with  a  greater  host  of  helpers  than  Wassin.  Truly 
their  name  is  legion.  What  is  more,  they  have  the  magic 
power  of  becoming  invisible  and  of  multiplying  by  the 
million  within  a  few  minutes,  so  that  a  city  is  devastated 
in  a  day  by  pestilence.  With  an  innumerable  host  of 
bacteria,  bacilli,  microbes,  parasites,  he  invades  the 
bodily  citadel;  and  then  man  falls  a  victim  to  the  Black 
Death,  the  White  Plague,  the  Yellow  Fever,  or  the  Scarlet 
Fever,  to  the  pestilence  that  walketh  in  darkness  or  the 
destruction  that  wasteth  at  noonday. 

Formerly  it  was  supposed  that  death  was  carried  on 
the  wings  of  the  wind,  so  Wassin  was  called  "Prince  of 
the  Power  of  the  Air,"  or  "Malaria."  We  now  know  that 
he  mostly  uses  insects  as  his  agents  of  transmission,  and 
this  identifies  him  with  Beelzebub,  the  God  of  Flies,  and 
makes  him  responsible  for  at  least  seven  of  the  ten  plagues 
of  Egypt.  Zarathustra,  one  of  the  wisest  of  the  prophets 
who  have  appeared  upon  the  earth  in  the  course  of  cen- 
turies to  warn  mankind  of  the  wiles  of  the  sons  of  Satan, 
taught  his  followers  that  to  kill  an  insect  was  the  best 
way  of  saying  a  prayer  and  that  to  dig  a  drainage  ditch 
was  more  acceptable  to  Ahura  Mazda  than  to  burn  a 
fat  bullock  on  the  altar.  So  too,  Goethe  tells  us  that 
Faust  achieved  deliverance  from  the  bonds  of  Mephis- 
topheles,  not  by  fasting  and  penance,  but  by  turning  his 
attention  to  sanitary  engineering. 
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So  the  unending  warfare  goes  on  between  the  Sons  of 
Eve  and  the  Sons  of  Awwa.  On  strange  battlefields  and 
with  novel  arms,  but  the  fight  is  ever  the  same;  new  wiles 
are  met  with  new  defenses,  mines  are  countermined,  and 
wits  match  wits.  'Tis  hard  to  tell  at  any  time  which  way 
the  conflict  turns  for  the  Heavenly  and  Diabolic  Hosts, 
as  they  descending  and  ascending  meet  upon  this  our 
world,  adopt  confusing  disguises,  fight  under  false  flags, 
and  often  wrest  from  their  opponents  their  most  effective 
weapons.  Our  wildered  eyes  fail  to  distinguish  the  Angels 
of  Light  from  the  Angels  of  Darkness,  and  we  strike  out 
blindly  at  friend  and  foe.  In  this  Holy  War  for  the  pos- 
session of  Mansoul  there  are  no  neutrals  or  non-combat- 
ants and  never  is  a  truce  declared.  Yet  the  land  is  fair 
to  look  upon,  and  we  often  forget  that  it  is  a  battlefield 
until  of  a  sudden  we  are  struck  down  and  grievously 
wounded  by  a  missile  from  some  unseen  source.  We 
need  sharper  eye-sight  and  a  more  understanding  brain 
if  we  are  to  resist  all  the  wiles  of  the  devil.  For  this  we 
must  eat  of  the  fruit  of  the  tree  of  Knowledge  of  Good 
and  Evil,  but  that  stands  in  the  midst  of  the  Garden  of 
Eden,  and  an  angel  with  a  flaming  sword  guards  the 
gate. 

Still  our  case  is  not  altogether  hopeless.  We  evidently 
do  get  a  bite  of  this  Forbidden  Fruit  once  in  a  while,  and 
I  will  explain  to  you  how  it  happens :  for  not  many  people 
know  the  secret.  It  seems  that  Eve,  like  some  —  not 
all  —  of  her  daughters,  was  an  economical  soul,  and  when 
she  had  eaten  the  apple  clear  down  to  the  core,  she  thought 
it  a  pity  to  throw  it  away  as  Adam  did  his.  So  she 
saved  the  seed  and  carried  it  with  her  out  of  the  garden 
past  the  terrible  sentinel,  by  putting  it  in  a  pocket  which 
she  had  cleverly  concealed,  after  the  manner  of  women, 
in  the  folds  of  her  fig-leaf  apron. 

Now  what  became  of  the  apple  seeds  nobody  knows. 
Very  likely  they  got  scattered  along  the  trail  as  the  evicted 
pair  wandered  about  in  search  of  a  new  home,  for  we  may 
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assume  that  the  pocket  had  a  hole  in  it  since  Eve  had  not 
had  much  practise  at  needle-work,  and  an  eyeless  locust 
thorn  with  a  vine  tendril  hitched  to  it  does  not  make  a 
very  handy  needle  and  thread,  as  you  would  know  if 
you  had  tried  it.  It  does  not  appear  that  Eve  made  any 
systematic  attempt  to  plant  the  seeds,  or  if  she  did,  Adam 
must  have  rooted  out  the  seedlings  as  weeds,  or  Cain 
pulled  them  up  from  mischief.  Anyhow,  after  the  babies 
came,  Eve  was  too  busy  and  too  happy  to  think  much 
about  the  lost  paradise.  This,  I  say,  is  all  speculation, 
and  your  guess  is  as  good  as  mine,  if  not  better.  All  we 
know  is  that  somehow  the  Fruit  of  the  Tree  of  Knowledge 
got  scattered  all  over  the  world,  and  is  found  to-day  in 
the  most  unexpected  places.  Every  little  while  somebody 
gets  hold  of  one  of  the  apples,  and  it  makes  him  wise. 
Sometimes  he  is  wise  enough  to  save  the  seed  and  try  to 
cultivate  it.  The  universities  are  all  supposed  to  run 
nurseries  for  raising  the  fruit  and  grafting  it  on  to  common 
stock,  but  it's  hard  work,  and  some  years  the  yield  is 
mighty  slim.  The  trouble  is  that  in  the  course  of  cen- 
turies the  Fruit  of  the  Tree  of  Knowledge  has  got  crossed 
with  various  other  trees.  There  is  not  a  pure  strain  of 
it  anywhere  in  the  world.  When  they  attempt  to  grow 
it  pure  by  cuttings  or  self-fertilization,  it  dies  out.  Then 
again  it  pops  up  as  a  mutant  on  all  sorts  of  shrubs.  It 
appears,  transforms,  and  disappears  in  a  more  perplexing 
way  than  that  Oenothera  which  the  Mendelists  are  always 
talking  about.  Every  pomegranate  fruit,  say  the  Arabs, 
contains  one  seed  from  the  Garden  of  Eden.  But  all  the 
other  seeds  are  from  elsewhere  and  they  are  many. 

But  in  spite  of  all  this,  some  real  progress  is  being  made 
in  the  cultivation  of  the  Fruit,  especially  in  recent  years, 
and  in  time  we  may  hope  that  there  will  be  enough  of  it 
to  go  around.  For  it  is  the  only  antidote  to  the  poison 
disseminated  by  the  Sons  of  Satan.  One  who  could  live 
on  it  alone  would  be  absolutely  immune  to  all  their  magic. 
For  instance:  enough  has  already  been  grown  to  paralyze 
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whole  hosts  of  Wassin's  pestilential  myrmidons.  For 
whenever  men  eat  of  the  Fruit  of  the  Tree  they  become  as 
gods  knowing  good  and  evil.  Unto  them  is  given  knowl- 
edge of  the  words  which  make  powerless  the  mightiest 
of  the  offspring  of  the  Evil  One.  Then  may  they  com- 
mand the  jinns  and  afrits,  and  they  will  obey;  they  will 
become  the  servants  of  man,  the  slaves  of  the  lamp,  and 
obedient  to  the  ring  which  bears  the  seal  of  Solomon  the 
Wise.  Though  a  jinn  may  cover  the  earth  like  a  tempest 
cloud,  yet  at  the  word  of  one  who  knows  he  will  change 
into  a  mist  and  shrink  together  and  condense  until  he 
can  enter  a  brass  bottle.  Then  the  bottle  can  be  stopped 
with  a  leaden  seal  whereon  is  engraved  the  great  name  of 
God,  and  cast  into  the  sea  to  remain  for  all  the  ages  of 
ages. 


WHAT  IS  NATIONALITY? 

THE  nineteenth  century  is  often  called  the  century 
of  democracy,  but  it  may  much  more  accurately 
be  designated  the  century  of  nationalism.  The  two 
political  principles  have  a  common  root  in  the  doctrine 
that  the  people  and  not  the  rulers  should  control  the  life 
of  the  state.  The  opposite  doctrine  is  of  course  the 
dynastic  one,  championed  so  ably  by  that  typical  Austrian 
diplomat  Prince  Metternich,  that  both  the  boundaries 
of  the  state  and  its  internal  administration  should  cor- 
respond with  the  historic  rights  of  the  ruling  dynasty. 
Throughout  the  first  half  of  the  century  the  struggle  for 
democracy  was  not  to  be  distinguished  from  that  for 
nationalism,  and  in  the  great  revolutionary  year  of  '48  — 
the  year  that  might  have  given  the  world  a  united  Ger- 
many under  republican  or  at  least  parliamentary  aus- 
pices —  wherever  the  people  rose  it  was  in  the  name  of 
liberty,  equality  and  nationality.  But  the  reaction  which 
followed  that  epic  struggle  was  of  a  new  type.  No  longer 
able  to  resist  the  combined  pressure  of  the  liberals  and 
nationalists,  the  autocrats  of  Europe  yielded  in  part  to 
the  Zeitgeist  and  retained  their  thrones  at  the  price  of 
realizing  national  boundaries  for  their  people.  Italy 
was  unified,  but  not  as  the  republic  of  Mazzini.  Germany 
became  a  nation,  but  the  Frankfort  Congress  was  for- 
gotten. Hungary  won  her  autonomy,  but  remained  an 
oligarchy.  Democracy  stopped  short  at  the  Rhine,  but 
nationalism  conquered  Europe  and  Asia. 

Bismarck  was  the  statesman  who  did  most  to  achieve 
the  new  alloy  of  the  feudalism  which  a  thousand  years 
of  history  have  left  secure  in  central  Europe,  with  the 
popular  enthusiasm  which  dated  only  from  the  wars 
of  the  French  Revolution  and  the  heroic  resistance  of 
the  nations  to  Napoleon.  He  had  sat  in  the  Frankfort 
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Congress  and  watched  the  failure  of  German  liberalism, 
but  he  noted  too  its  strength.  He  was  born  and  he  died 
an  old-Prussian  absolutist,  a  Junker  of  the  Junkers. 
Yet  he  had  this  greatness,  that  alone  among  his  kind 
he  could  understand  the  forces  of  the  age  in  which  he 
lived  and  could  bend  them  to  his  purpose.  While  other 
Prussian  aristocrats  were  clinging  to  their  particularism, 
he  saw  the  deep  longing  of  the  German  people  for  union, 
and  believed  that  if  he  could  once  identify  this  sentiment 
with  the  supremacy  of  the  king  of  Prussia,  the  throne 
would  be  secure  against  all  future  revolutions,  radical, 
republican  or  Socialist.  In  three  successive  wars  he 
expelled  the  Danes  from  Germany,  ousted  polyglot 
Austria  from  his  new  Empire,  and  reannexed  the  old 
German  territory  of  Elsass-Lothringen.  Each  of  his 
wars  was  waged  in  the  name  of  nationalism,  and  yet  each 
was  a  war  of  conquest.  Unlike  Cavour,  he  never  rested 
his  case  upon  the  verdict  of  a  plebiscite.  To  do  so  would 
have  admitted  a  precedent  of  popular  control  into  an 
Empire,  which  Bismarck  desired  should  rest  in  the  last 
analysis  upon  the  military  power  alone. 

Vague  phraseology  is  the  first  recourse  of  tyranny. 
It  evidently  would  not  do  for  autocrats  or  oligarchs 
ruling  subject  provinces  to  assent  to  the  doctrine  that 
"nationality"  depended  upon  patriotic  feeling.  German 
unification  was  popular  with  all  German  liberals,  but 
Bismarck  well  knew  that  he  had  included  within  the 
imperial  boundaries  minorities  who  had  no  share  in  this 
feeling.  If  Danes  of  Schleswig,  Poles  of  Prussia  and 
Frenchmen  in  Lorraine  were  to  be  counted  Germans, 
the  German  nationality  must  have  an  objective  meaning, 
it  must  be  more  than  sentiment.  The  Pan-Germanists 
who  desired  further  expansion  in  Europe  were  even  more 
concerned  to  find  a  plausible  philosophy  which  could 
satisfy  a  predatory  imperialism  under  the  popular  banner 
of  national  unity.  Other  aggressive  peoples  than  the 
German  found  a  similar  need  to  justify  their  ambitions 
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by  variant  forms  of  the  new  dogma.  Their  respective 
efforts  have  been  rewarded  by  the  most  gratifying  suc- 
cess. The  word  "nationalism"  has  been  warped  and 
twisted  till  in  one  shape  or  another  it  can  be  applied  to 
almost  any  piece  of  diplomatic  strategy.  The  many 
meanings  given  to  the  word  are  almost  never  dis- 
tinguished from  each  other,  and  it  is  the  life  task  of 
many  publicists  and  historians  of  Weltpolitik  to  confuse 
them  further. 

To  illustrate.  We  hear  that  there  is  a  tall,  long-headed, 
blond  race  called  the  "Teutonic"  whose  virtues  have 
been  praised  from  the  time  of  Tacitus  to  that  of  Houston 
Chamberlain.  The  Pan-Germanist  tacitly  proceeds  to 
identify  these  big,  blond  overlords  of  civilization  with  a 
certain  group  of  languages,  also  called  the  "Teutonic," 
including  the  German,  the  English,  the  Dutch  and  the 
Scandinavian.  He  identifies  this  language  group  again 
with  a  certain  "  Kultur"  a  civilization  common  to  them 
alone.  If  he  is  a  strong  Protestant  (like  Chamberlain) 
he  speaks  of  Luther  as  the  typical  Teuton,  and  points 
out  that  the  area  of  the  Protestant  faiths  coincides  rather 
closely  with  that  of  the  Germanic  tongues.  This  leaves 
him  free  to  discourse  upon  "Celtic,"  "Latin"  or  "Slavic" 
superstition.  But  this  particular  development  of  the 
Teutonic  idea  is  politely  ignored  in  southern  Germany 
and  in  German  Austria.  These  various  concepts  are 
blended  together  into  that  of  the  German  nation,  which 
we  are  then  told  includes  not  only  its  present  political 
embodiment,  but  extends  to  the  historic  limits  of  Ger- 
manism, including  the  Netherlands,  Switzerland,  Belgium 
and  Burgundy  (since  they  were  all  once  part  of  the  Holy 
Roman  Empire),  and  covering  the  Baltic  Provinces  in 
Russia,  where  German  knights  and  merchants  once  es- 
tablished outposts.  Finally,  Denmark  and  Holland  are 
brought  wit^iin  the  fold,  on  the  farther  ground  that  they 
occupy  part  of  the  German  plain,  and  by  their  inde- 
pendent political  existence  cut  the  Fatherland  off  from 
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its  proper  extent  of  coast-line.  Thus  physiographic  and 
economic  nationality  is  added  to  the  rest.  If  any  people 
who  are  Teutons  by  any  of  these  criteria  should  fail  to 
recognize  themselves  as  such,  it  makes  no  difference. 
As  Treitschke  said  to  those  who  objected  to  the  annexa- 
tion of  Alsace,  the  Alsatians  are  really  Germans,  and  if 
they  have  forgotten  it  they  must  learn  it  again. 

It  must  be  confessed  that  other  nations  have  plead 
nationality  in  as  casuistic  a  fashion  as  have  the  Germans. 
Since  the  time  of  Louis  XIV  the  French  have  been  con- 
vinced that  the  Rhine  was  their  "natural  frontier,"  re- 
gardless of  the  millions  of  Germans  to  the  west  of  that 
river.  The  Italians  are  now  putting  in  a  claim  to  terri- 
tories east  of  the  Adriatic,  because  they  were  once  pos- 
sessions of  the  republic  of  Venice,  although  they  are  now 
inhabited  chiefly  by  Slavs.  The  Pan-Slavists  justify 
Russian  aggressions  by  the  two-fold  argument  that  all 
of  the  Slavic  race  should  be  united  in  one  empire,  and 
that  Russia  is  the  natural  protector  of  all  persons  belong- 
ing to  the  Greek  Orthodox  church,  no  matter  what  their 
race  or  speech  may  be. 

But  the  worst  effects  of  the  misapplied  doctrine  of 
nationality  may  be  seen  in  the  Balkans.  The  region 
which  a  few  years  ago  was  Turkey-in-Europe  was  a  chaos 
of  races,  tongues  and  faiths.  It  would  have  been  hard 
enough  to  draw  decently  satisfactory  national  boundaries 
in  the  territory  conquered  by  the  allied  nations  in  the 
first  Balkan  War,  even  on  the  basis  of  contemporary 
conditions,  and  the  matter  was  confounded  by  the  "his- 
toric claims"  of  the  Balkan  allies  to  the  spoils.  Greeks, 
Serbs  and  Bulgars  each  recalled  the  time  when  their 
people  had  their  brief  period  of  supremacy  over  the 
greater  part  of  the  peninsula,  and  they  were  unwilling  to 
relinquish  their  dreams  of  a  Greater  Serbia,  a  Greater 
Bulgaria  or  a  New  Byzantine  Empire.  As  a  consequence, 
the  second  Balkan  War  was  marked  not  only  by  the 
most  bitter  enmity  of  the  nations  recently  allied,  but 
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by  a  hideous  attempt  to  make  linguistic  boundaries 
coincide  with  political,  by  massacring  aliens  found  within 
the  occupied  territory. 

There  is  reason  to  fear  that  the  crimes  done  in  the 
name  of  nationality  will  in  time  bring  the  doctrine  itself 
into  contempt.  Just  as  the  memory  of  the  sixteenth  cen- 
tury persecutions  in  the  name  of  Christianity,  although 
wholly  contrary  to  the  teachings  of  that  religion,  makes 
some  men  today  anti-Christian;  just  as  the  illiberal  con- 
duct of  the  champions  of  Liberty  in  the  French  Revolu- 
tion gave  despotism  its  strongest  argument  throughout 
the  nineteenth  century,  so  the  disregard  of  national  rights 
under  cover  of  a  fictitious  nationalism  may  result  in  an 
openly  cynical  imperialism  or  in  a  uniformitarian  world 
state.  This  would  be  unfortunate,  for  the  only  parts  of 
Europe  which  have  achieved  internal  harmony  are  the 
well-established  national  states.  In  the  Austro-Hungarian 
Empire,  the  Russian  Empire  and  the  little  kingdoms 
built  from  the  ruins  of  the  Turkish  Empire,  the  racial 
strife  is  so  intense  and  persistent  that  cultural  progress 
is  almost  at  a  stand-still,  and  popular  government  is 
unworkable.  Suppressed  nationalities,  such  as  the  Irish, 
the  Polish  or  the  Finnish,  devote  their  entire  spiritual 
energies  to  keeping  their  peculiar  culture  alive.  Some- 
times a  highly  endowed  people,  such  as  the  Norwegians 
during  the  union  with  Sweden,  can  turn  their  national 
struggle  into  a  great  literature  of  patriotic  idealism,  but 
more  commonly  the  guerilla  struggle  over  petty  points  of 
linguistic  precedence  or  recriminations  about  rival  cul- 
tures is  deadening  to  all  forms  of  progress.  Who  can 
think  it  a  good  thing,  for  example,  that  such  men  as 
Maeterlinck,  Bergson,  Eucken,  Ostwald,  Hauptmann, 
Harnack,  Rolland,  Bennett,  Wells  and  Chesterton  are 
now  devoting  so  much  of  their  time  to  war  manifestoes? 
When  the  nationality  of  a  people  is  denied  or  imperilled 
it  seems  as  though  people  can  think  of  nothing  else. 
Dreams  of  democracy,  peace,  Socialism  or  what  not 
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must  therefore  be  put  aside  until  the  real  meaning  of 
nationality  is  understood  and  respected. 

Germany  has  already  served  us  as  an  example  of  the 
confusion  of  meanings  which  have  enwrapped  themselves 
about  the  concept  of  nationalism.  It  may  serve  again 
for  the  process  of  disentangling  them.  "Race"  is  often 
used  interchangeably  with  nationality,  and  there  can  be 
no  objection  to  our  speaking  of  the  Irish  or  the  German 
race  if  that  is  what  we  mean.  But  if  race  is  used  at  the 
same  time  in  the  sense  of  physical  type,  there  is  a  serious 
confusion.  There  are  three  main  races  (in  the  latter 
sense)  in  Europe:  a  blond,  long-headed,  tall  type  found 
everywhere  around  the  Baltic  and  the  North  Seas;  a 
round-headed,  partly  blond  type  to  the  south  of  the 
former;  and,  still  further  south,  occupying  the  Medi- 
terranean basin,  a  dark,  long-headed  type.  If  we  agree 
to  call  the  first  sort  of  man  the  Teuton,  we  find  that  the 
Normandy  peasant,  the  Flemish  burgher,  the  Lithuanian 
and  perhaps  the  Finn  are  Teutons,  while  the  mass  of 
south  Germans,  Austrians  and  German  Swiss  are  not. 
Ethnological  nationality  would  evidently  lead  to  some 
incongruous  alliances. 

The  linguistic  grouping  comes  out  almost  as  badly. 
English,  the  most  wide-spread  of  Teutonic  tongues,  is 
spoken  by  the  majority  of  "Celtic"  Irishmen,  by  Angli- 
cized Hindus,  and  by  Americanized  Filipinos,  Choctaws, 
Czechs,  Italians,  Poles  and  negroes.  Even  the  smaller 
linguistic  group  of  the  German  language  itself  seems  to 
be  a  poor  criterion  of  nationality,  for  German-speaking 
Alsatians  are  so  anti-German  in  sentiment  that  for  more 
than  a  generation  the  German  government  has  felt  con- 
strained to  govern  Alsace  as  if  occupying  a  hostile  coun- 
try. On  the  other  hand  Belgium  which  is  cut  in  two  by 
the  sharp  linguistic  barrier  between  the  Flemings  and  the 
Walloons,  and  Switzerland  where  there  are  four  native 
tongues  (German,  French,  Italian  and  Romansch)  are 
two  of  the  most  patriotic  nationalities  in  the  world. 
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If  not  race  nor  speech  but  "country"  is  to  be  the 
test,  then  Germany  might  certainly  claim  Denmark  and 
Holland  as  part  of  its  coast-line;  but  France  could  put 
in  her  claim  for  the  Rhine  boundary,  and  Poland  might 
justly  claim  the  German  city  of  Danzig  as  the  natural 
outlet  for  the  valley  of  the  Vistula,  around  which  river 
the  Polish  people  are  grouped.  Germany  might  find  it 
necessary  to  yield  as  well  the  Alpine  regions,  which  are 
not,  strictly  speaking,  part  of  the  German  plain.  Austria 
would  also  lose  Galicia,  which  lies  beyond  the  natural 
frontier  of  the  Carpathians,  but  it  would  still  retain 
within  its  mountain  wall  such  a  chaos  of  peoples  as  to 
prove  that  unity  of  country  need  not  mean  unity  of  senti- 
ment. Besides,  the  argument  from  physiography  cuts 
both  ways.  If  Denmark  is  part  of  the  German  coastal 
plain,  is  not  northern  Germany  a  part  of  the  Danish 
plain?  Could  not  Denmark  put  in  a  plea  for  re-annexing 
Schleswig-Holstein  on  the  ground  that  it  was  simply 
bent  on  securing  a  better  frontier? 

The  more  modest  Pan-Germans  devote  themselves  to 
securing  unity  within  the  existing  Empire.  They  identify 
the  "nation"  with  the  "state."  Since  Poles  are  in  Ger- 
many they  must  be  German.  Similarly  the  Hungarians 
argue  that  Croats  and  Roumanians  living  in  Hungary 
must  be  Magyarized.  Just  as  Philip  II  could  not  rest 
so  long  as  there  was  a  heretic  within  his  realms,  so  the 
Kaiser  cannot  bear  any  intrusion  of  an  alien  element  into 
his  Deutschland.  Modern  persecutions  of  nationalities 
are  our  twentieth  century  variety  of  the  old  human  dis- 
ease of  intolerance,  a  new  incarnation  of  the  odium  theo- 
logicum.  But  nations,  like  heresies,  can  survive  much 
persecution.  Ireland  has  been  under  English  rule  for 
centuries,  and  England  has  been  forced  to  grant  her 
Home  Rule  after  all.  Poland  has  not  been  a  nation  in 
the  political  sense  for  over  a  century,  but  at  no  time  since 
its  dismemberment  has  it  permitted  anyone  to  forget  that 
it  was  a  nationality.  The  fiercely  patriotic  Balkan  states 


What  is   Nationality?  47 

and  some  of  the  minor  nationalities  in  Austria  and  Hun- 
gary have  undergone  many  generations  of  political  obliter- 
ation without  forgetting  the  memories  of  past  greatness. 
It  is  no  exaggeration  to  say  that  almost  every  historic 
attempt  at  forcible  assimilation  has  resulted  in  failure. 
There  remains  the  Balkan  expedient  of  annihilating  the 
foreigner,  but  that  is  a  game  which  two  can  play  at. 
Every  modern  nation  has  too  many  of  its  citizens  resident 
abroad  to  make  the  persecution  of  aliens  at  home  a  wise 
precedent  to  set.  There  are  many  Germans  in  Russia, 
in  Hungary,  in  England  and  in  the  United  States.  There 
will  be  many  in  a  reconstituted  Poland  or  an  independent 
Bohemia.  It  will  be  wise  for  Germany  to  tolerate  minori- 
ties, and  remember  that  — 

we  do  pray  for  mercy: 

And  that  same  prayer  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 
The  deeds  of  mercy. 

If  German  nationality  is  not  coterminous  with  the 
present  German  Empire,  still  less  does  it  correspond 
with  "the  Germanics"  of  the  past.  No  doubt  there  is  a 
good  case  for  joining  German  Austria  to  the  Empire, 
since  there  is  no  more  essential  difference  between  the 
people  of  Vienna  and  the  people  of  Munich  than  between 
the  people  of  Munich  and  the  people  of  Berlin.  The 
exclusion  of  Austria  from  Bismarck's  plan  of  union  was 
a  historical  accident,  due  in  part  to  Austro-Prussian 
rivalry,  and  in  part  to  the  deadweight  of  non-German 
peoples  which  would  have  been  brought  into  the  Empire 
with  her.  But,  the  question  of  Austria  aside,  there  is  no 
more  reason  to  reconstitute  the  Holy  Roman  Empire 
than  the  pagan  Roman  Empire  which  preceded  it.  Swit- 
zerland, Belgium  and  Holland  have  fought  too  bravely 
for  their  national  independence  for  any  antiquarian  to 
question  it.  And  any  philosophy  which  would  justify 
a  German  conquest  of  that  part  of  France  which  was 
once  Burgundy,  on  the  ground  of  its  Teutonic  origin, 
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could  justify  as  well  the  replacement  of  the  English  lan- 
guage by  the  Welsh  and  the  Gaelic,  throughout  the  island 
of  Great  Britain. 

Nor  can  the  boundaries  of  Germany  be  settled  by  an 
appeal  to  the  bond  of  a  common  culture.  In  many  times 
and  places  this  has  furnished  the  clearest  test  of  national- 
ity. The  Greek  cities  and  colonies  were  independent  and 
often  hostile  states  scattered  from  Asia  Minor  to  southern 
Gaul,  but  they  were  all  conscious  of  the  line  which  sepa- 
rated Hellenes  from  "the  Barbarians."  Modern  China, 
too,  is  rather  a  culture  group  than  a  nation  in  the  western 
sense.  The  central  government  has  long  been  too  weak 
a  bond  to  command  the  respect  of  the  outlying  provinces, 
and  the  people  have  submitted  time  and  again  to  foreign 
conquest.  But  a  common  written  language,  associated 
with  a  classic  literature,  and  the  prevalence  of  the  ancestor- 
cult  with  its  peculiar  ceremonies,  have  had  a  cohesive 
power  strong  enough  to  overcome  the  centrifugal  ten- 
dencies of  local  government,  local  dialects,  racial  varia- 
tion, diversity  of  religion,  and  alien  rule.  But  there 
is  nothing  in  the  civilization  of  Germany  which  is  not 
shared  to  a  greater  or  less  degree  by  Europe,  America 
and  the  Europeanized  parts  of  Asia.  National  military 
service  was  a  German  idea,  but  it  has  spread  so  rapidly 
that  Great  Britain  and  the  United  States  remain  the 
only  two  powers  which  have  not  adopted  it.  The  union 
of  scientific  efficiency  with  undemocratic  politics  was  a 
German  idea,  but  it  is  exactly  duplicated  in  the  able 
monarchy  and  bureaucracy  which  rule  Japan.  German 
music  and  German  philosophy,  German  literature  and 
German  research,  however  national  their  origin,  are  appre- 
ciated and  imitated  throughout  the  civilized  world.  What- 
ever may  have  been  the  particular  contributions  which 
Germany  has  made  to  the  common  culture  of  Europe,  at 
least  the  patent  on  them  has  long  ago  expired.  With  the 
modern  means  of  transport  and  communication,  and  the 
modern  abolition  of  illiteracy,  ideas  can  no  longer  be 
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kept  from  penetrating  every  part  of  the  earth.  If  Ger- 
many ought  to  correspond  to  the  limits  of  German  in- 
fluence, we  must  erect  a  world  state  and  call  it  "Germany." 
This  would  not  displease  the  Pan-Germans,  but  for  the 
fact  that  there  would  be  just  as  good  reason  for  calling 
the  cosmopolitan  commonwealth  "France"  or  "England." 

When  reproached  by  liberals  for  maintaining  a  full- 
blown feudalism  in  the  twentieth  century,  the  German 
or  German-American  will  always  reply  that  republics 
and  parliaments  might  be  all  very  well  for  other  na- 
tions, but  that  without  a  hierarchical  organization  of  the 
government  the  Fatherland  would  never  have  achieved 
its  splendid  educational  system,  its  scientifically  fostered 
industry,  its  admirable  municipal  administration,  its 
intensive  cultivation  and  conservation  of  the  resources 
of  the  country  and  its  well-diffused  prosperity.  But  if 
these  results  are  to  be  ascribed  to  the  wise  rule  of  the 
Hohenzollerns  or  the  efficiency  of  the  Prussian  bureau- 
cracy, it  is  amazing  that  results  so  similar  should  be 
attained  under  very  different  political  systems.  The 
German  peasant  may  farm  more  intelligently  than  the 
British  agricultural  laborer,  but  he  is  no  way  superior  to 
the  Dane.  Prussian  cities  are  clean,  but  so  are  Dutch. 
The  industries  of  Germany  are  conducted  with  less  waste, 
perhaps,  than  ours,  but  co-operation  is  as  familiar  to  the 
artisan  and  enterpriser  of  Flanders  as  it  is  east  of  the 
Rhine.  Education  is  more  nearly  universal  in  Germany 
than  in  France,  but  not  more  so  than  in  Norway.  Ger- 
mans are  orderly,  law-abiding,  and  governed  by  officials 
who  know  their  business.  Very  true,  but  so  are  the  Swiss. 
There  is  really  nothing  peculiarly  German  about  Kultur 
except  the  idolatry  of  the  Prussian  state  borrowed  from 
Treitschke  the  Czech  and  a  dash  of  ruthless  militarism 
derived  from  Nietzsche  the  Pole. 

It  is  clear,  then,  that  no  one  objective  test  of  nationality 
will  cover  all  cases.  Race,  language,  religion,  physical 
unity,  political  government,  memories  of  the  past,  and 
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a  common  fund  of  ideas  may  contribute  to  patriotic 
sentiment,  but  they  should  never  be  confused  with  it. 
The  popular  will  is  nationality,  and  any  other  factor 
can  at  most  be  a  cause.  We  see  this  most  clearly  in  the 
case  of  the  United  States.  With  the  possible  (the  doubt- 
ful) exception  of  the  American  Indians,  all  Americans  are 
immigrants.  They  belong  to  every  race  and  type  under 
heaven.  They  speak  all  the  tongues  of  Babel.  They 
represent  every  creed  the  old  world  ever  knew  and  others 
which  were  invented  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic.  The 
country  they  live  in  has  artificial  boundaries  to  the  north 
and  the  southwest,  is  cut  by  two  great  mountain  barriers, 
and  extends  from  sub-tropic  Florida  to  the  glaciers  of 
Alaska.  One  thing  they  have  in  common;  their  choice. 
America  is  a  nation  of  those  who  willed  to  be  Americans. 
This  unity  has  been  all  that  was  needed  to  keep  our  forty- 
eight  commonwealths  one. 

The  same  test  can  be  applied  to  Europe,  although  there 
state  boundaries  correspond  but  poorly  to  the  national 
will.  If  we  wished  to  determine  the  nationality  of  an 
Alsatian,  I  do  not  think  that  we  should  ask  the  ethnolo- 
gist whether  he  had  a  dolichocephalic  or  a  brachycephalic 
head.  I  do  not  think  we  should  ask  the  census-taker 
what  language  he  spoke  or  what  church  he  attended. 
I  do  not  think  we  should  send  surveyors  to  locate  his 
house  with  reference  to  the  watershed  west  of  the  Rhine 
valley.  I  do  not  think  we  should  ask  the  historian  whether 
Alsace  was  a  German  province  stolen  by  Louis  XIV  or  a 
French  province  stolen  by  Bismarck.  I  think  we  should 
give  the  man  himself  a  gun  and  ask  him  which  country 
he  would  rather  fight  for;  France  or  Germany?  When 
he  answers  you,  you  will  have  solved  the  puzzle  of  the 
man's  nationality. 

And  when  the  war  is  over,  and  the  guns  are  laid  down, 
there  will  be  many  places  where  in  their  stead  ballots 
should  be  put  to  settle  similar  questions. 
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EVERY  reader  of  the  July  UNPOPULAR  must  have 
been  grateful  to  the  anonymous  college  president 
(I  observe  that  his  name  is  not  divulged  in  the  October 
list  of  previous  contributors!)  who  bared  his  bosom  to  the 
gaze  of  a  host  of  carping  professors.  We  —  I  too  am  a 
professor,  though  I  never  carp  —  had  naively  assumed 
that  the  breast  of  our  academic  despot,  if  exposed  to  view, 
would  be  found,  like  that  of  the  fabled  tyrant,  to  be 
seamed  with  the  scars  of  past  crimes  and  castigations; 
whereas  the  supposed  monster  turns  out  to  be  no  such 
thing  at  all,  but  an  innocent  master  of  finance  who  has 
sacrificed  a  career  in  Wall  Street  for  the  advancement  of 
learning.  It  was  a  manly  and  astute  act,  and  there  remains 
only  one  duty  for  this  honest  confessor:  let  him  in  another 
article  relate  how  he  has  devoted  the  knowledge  of  human 
nature  acquired  from  intercourse  with  reluctant  bankers 
and  closefisted  farmers  to  the  more  intricate  psychology  of 
the  undergraduate.  And  that  will  include  the  problem 
of  dealing  with  the  college  itself  as  a  vast  machine,  wheel 
within  wheel;  how  has  he  solved  that  difficulty? 

Perhaps  it  is  too  much  to  expect  that  any  real  executive 
should  expose  his  control  of  these  higher  mysteries,  and 
so  I,  likewise  under  the  shield  of  anonymity,  am  going 
to  rush  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread,  and  tell  what  I  would 
do  if  I  were  a  college  president.  I  use  the  form  of  the  con- 
ditional which  denotes  a  statement  contrary  to  fact.  Were 
I  writing  in  a  more  flexible  tongue,  I  would  employ  a  mood 
and  tense  which  would  indicate  how  nearly  I  once  came 
to  being  what  I  am  not  and  now  never  shall  be.  For  the 
truth  is  that  three  or  four  years  ago  the  trustees  of  my 
institution,  a  college  almost  large  enough  and  quite  an- 
cient enough  to  be  called  a  university,  startled  me  by 
sending  one  of  their  number  as  an  emissary  to  inquire 

Si 
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tentatively  whether  I  would  consider  an  offer  of  the 
presidency,  and  to  learn  my  views  in  regard  to  the  con- 
duct of  this  high  office.  I  shall  never  forget  the  excitement 
of  that  moment.  The  college  had  stumbled  on  for  many 
months  without  a  head,  and  we  of  the  faculty  were  await- 
ing meekly  the  appointment  of  some  great  man  who  had 
proved  elsewhere  his  capacity  to  serve  his  superiors  and 
govern  his  inferiors.  That  evening  in  June  I  was  engaged 
in  the  humble  task  of  correcting  examination  papers,  when 
the  ambassador,  an  eminent  manufacturer  from  a  distant 
city,  was  ushered  into  my  study.  Though  hitherto  en- 
tirely unexpectant  of  such  an  approach,  I  immediately 
divined  the  purpose  of  the  visit,  and  schooled  myself  into 
a  pose  of  thoughtful  judiciousness.  I  was  diffident  at 
once  and  firm,  admitting  my  appreciation  of  the  hinted 
honor  but  avowing  certain  fixed  principles  which  might 
compromise  me  in  the  minds  of  practical  men.  And  so  I 
dismissed  my  guest  with  an  engagement  to  send  to  the 
board  in  writing  a  fuller  statement  of  my  views  of  educa- 
tion. Had  I  read  the  July  UNPOPULAR,  I  should  have 
said  less  of  tinkering  with  the  curriculum  and  more  of 
raising  money.  I  even  recollected,  when  the  hour  came 
to  talk  the  matter  over  with  my  wife,  that  I  had  not  once 
mentioned  my  own  salary.  This  omission,  I  dare  say, 
argued  in  the  ambassador's  understanding  a  certain  vision- 
ary idealism  on  my  part  ill-suited  to  deal  with  the  gross 
realities  of  life.  I  assume  this  from  the  rather  caustic  ob- 
servation of  my  wife,  that  the  ability  to  raise  money,  like 
charity,  begins  at  home. 

But  I  am  not  concerned  here  to  discuss  my  interview 
with  the  emissary  of  power  or  with  the  partner  of  my 
poverty.  My  business  is  with  the  memorandum  drawn 
up  in  consultation  with  my  conscience  in  the  privacy  of 
my  study,  and  sent  to  the  trustees.  Apparently,  these 
lords  of  destiny  were  students  of  Montesquieu,  besides 
being  practical  men,  and  disapproved  of  my  tendency  to 
mix  the  functions  of  the  legislature  and  the  executive; 
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certainly,  they  passed  me  by  when  the  actual  selection  was 
made.  The  memorandum  they  seem  to  have  regarded  as 
so  valuable  that  it  ought  to  be  returned  to  me  for  safe- 
keeping. It  is  now  in  my  desk,  and  I  am  thinking  of  having 
it  framed  as  an  heirloom  for  my  son.  Meanwhile  I  am  vain 
enough  to  believe  that  the  substance  of  it  will  not  be  un- 
interesting to  that  considerable  body  of  readers  of  the 
UNPOPULAR  who  are  directly  or  indirectly  concerned  with 
academic  questions. 

I  am  a  reformer  a  entrance.  Moreover  I  am  convinced 
that  the  changes  involved  in  my  project  of  reform  would 
have  been  welcome  to  the  majority  of  college  professors. 
This  is  not  a  mere  fancy  on  my  part.  Amid  my  various 
activities  I  have  always  made  it  my  business  to  attend 
the  meetings  of  the  several  associations  with  which  I  am 
naturally  affiliated;  and  on  these  occasions,  to  my  shame 
be  it  spoken,  yet  to  my  profit  also,  I  have  spent  more  time 
in  listening  to  the  flow  of  academic  scandal  and  gathering 
the  professional  opinions  of  my  colleagues  than  in  hearken- 
ing to  their  learned  disquisitions. 

I  have  made  myself  a  specialist  in  these  things,  and  speak 
by  the  card  when  I  say  that  I  have  found  a  peculiar  con- 
dition existing  East  and  West,  more  acute  in  the  State 
universities  but  by  no  means  confined  to  them.  Every- 
where you  will  find  the  better  men  of  the  faculty  enter- 
taining certain  notions  of  education,  sometimes  clearly 
formulated,  oftener  vaguely  felt,  which  they  are  balked 
from  carrying  into  effect  by  the  collective  resistance  of 
the  students.  The  opposition  works  in  this  way.  The 
reforms  desired  by  the  faculty  repel  the  student  for  two 
reasons;  in  the  first  place  they  would  demand  a  more 
strenuous  use  of  the  young  man's  brains  than  he  deems 
salutary  for  his  general  well-being  or  consistent  with  his 
more  important  activities;  and  in  the  second  place  to  his 
philosophical  understanding  they  appear  to  be  reaction- 
ary and  contrary  to  the  great  tide  of  "progress"  sweeping 
over  the  world.  He  shows  his  disfavor  by  avoiding  the 
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courses  which  do  not  meet  with  his  approbation,  and  so 
leaving  the  unassimilable  professor  to  starve  in  an  in- 
tellectual vacuum,  and  he  shows  it  even  more  potently  by 
choosing  for  his  alma  mater,  as  he  chooses  to  call  it,  the 
institution  which  promises  a  degree  on  his  own  terms  — 
for  in  education  the  laws  of  nature  are  reversed,  there  alone 
offspring  being  permitted  to  choose  their  mother. 

The  place  of  the  actual  parents  in  the  flesh  is  clear,  but 
a  bit  ignoble.  They  simply  stand  aside  and  leave  the 
boy  to  choose  for  himself.  Sometimes  this  happens  be- 
cause they  have  no  conviction  of  their  own;  sometimes 
they  are  overborne  by  the  ruling  dogma  of  the  day,  that 
the  son,  as  a  later  creation  of  time,  must  be  wiser  than 
his  parent.  In  the  latter  case  they  may  suffer  the  pangs 
of  an  outraged  conscience;  but  they  yield.  So,  for  in- 
stance, it  befell  a  certain  staid  and  conservative  citizen 
of  Chicago,  who  chances  to  be  of  my  acquaintance.  The 
opinionative  heir  of  this  gentleman,  it  seems,  having  risen 
to  the  grade  of  Junior  in  his  college,  was  discontented  with 
one  of  his  courses,  and  went  to  the  dean  to  have  it  changed. 
The  dean,  being  burdened  with  an  unusual  remnant  of 
principle,  demanded  that  the  student  should  first  obtain 
the  written  consent  of  his  father.  This  he  did;  and  later 
I  heard  the  obedient  sire  lamenting  that  the  abandoned 
course  was  the  only  one  in  the  boy's  curriculum  which  was 
not  conducted  by  an  avowed  socialist.  He  would  have 
acted  in  the  same  way  if  the  rejected  study  had  been 
the  only  one  to  require  the  use  of  books  —  for  is  not  the 
child  father  of  the  man  ?  So  much  for  the  influence  of  the 
home.  There  are  exceptions,  of  course,  to  this  procedure; 
but  it  is  the  very  force  of  the  quantitative  system  that 
exceptions  have  little  weight. 

The  next  step  is  to  the  trustees.  These  dignitaries 
stand  in  loco  parentis,  and  act  accordingly.  It  is  their 
business,  through  the  agency  of  their  servant,  the  presi- 
dent, to  install  and  support  a  curriculum  which  will  mag- 
nify the  college  by  attracting  students;  and,  having  ac- 
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complished  this  end,  they  are  bound  further  to  employ 
any  increase  of  available  funds  in  adding  new  chairs  and 
new  machinery,  instead  of  raising  the  quality  of  what  is 
already  on  hand.  And  so,  in  the  battle  between  in- 
structors and  instructed,  the  latter  carry  off  the  palm. 
Being  lords  of  their  own  destiny,  they  are  the  real  masters 
also  of  our  much-lauded  educational  system. 

Now  there  is  a  deep  principle  involved  in  all  these 
things  —  the  everlasting  conflict  between  quality  and 
quantity.  The  members  of  the  faculty  who  have  any 
perception  of  what  education  means,  even  many  of  those 
who  might  be  supposed  to  stand  with  the  debasers,  are 
concerned  with  the  results  of  their  work  on  the  group  of 
individuals  under  their  hands;  they  naturally  look  to 
quality  as  their  standard.  But  the  president  and  trustees, 
who  think  of  the  students  in  the  mass  and  as  products  of 
their  "plant,"  are  strongly  drawn  to  a  quantitative  stand- 
ard; and  their  occasional  resistance  to  this  temptation  — 
as  here  and  there  they  do  professedly  resist  —  is  under- 
mined by  the  surrounding  atmosphere  of  megalomania, 
our  American  vice.  The  most  famous  building  is  the 
tallest,  the  best  book  is  the  most  widely  read,  the  proudest 
city  is  the  most  populous,  the  truest  government  is  the 
most  democratic,  the  worthiest  college  is  the  largest.  My 
reform  would  be  to  stand  firmly  with  the  wiser  members 
of  the  faculty  on  the  basis  of  quality,  —  which  may  sound 
metaphysical  in  some  ears,  but  is  really  so  practical  as  to 
have  lost  me  the  high  and  select  society  of  the  Doges  of 
education. 

First  of  all,  by  striking  at  the  principle  of  quantity,  I 
would  bank  the  fires  of  the  vast  engine  whose  grinding  and 
clattering  concatenation  of  wheels  and  bands  is  crushing 
the  life  of  its  supposed  masters.  Wherever,  indeed,  two 
or  three  professors  are  gathered  together,  there  you  are 
likely  to  hear  them  groaning  over  their  slavish  state. 
Their  afternoons  are  given  up  to  committees,  their  even- 
ings to  the  writing  of  voluminous  reports,  their  mornings 
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to  interviews  with  delinquent  or  bewildered  students. 
They  are  such  martyrs  to  duty,  so  mindful  of  their  great 
taskmaster's  eye,  that  they  serve  and  suffer  and  wait; 
conscience  hath  made  cowards  of  them  all.  Yet  not  all; 
for  it  must  be  admitted  that  some  victims  of  the  machine, 
even  some  of  those  who  grumble  the  loudest,  would  be  in 
worse  plight  if  they  were  relieved  of  its  tyranny,  and  were 
judged  as  scholars.  These  are  the  men  who  ought  to  be 
foremen  in  a  factory  rather  than  teachers  of  youth,  who 
find  in  the  large  drafts  on  their  time  a  plausible  excuse  for 
sluggish  brains  and  a  deep-ingrained  aversion  to  books. 
They  are  of  the  same  sort  as  the  deluded  candidate  in 
divinity  who  thought  himself  called  to  leave  the  plow  and 
ascend  the  pulpit,  and  was  deterred  from  a  disastrous 
career  by  the  cynical  assurance  of  one  of  his  examiners, 
to  the  effect  that  the  letters  P.  C.  constantly  flaming  in 
the  sky  before  his  vision  meant  Plant  Corn,  and  not 
Preach  Christ.  And  there  are  those  also  to  whom  these 
tasks  are  a  positive  advantage.  These  are  the  politicians 
at  heart  and  "practical"  men  of  the  Rooseveltian  stamp. 
Everywhere  you  will  see  them  clambering  from  committee 
to  committee,  up  to  one  of  the  innumerable  deanships 
where  no  one  is  cruel  enough  to  expect  scholarship  to  inter- 
fere with  the  engrossing  labor  of  keeping  records  and 
soothing  irate  parents,  and  from  whence  an  addition  to 
their  salary  of  some  five  hundred  dollars  enables  them  to 
look  down  on  those  who  still  devote  their  spare  moments 
to  study  and  the  pretence  of  making  others  study. 

But  there  are  others,  and  these  not  a  few,  to  whom  the 
care  of  this  machinery  is  a  hateful  hardship.  And  they 
are  the  real  scholars  and  teachers  who  ought  to  be  giving 
tone  to  the  college,  but  are  cramped  and  frustrated  in  their 
ambitions,  and  diverted  from  their  proper  activities.  I 
could,  for  instance,  name  a  teacher  of  literature  in  one  of 
our  large  universities  who  is  capable  of  producing  books 
which  would  bring  honor  not  to  his  own  institution  alone 
but  to  the  whole  country,  whose  genius  —  the  word  is 
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not  too  strong  —  is  recognized  as  fully  by  his  taskmaster 
as  by  editors  and  publishers,  yet  because  he  has  available 
executive  talent,  this  great  scholar  and  writer  is  so  ground 
down  by  the  endless  details  of  managing  a  department 
that  he  can  do  no  more  than  throw  out  pieces  of  ephemeral 
criticism  in  the  intervals  of  his  steady  employment.  I 
know  another  man,  who  ranks  among  the  ablest  experts 
of  the  world  in  his  subject,  if  he  is  not  quite  the  ablest,  yet 
is  prevented  by  petty  executive  tasks  and  the  necessity 
of  producing  journalistic  potboilers  from  accomplishing 
the  sort  of  constructive  work  which  far  inferior  men  are 
permitted  to  do  in  foreign  universities.  But  there  is  no 
need  to  multiply  examples;  the  facts  are  known  to  all. 

Now  the  remedy  for  this  exasperating  condition  is  as 
clear  as  it  is  simple.  All  that  is  required  is  to  let  it  be 
known  that  the  college  exists  for  the  benefit  of  those 
students  who  have  any  business  there.  Set  a  certain 
standard  of  education  and  conduct,  and  let  the  failure  to 
comply  with  this  standard  eliminate  the  delinquents 
automatically.  It  is  amazing  how  much  of  the  committee 
work  and  executive  business  generally  is  directly  concerned 
with  the  fostering  care  of  students  who  are  wasting  their 
own  time  and  their  fathers'  money  by  a  perverse  or 
snobbish  desire  to  get  the  accessory  advantages  of  a  col- 
lege life.  They  raise  the  quantity  and  lower  the  quality 
of  education;  each  one  of  them  clings  about  some  pro- 
fessor's neck  like  the  Old  Man  of  the  Sea.  And  in  some 
cases  they  are  a  humiliation  as  well  as  a  nuisance.  Horrid, 
and  true,  stories  are  current.  In  one  place  the  son  of  a 
Congressman  bulked  so  large  quantitatively  to  his  college 
that  the  president  telephoned  to  an  instructor,  young  and 
presumably  amenable  to  reason,  to  let  the  lad  down  easily 
in  his  examinations.  In  another  place  a  knowing  youth, 
who  was  the  instrument  of  drawing  a  number  of  other 
students  to  the  institution,  objected  so  vigorously  to  a 
certain  disciplinary  rule  that  it  was  necessary  for  the 
president  to  hold  long  consultations  with  the  committee 
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appointed  to  enforce  the  rule,  and  finally  to  expel  from 
the  committee  all  the  refractory  sticklers  for  consistency. 
I  know  of  other  incidents  of  the  kind,  which  it  is  not 
permissible  for  me  to  mention.  Any  college  president  with 
three  vertebrae  in  his  spine  could  end  this  ignominy  — 
or  embrace  another  career. 

And  the  simple  expedient  of  a  fixed  standard  and  au- 
tomatic elimination,  while  disburdening  the  faculty  of 
much  executive  work,  would  have  a  further  beneficial 
effect.  By  putting  a  stop  to  unwholesome  expansion  it 
would  leave  the  funds  of  the  college  free  for  strengthening 
the  departments  already  existent,  for  raising  salaries,  and 
diminishing  the  burden  of  teaching.  This  last  burden,  in 
some  places,  particularly  in  institutions  where  the  poorer 
men  are  compelled  to  duplicate  their  work  in  a  coeduca- 
tional ally,  is  shamefully  heavy. 

Another  long  step  towards  the  elimination  of  machinery 
would  be  to  simplify  the  curriculum  by  establishing  it 
once  for  all  on  the  law  of  quality.  The  enormous  range 
of  subjects  taught  in  our  colleges  and  the  constant  shifting 
of  requirements  —  I  am  talking  now  of  the  undergraduate 
field  alone  —  mean  endless  details  of  management  and  the 
adjustment  of  infinite  intricacies.  Now  this  extra  work 
for  the  faculty  might  be  abolished  by  the  straightforward 
and  wholesome  expedient  of  selecting  the  studies  which 
really  possess  the  quality  of  educating  and  prescribing 
these  for  one  and  all  alike.  With  this  requirement  as  the 
centre  of  their  curriculum  the  students  might  safely  be 
left  to  their  own  devices  in  electing  from  the  few  out- 
standing and  eccentric  courses.  And  such  a  reform  would 
be  beneficial  in  itself  as  well  as  saving  in  labor.  Indeed, 
there  are  signs  everywhere  of  a  revulsion  from  the  hap- 
hazard idea  of  the  equalitarian  value  of  studies;  nor  will 
you  find  many  men  of  experience  to-day  who  would  avow 
the  old  quantitative  notion  that  the  utility  of  a  course  is 
measured  entirely  by  the  amount  of  work  it  demands. 
After  all  we  are  bound  to  believe  that  a  boy  would  get 
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more  profit  from  studying,  let  us  say,  French  than  Choc- 
taw,  even  though  the  latter  may  be  extremely  difficult. 
The  quality  of  a  study  must  be  considered  as  well  as  the 
brain  work  it  requires.  And  we  are  bound  also  to  ac- 
knowledge that  there  is  some  importance  in  the  relation 
of  a  boy's  studies  one  to  another.  Even  the  most  elective 
of  our  colleges  would  now  scarcely  tolerate  such  a  hetero- 
geneous combination  as  was  exemplified  to  me  some  years 
ago  by  a  sophomore,  the  son  of  an  eminent  editor,  who 
was  taking  Sanskrit,  though  he  had  stopped  at  the  ele- 
ments of  Greek  and  Latin;  Romance  philology,  though 
he  could  barely  read  French;  Geology,  though  he  had  no 
foundation  of  scientific  training  in  mathematics  and 
physics;  and  Fine  Arts,  though  he  knew  no  history.  As  a 
modification  of  the  elective  chaos  we  have  pretty  generally 
adopted  the  so-called  group  system.  This  is  no  doubt  a 
step  in  the  right  direction;  but  it  stops  half  way,  and, 
like  most  half-way  measures,  merely  slurs  over  the  evils 
it  seeks  to  escape,  while  adding  new  difficulties  of  its  own. 
As  for  the  faculty,  their  burden,  if  anything,  is  increased 
by  this  group  system.  On  them  falls  the  duty  of  guiding 
the  student  in  his  choice,  and  correlating  his  courses  in 
accordance  with  rules  that  are  as  complicated  as  they  are 
often  absurd.  The  result  is  a  succession  of  interviews 
between  the  student  and  his  adviser,  varied  by  ceaseless 
consultations  among  the  chairmen  of  different  depart- 
ments. And  to  the  student,  the  group  system  often  means 
that  an  initial  error  in  his  choice  entails  a  combination  of 
courses  which  neither  satisfies  his  taste  nor  meets  any 
need  of  human  nature.  Nor  is  this  the  worst.  I  know 
for  a  fact  that  in  Harvard  certainly,  and  probably  in  other 
universities,  the  construction  of  the  groups  has  unwittingly 
been  made  such  that  it  is  extremely  difficult  for  a  student 
to  obtain  honors  in  the  humanities. 

These  complications  and  the  growing  sense  that  the  old 
required  studies  resulted  in  a  kind  of  culture  and  intel- 
lectual discipline  which  boys  utterly  fail  now  to  take  with 
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them  from  college,  are  driving  the  thoughtful  numbers  of 
our  faculties  more  and  more  to  reflect,  timidly  as  yet,  on 
the  relief  to  themselves  and  on  the  benefit  to  students 
that  would  accrue  from  a  thorough  reform.  Not  long 
since  a  scholar  of  some  repute  gave  a  lecture  in  my  college 
which  was  nothing  less  than  an  unmitigated  plea  for  the 
restoration  of  the  classics  to  their  old  place  of  preeminence. 
I  was  surprised  after  the  lecture  to  hear  the  dean  of  our 
engineering  school  compliment  the  visitor  and  avow  his 
complete  accord  with  everything  said.  It  is  true,  I  must 
admit,  that  this  same  engineer  has  repeatedly  in  faculty 
meetings  opposed  measures  which  looked  to  just  the  reform 
he  was  now  commending.  But  his  opposition  is  easily 
explained  by  habit  and  the  stress  of  immediate  interests; 
his  commendation  was  one  sure  indication  among  many 
of  the  turning  of  the  tide.  Here  again  the  real  difficulty  is 
with  the  students  and  the  trustees  who  lag  behind  those 
who  have  direct  experience  of  the  facts  of  education.  A 
college  president  who  could  read  the  signs  of  the  times  and 
stood  squarely  on  his  feet,  might  make  for  himself  a  name 
of  renown.  Some  one  —  not  I,  alas  —  will  take  advan- 
tage of  such  an  opportunity  as  was  presented  to  Presi- 
dent Meiklejohn  of  Amherst,  and  is  slipping  through  his 
nerveless  fingers. 

And  the  reform  will  not  stop  with  simplifying  the 
curriculum  as  a  whole.  As  matters  now  are,  the  quanti- 
tative craze  has  insinuated  itself  into  the  separate  depart- 
ments, and  brought  into  them  —  some  of  them  at  least  — 
the  same  sort  of  complications  as  those  that  prevail  in 
the  institution  at  large.  Take,  for  instance,  the  English 
department  of  one  of  our  greater  universities,  and  what 
will  you  see?  You  will  probably  find  everything  there 
directed  to  the  manipulation  of  machinery.  The  individ- 
ual teacher  and  the  individual  course  is  of  minor  im- 
portance in  comparison  with  the  need  of  adjusting  and 
regulating  the  courses  in  relation  to  one  another  so  that 
they  will  work  smoothly  together  and  the  whole  field  of 
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English  literature  may  be  covered  with  nice  balance.  The 
whims  and  interests  of  all  sorts  of  students  must  be  pro- 
vided for,  in  order  that  no  one  may  be  driven  elsewhere. 
It  is  all  quantity,  rather  than  quality.  I  do  not  say  that 
the  machine  itself  is  not  well  contrived  and  well  man- 
aged —  it  is,  on  the  contrary,  made  to  run  so  adroitly 
in  all  its  intricate  adjustments  that  the  instructors  and 
most  of  the  professors  have  little  time  or  strength  for 
anything  but  the  attention  to  straps  and  wheels  and  oil- 
cans. It  grinds  so  unerringly  that  a  steady  stream  of 
young  machinists  is  turned  out,  trained  to  the  same  tasks 
as  their  masters  and  with  little  thought  of  English  as  a 
living  force.  Nor  does  the  evil  end  with  the  benumbing 
effect  on  the  minds  of  those  set  to  watch  the  whirring  of 
the  wheels;  the  system  works  automatically  to  exclude 
all  but  those  who  are  fitted  to  its  exigencies.  When  it 
devolves  upon  the  heads  of  the  department  to  choose  a 
new  teacher,  they  are  compelled  in  the  nature  of  things 
to  look  for  a  man  who  will  fill  a  certain  vacancy,  and  act, 
not  as  an  individual  scholar,  but  as  a  component  member 
of  a  complicated  organization.  They  may,  of  course,  get 
a  man  strong  in  himself;  they  are  more  likely  to  get  an 
efficient  mediocrity.  There  you  are.  It  would  be  per- 
fectly possible  to  bring  together  into  the  English  depart- 
ment of  any  one  of  our  greater  universities  a  group  of 
men  of  high  distinction  as  scholars  and  teachers,  a  com- 
pany who,  with  liberty  and  the  encouragement  of  sym- 
pathetic association,  would  raise  the  institution  to  a  place 
of  honor  in  the  world.  The  material  is  here;  the  men 
could  be  named  who  are  languishing  in  isolation.  Yet 
there  is  not,  I  believe,  an  English  department  in  one  of 
our  major  universities  that  is  not  crowded  with  efficient 
mediocrities. 

And  here  again  the  reform  is  so  simple.  Appoint  men 
for  their  distinction  rather  than  for  their  adaptability. 
Give  them  not  too  many  courses,  and  let  the  subjects  of 
these  be  of  their  own  choosing;  then  just  leave  them  to 
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themselves.  The  important  parts  of  the  field,  depend 
upon  it,  will  be  occupied  by  automatic  adjustment,  and 
there  will  be  no  harm,  there  may  even  be  considerable  ad- 
vantage, if  two  or  more  men  are  lecturing  on  the  same 
topic.  Bestow  honor  on  the  man  who  proves  himself  in 
his  own  way,  though  he  takes  no  interest  in  the  machinery 
of  the  department;  and  let  students  come  for  what  there 
is,  instead  of  arranging  things  for  every  sort  of  student. 
You  may  say  that  I  am  assuming  in  the  heads  of  the  de- 
partment the  ability  to  recognize  distinction  when  they 
see  it.  The  assumption  may  be  large,  but  I  am  convinced 
that  the  knowledge  would  be  forthcoming,  in  most  places, 
if  it  were  not  blocked  by  the  dominance  of  quantitative 
standards. 

Perhaps  I  have  said  enough  to  explain  why  I  am  still 
a  Helot  of  the  recitation  halls,  but  there  are  other  things 
I  would  have  done  for  my  brother  slaves.  For  instance, 
this :  Having  released  them  from  the  machinery  of  educa- 
tion, I  would  have  tried  to  create  about  them  that  atmos- 
phere of  quiet  liberty  in  which  they  might  educate  them- 
selves and  then  educate  others.  There  is  a  good  deal  of 
nonsense  talked  to-day  about  what  we  are  pleased  to  call 
Lehrfreiheit,  a  word  ominous  in  its  very  origin.  We  are 
morbidly  sensitive  in  matters  where  such  freedom  is  in 
little  danger  and  may  even  be  carried  to  pernicious  excess, 
while  we  are  paradoxically  obtuse  to  the  real  need  of  the 
hour.  Let  a  man  be  called  to  account  by  the  trustees 
for  uttering  any  kind  of  febrile  folly  on  the  basic  institu- 
tions of  society,  and  all  his  colleagues  are  up  in  arms,  as 
if  the  propagation  of  perversities  were  a  privilege  to  be 
fought  for.  The  professors  of  the  country  organize  them- 
selves into  a  trade  union  to  protect  such  wild-eyed  zealots 
from  the  just  consequences  of  their  indiscretion,  and  men 
who  might  be  accomplishing  something  in  the  field  of 
scholarship  are  deputed  to  investigate  the  government  of 
the  institution  and  to  prepare  detailed  reports.  But  in 
the  way  of  daily  routine  a  college  will  enslave  its  faculty 
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to  crushing  and  unnecessary  tasks,  humiliate  them  by  dis- 
honorable expectations,  and  exhaust  them  by  obligations 
in  the  classroom,  and  against  these  depredations  on  their 
proper  liberty  no  word  said.  I  would  probably  then,  if  I  had 
such  a  gentleman  as  Mr.  Nearing  in  my  faculty,  have  left 
him  undisturbed,  for  the  sake  of  peace  and  harmony;  but  I 
would  see  that  his  chances  of  doing  mischief  were  not  en- 
larged, and  I  would  make  an  effort  not  to  multiply  his  kind 
when  new  appointments  were  made.  I  have  a  strong  con- 
viction that  men  do  not  send  their  sons  to  college  to  have 
unsettling  views  spread  before  them;  the  young  need  above 
all  things  to  be  indoctrinated  into  the  tried  wisdom  of  the 
world,  not  into  the  personal  opinions  of  the  discontented 
and  undisciplined  innovators.  I  should  make  little  ac- 
count of  the  liberty  to  utter  strange  doctrines,  but  I  should 
do  all  in  my  power  that  the  true  teachers  might  have 
time  and  freedom  for  self-development  and  growth  in  in- 
fluence. 

This  freedom  would  mean  among  other  things  that  pro- 
motion should  not  depend  on  the  number  of  pages  a  man 
put  into  type.  It  is  well  enough  to  write  if  one  has  any- 
thing to  say,  and  the  greatest  scholars  are  likely  to  be 
producers;  but  the  present  mania  for  production,  fostered 
in  many  colleges  by  the  obligation  of  handing  in  lists  of 
everything  printed  during  the  year,  has  resulted  in  various 
nuisances,  of  which  the  glorification  of  the  text-book  is 
one  of  the  most  notorious.  I  remember  a  good  many 
years  ago  being  conducted  through  the  stack  room  of  the 
library  of  a  great  eastern  university,  and  taking  down  a 
certain  elementary  text-book  from  one  of  the  shelves.  It 
was  the  sort  of  thing  to  which  no  German  professor  — 
though  the  exaltation  of  originality  and  production  at 
any  cost  was  borrowed  from  the  worst  feature  of  the 
German  system  —  would  have  put  his  name,  the  journey- 
man job  of  a  teacher  in  a  preparatory  school;  yet,  as  I 
observed  to  my  cicerone,  the  compiler  of  the  book  had 
the  next  year  received  a  high  appointment  in  this  uni- 
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versity.  If  I  should  be  tyrannical  in  anything,  it  would 
be  in  the  matter  of  these  cursed  text-books,  half  of  which, 
as  a  matter  of  fact,  have  no  other  aim  than  to  oust  some 
better  work  from  the  market,  for  the  advancement  of  the 
author  in  rank  or,  more  excusably  perhaps,  for  the  ex- 
pansion of  his  insufficient  income.  The  college  professor 
who  publishes  a  text-book  often  falls  into  sin,  and  he 
would  be  a  benefactor  who  should  deliver  the  feeble  from 
this  temptation. 

And  last,  having  freed  my  family  from  the  terror  of 
their  taskmaster's  eye  painted  over  their  desks  like  the 
orb  of  Jehovah  in  the  old  Puritan  churches,  and  having 
thereby,  I  think,  given  an  opportunity  for  really  desirable 
production,  I  would  liberate  them  from  a  despotism  in 
their  own  midst.  The  measure  of  my  boldness  is  given 
when  I  announce  that  I  would  shut  the  mouths  and  vacate 
the  chairs  of  the  professor  of  pedagogy  and  all  his  satel- 
lites. No,  I  would  not  do  that,  for  my  own  soul's  sake; 
but  when  that  estimable  confounder  of  counsel  had  passed 
to  the  realm  where  the  Lord  himself  judges,  I  would 
relegate  his  chair  to  the  museum  of  curious  antiquities, 
to  be  exhibited  beside  the  buildings  of  the  lake-dwellers 
and  the  implements  of  the  stone  age.  Here  is  an  extraor- 
dinary fact.  Of  the  innumerable  college  men  with  whom 
I  have  talked,  not  one  has  ever  expressed  anything  but 
contempt  of  the  department  of  pedagogy  as  an  educa- 
tional futility,  and  abhorrence  of  it  as  a  meddling  nui- 
sance. Yet  in  many  of  our  state  universities,  even  in 
some  endowed  institutions,  the  professional  pedagogue  is 
feared  as  one  of  the  powers  behind  the  throne.  This  is 
due  to  the  tyranny  of  school  boards  and  town  councils 
acting  through  regents  and  president.  Thus  in  one 
State  where  I  am  acquainted,  no  man  or  woman  is 
licensed  to  teach  in  a  high  school  who  has  not  pursued 
three  years  of  pedagogical  studies;  and  this  absurdity,  in 
greater  or  less  measure,  prevails  elsewhere.  Now  the 
student  in  these  courses  loses  precious  time  which  he  might 
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devote  to  learning  the  subjects  he  is  likely  to  teach,  and, 
as  a  recompense,  of  the  method  of  teaching  learns  nothing 
at  all  which  has  even  the  most  remote  utility.  That  is 
a  broad  statement,  but  it  needs  no  proof  among  college 
men.  The  pedagogical  department,  when  the  flummery 
of  words  is  stript  away,  is  not  a  place  for  teaching  any- 
thing that  anybody  knows;  it  is  mainly  a  machine  for 
recording  jobs  and  getting  men  into  them,  and  it  sys- 
tematically lowers  the  tone  of  whatever  it  touches.  It  is 
suffered  because  it  draws  prospective  teachers,  who  would 
fear  to  stand  on  their  merits  as  men  and  scholars;  it  is 
the  last  and  one  of  the  most  noxious  of  the  evils  flowing 
from  our  quantitative  standard.  This  huge  and  wriggling 
arm  of  the  school  octopus,  reaching  up  to  the  college  and 
sucking  it  steadily  downwards,  I  would  hack  at  with  every 
sharp  instrument  in  my  grasp;  and  if  I  should  succeed  in 
cutting  it  off,  the  schools  themselves,  being  forced  then 
to  follow  the  higher  institution  instead  of  trying  to  lead, 
would  be  benefited  as  much  as  the  college. 

These  are  the  reforms  I  proposed  for  the  mutual  profit 
of  instructors  and  instructed  in  my  college,  which,  after 
all,  is  in  far  better  state  than  many  of  its  sister  institu- 
tions. The  very  mention  of  such  radical  measures  cost 
me  my  promotion. 
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EFFICIENT  DEMOCRACY 
I.  DEFINITIONS  AND  CRITICISMS 

THE  Nineteenth  Century  has  been  called  "the  cen- 
tury of  Democracy."  At  its  beginning  the  world 
claimed  but  two  republics  —  one  in  Europe  and  one  in 
America.  At  its  close  our  entire  hemisphere,  so  far  as 
independent,  consisted  of  republics.  The  Twentieth 
Century  has  added  still  more.  Every  Continent,  including 
Asia  and  Africa,  now  has  its  republic,  and  of  the  world's 
forty-six  full  sovereignties  a  clear  majority,  twenty-four, 
are  now  republican  in  form.  Even  countries  like  Japan,1 
which  are  farthest  from  democratic  in  their  forms  of  gov- 
ernment, have  recently  displayed  what  appear  to  the 
privileged  classes  alarming  tendencies  toward  democracy. 
So  the  superficial  democrat  scans  the  political  horizon 
and  smugly  congratulates  himself  on  the  well  nigh  univer- 
sal triumph  of  his  cause. 

But  the  same  great  seer  who  gave  currency  to  the  prov- 
erb (whose  expression,  by  the  way,  contradicts  its  mean- 
ing) "all  that  glisters  is  not  gold"  also  embodied  a  pro- 
foundly philosophical  thought  in  the  query  "What's  in 
a  name?"  And  there  is  much  political  truth  in  the  lines 
of  another  poet, 

For  forms  of  government  let  fools  contest; 
What  e'er  is  best  administered,  is  best. 

What  is  Democracy? 

If  we  are  actually  to  measure  the  achievements  of 
democracy,  we  must  not  be  misled  by  names  or  forms:  we 
must  probe  deep  for  realities.  It  is  not  enough  that  a 

1  Witness  the  popular  uprising  over  the  naval  scandals;  the  consequent  over- 
throw of  the  powerful  Satsuma  clan  as  represented  by  the  Cabinet  of  Count 
Yamamota;  and  the  successful  movement  against  the  monopoly  hitherto  en- 
joyed by  government  institutions  of  learning.  See  Miyakawa  in  Bulletin  of 
Comparative  Law  Bureau,  VII,  75  et  seq. 
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government  may  call  itself  "republican"  or  "dem- 
ocratic;" or  that  it  has  a  written  constitution,  a  president 
and  a  legislature.  It  might  have  all  these,  and  still  be  an 
odious  despotism.  Who  will  say  that  Britain  l  is  less 
"democratic"  than  Portugal,  or  that  Norway  even,  with 
her  king,  is  not  more  of  a  democracy  than  Nicaragua  ? 

Democracy  is  not  merely  a  name  nor  a  form;  ideally  at 
least,  it  is  also  a  condition.  And  a  prime  element  of  that 
condition  is  the  recognition  and  enforcement  of  the  rights 
of  the  common  people.  A  republic  may  tyrannize  over 
the  minority,  and  a  despotism  may  regard  their  rights. 

Misconceptions  of  Democracy 

Now  it  is  just  here  that  a  common  misconception  of 
democracy  arises. 

It  is  supposed,  says  Lowell,  to  reduce  all  mankind  to  a 
dead  level  of  mediocrity  in  character  and  culture,  to  vulgarize 
men's  conceptions  of  life  and  therefore  their  code  of  morals, 
manners  and  conduct  —  to  endanger  the  rights  of  property  and 
possession. 

This  misconception  I  believe  to  be  largely  due  to  the 
misuse  of  the  term  "  equality."  The  watchwords  of  the 
French  Revolutionists  were  "  Liberty,  Equality,  Fra- 
ternity." Years  previously  the  American  Declaration  of 
Independence  had  proclaimed  that  "  all  men  are  created 
free  and  equal."  2  But  the  word  "equal,"  as  here  used, 
has  a  history  which  it  is  well  to  follow  up  if  we  would 
interpret  it  aright.  Sir  Henry  Maine  thought  it  derived 
from  French  sources. 

The  American  lawyers  of  the  time,  and  particularly  those 
of  Virginia,  he  observes,3  appear  to  have  possessed  a  stock  of 

1  The  British  Constitution,  under  whatever  disguises  of  prudence  or  decorum 
is  essentially  democratic.     England,  indeed,  may  be  called  a  monarchy  with 
democratic  tendencies,  the  United  States  a  democracy  with  conservative  in- 
stincts.   Lowell,  Democracy,  p.  14. 

2  In  the  original  draft  of  the  Declaration,  now  preserved  in  the  State  Depart- 
ment, the  words  appear  to  have  been  first  written  "equal  and  independent"  — 
a  phrase  taken  from  Locke's  Treatise  on  Government,  the  political  Bible  of  the 
English  Whigs. 

3  Ancient  Law,  (London,  1861)  95. 
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knowledge  which  differed  chiefly  from  that  of  their  English 
contemporaries  by  including  much  which  could  only  have  been 
derived  from  the  legal  literature  of  continental  Europe.  A  very 
few  glances  at  the  writings  of  Jefferson  will  show  how  strongly 
his  mind  was  affected  by  the  semi-juridical,  semi-popular  opin- 
ions which  were  fashionable  in  France;  and  we  cannot  doubt 
that  it  was  sympathy  with  the  peculiar  ideas  of  the  French 
jurists  which  led  him  and  the  other  colonial  lawyers  who  guided 
the  course  of  events  in  America  to  join  the  specially  French 
assumption  that  "all  men  are  born  equal"  with  the  assumption, 
more  familiar  to  Englishmen,  that  "all  men  are  born  free," 
in  the  very  first  lines  of  their  Declaration  of  Independ- 
ence. 

Foremost  among  these  "French  jurists"  whom  Jefferson 
and  his  associates  may  be  supposed  to  have  studied  was 
Montesquieu,1  and  the  word  "equality"  for  him  evidently 
had  no  social  signification.  It  meant  rather  equality  of 
service  to  the  country:  that  every  one  was  held  to  the 
same  amount  of  public  duty,  according  to  his  means,  and 
that  every  one  was  entitled  to  the  same  opportunities  of 
taking  part  in  the  government.2 

But  for  the  original  use  of  the  term  we  must  go  far  be- 
hind Montesquieu. 

There  cannot,  I  conceive,  says  Maine,3  be  any  question 
that  to  the  assumption  of  a  Law  Natural  we  owe  the  doctrine 
of  the  fundamental  equality  of  human  beings.  That  "all  men 
are  equal"  is  one  of  a  large  number  of  legal  propositions  which 
in  progress  of  time,  have  become  political.  The  Roman  juris- 

1  The  author  most  frequently  quoted  in  the  Federal  Constitution,  in  The 
Federalist,  and  in  the  debates  in  the  State  Conventions  was  Montesquieu. 
His  Esprit  des  Lois,  which  appeared  about  the  middle  of  the  century,  was  an 
epoch-making  work.    Paul  Janet,  in  his  Histoire  de  la  Science  Politique,  says 
that  it  was  beyond  all  doubt  the  greatest  book  of  the  eighteenth  century.    Burke 
called  the  author  the  greatest  genius  who  had  enlightened  that  age.    These 
opinions  were  fully  shared  by  the  statesmen  of  the  Revolution.    Montesquieu  is 
referred  to  by  them  as  the  oracle  to  be  always  consulted  and  cited.    Like  Vol- 
taire, they  regarded  the  Esprit  des  Lois  as  the  code  de  la  raison  et  de  la  liberty. 
They  found  it  profitable  for  reproof,  for  doctrine,  and  for  correction.     Read 
the  discussions  in  the  Federal  Convention  and  you  encounter  the  thoughts  and 
formulas  of  Montesquieu  at  every  step.    Brantly,  Influence  of  European  Spec- 
ulation  in  the  Formation  of  the  Federal  Constitution,  Southern  Law  Review,  VI, 
359,  360. 

2  Godkin,  Some  Unforeseen  Tendencies  of  Democracy,  31,  32. 
8  Ancient  Law,  92,  93. 
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consults  of  the  Antonine  era  lay  down  that  "omnes  homines 
natura  aequales  sunt"  but  in  their  eyes  this  is  strictly  a  juridical 
axiom.  They  intend  to  affirm  that,  under  the  hypothetical  Law 
of  Nature,  and  in  so  far  as  positive  law  approximates  to  it,  the 
arbitrary  distinctions  which  the  (old)  Roman  Civil  Law  main- 
tained between  classes  of  persons,  cease  to  have  a  legal  existence. 

In  its  origin,  then,  this  conception  of  "equality"  was  a 
legal  conception,  and  it  has  been  carried  forward  into  the 
Anglo-American  legal  system,  where  it  finds  expression 
in  the  maxim  "equality  is  equity."  So  the  motto  of  one 
of  the  American  Commonwealths  (Nebraska)  is  "equality 
before  the  law."  And  such,  it  seems,  was  the  significance 
attached  to  the  term  "equality"  at  the  time,  and  among 
the  framers,  of  the  famous  Declaration. 

The  state  of  the  world  in  the  eighteenth  century,  says 
Godkin,1  warrants  the  belief  that  what  men  meant  by  equality 
at  that  time  was  equality  of  burdens,  the  abolition  of  all  exemp- 
tions from  the  common  liabilities  and  of  all  privileges  in  running 
the  race  of  life.  This  was  really  the  kind  of  equality  of  which 
both  the  American  and  the  French  Revolutions  were  the  ex- 
pression in  the  beginning.  I  conclude  this  from  the  readiness  in 
both,  at  the  outset,  to  follow  and  obey  men  of  mark;  the  rec- 
ognition of  the  wider  range  of  experience  which  education  and 
property  give  one  or  may  give  him,  and  his  generally  greater 
fitness  to  lead  in  politics,  which  prevailed  at  that  time.  This 
was  a  characteristic  in  particular  of  the  American  Revolution. 

Now  it  is  evident  that  the  "equality"  here  meant  is  very 
different  from  the  conception  which  would  level  all  in- 
dividuals in  all  respects,  and  which  occasionally  finds 
utterance  in  the  loose  expression  "one  man  is  as  good  as 
another."  2  This  is  merely  a  vulgar  misconception.  For 
nothing  is  more  obvious  than  inequalities  among  men  — 
inequalities  not  alone  of  wealth  and  station  and  other 
artificial  conditions,  but  not  less  marked  in  respect  to 
natural  endowment  as  regards  physical  vigor,  intellectual 

1  Some  Unforeseen  Tendencies  of  Democracy,  30,  31. 

a  Theodore  Parker  said  that  "Democracy  meant  not,  'I'm  as  good  as  you  are,' 
but  'You're  as  good  as  I  am.'" 
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equipment  and  moral  fibre.  He  who  asserts  or  demands 
equality  in  these  particulars,  defies  the  facts  of  exist- 
ence. 

But  equality  of  legal  right  is  not  only  practicable  — 
it  is  essential  to  any  system  of  administering  legal  justice. 
So  equality  of  opportunity  is  a  prime  condition  of  social 
and  economic  justice.  And  it  is  equality  in  these  senses 
that  historic  democracy  stands  for.  Napoleon  said  that 
the  French  Revolution  meant  "la  carrier e  ouverte  aux  ta- 
lents—  the  open  path  for  capacity;"  and  the  poet  Lowell 
paraphrased  this  by  calling  democracy  "that  form  of 
society,  no  matter  what  its  political  classification,  in 
which  every  man  had  a  chance  and  knew  it." 

Rational  democracy  does  not  concern  itself  with  chimer- 
ical schemes  for  the  equal  distribution  of  property  (which 
if  accomplished  would  scarcely  last  a  day),  nor  for  an 
artificial  and  forced  levelling  of  social  classes.  Democ- 
racy's goal  is  attained  when  the  humblest  individual  is 
assured,  in  the  legal  forum,  the  enforcement  of  all  his 
rights,  and,  in  the  domain  of  commerce  and  industry,  a 
fair  field  and  no  favors.  Aside  from  some  such  episodes 
as  Venice,  Spain  and  the  Spanish-American  republics 
have  seen,  this  is  the  historic  position  of  democracy,  ac- 
cording to  which  it  has  a  right  to  be  judged  by  its 
critics,  and  from  which  its  adherents  will  do  well  not  to 
depart. 

Instruments  of  Democracy 

From  this  all  too  hasty  analysis  of  the  fundamentals  of 
democracy  —  what  it  is  and  what  it  is  not  —  we  may  turn 
now  to  its  instruments,  or  the  means  by  which  democracy 
acts  and  becomes  effective.  Among  these  we  may  include 
public  opinion,  free  speech  and  a  free  press.  But  the 
ordinary  medium  through  which  democracy  speaks  is  the 
ballot — the  visible  exercise  of  the  right  of  suffrage.  It 
would  be  difficult  to  conceive  of  democracy  without  this 
instrument:  for  it  is  the  one  effective  means  of  expressing 
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the  popular  will.  Hence  the  long  struggle  —  far  from 
ended  yet  —  to  secure  the  ballot. 

When  we  recall  the  strife  and  agitation  for  a  wider 
franchise  that  almost  filled  the  political  history  of  the 
Nineteenth  Century,  we  may  well  wonder  that  the  ballot 
is  not  more  highly  appreciated  than  today  it  seems  to  be. 
In  the  British  Isles,  notable  epochs  are  marked  success- 
ively by  Catholic  Emancipation,  the  great  Reform  Bill  of 
1832,  and  the  lesser  reform  bills  of  1867  and  1884.  ^n 
America  the  century  which  began  with  a  limited  electorate 
under  a  property  qualification,  ended  with  practically 
universal  manhood  suffrage,  theoretically  at  least  extended 
to  former  slaves.  And  each  of  these  advances  in  both 
countries  followed  long  and  violent  agitation,  marked  in 
some  instances  by  civil  war.  Both  countries,  again,  are 
in  the  midst  of  a  movement  for  a  still  farther  extension  of 
the  franchise,  and  though  in  this  instance  the  demand 
emanates  from  the  gentler  sex,  the  strife  and  acrimony 
which  have  characterized  previous  agitations  are  not 
entirely  wanting.  Surely  a  privilege  purchased  at  such  a 
cost  ought  to  be  prized.  The  laboring  man  when  he  casts 
his  ballot  may  well  be  reminded  that  all  the  political 
forces  of  his  country  were  mainly  occupied  for  a 
hundred  years  in  making  that  act  possible.  What  a 
responsibility  the  fact  imposes!  What  a  humiliating 
spectacle,  when  this  hard  won  privilege  is  bartered  away 
for  petty  gain!  The  possession  of  the  franchise  ought  to 
be,  as  its  name  implies,  the  cherished  badge  of  a  freeman. 
It  is  the  summons  of  its  possessor  to  share  in  the  great 
work  of  upholding  and  upbuilding  the  commonwealth, 
and  it  constitutes  him  an  active  partner  in  that  great 
enterprise  we  call  the  state. 

It  would  seem  that  a  general  appreciation  of  these 
facts  ought  inevitably  to  raise  the  standards  of  the  elec- 
torate. But  such  an  appreciation  comes  mainly  from  a 
knowledge  of  history,  and  that  implies  education.  The 
ignorant  voter  is  not  apt  to  value  the  franchise:  for  he 
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is  usually  unaware  either  of  its  cost  or  of  its  real  im- 
portance. 

But  lack  of  appreciation  springs  not  from  ignorance 
alone;  it  is  also  a  result  of  cheapening  the  suffrage.  Here 
as  elsewhere  familiarity  breeds  contempt.  As  Lowell 
puts  it:  "What  men  most  prize  is  a  privilege,  even  if  it 
be  that  of  chief  mourner  at  a  funeral."  When  the  fran- 
chise need  no  longer  be  sought  for  —  when  restrictions 
upon  its  exercise  are  no  longer  imposed  —  when  anyone 
can  vote  if  he  wants  to  —  it  ceases  to  be  a  privilege,  and 
many  individual  voters  begin  to  feel  that  it  is  not  worth 
the  effort  of  going  to  the  polls,  or  that  the  effect  of  their 
ballots  upon  the  general  result  would  be  too  insignificant 
to  justify  casting  them.  Hence  the  large  "stay-at-home 
vote"  in  any  community,  the  indifference  toward  political 
affairs  on  the  part  of  a  by  no  means  insignificant  group  of 
intelligent  voters,  and  the  futile  attempts  to  remedy  the 
evil  by  fining  or  taxing  absentees  from  the  polls. 

Suffrage  Qualifications 

It  is  evident  that  some  safeguards  are  necessary  in  order 
to  preserve  the  dignity  and  distinction  of  the  franchise. 
Some  test  must  be  imposed,  if  for  no  other  reason,  to  make 
the  exercise  of  the  privilege  appear  worth  while;  and  here 
again  we  encounter  education.  The  tests  of  birth,  prop- 
erty and  religious  affiliation,  have  all  been  discarded,  as 
undemocratic  if  not  otherwise  unsatisfactory.  But  an 
educational  test  is  not  undemocratic  where  the  state  pro- 
vides free  public  schools.  Nothing,  indeed,  is  more  dem- 
ocratic than  such  a  test:  for  in  it  we  find  equality  of 
opportunity.  Under  a  free  school  system  the  poorest  and 
humblest  child  has  an  equal  chance  with  the  most  favored, 
and  if  the  former  falls  behind,  it  is  usually  because  of 
natural  deficiences  which  law  cannot  supply.  Hence  it  is 
entirely  in  accord  with  democratic  principles  to  exclude 
from  the  electorate  those  who,  for  one  reason  or  another, 
fail  to  take  advantage  of  the  state's  offer  of  free  education. 
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Thus  the  public  school  becomes  the  nursery  of  the  state, 
and  education  the  hand-maid  of  democracy.  But  what 
amount  of  it  shall  be  required  of  the  elector?  Most  states 
(and  they  are,  alas,  too  few)  which  impose  an  educational 
test  at  all,  are  satisfied  with  a  requirement  that  the  voter 
shall  be  able  to  read  and  write  the  language  of  the  country. 
This  is  indeed  something,  and  in  a  community  of  illiterates 
might  be  considerable.  But  surely  it  is  making  an  in- 
significant use  of  the  public  school  system  to  require  no 
more  than  its  beginners  know,  to  constitute  one  a  voter. 
The  public  school,  as  at  once  the  product  and  feeder  of 
the  state,  should  be  utilized  to  its  fullest  extent  in  order 
to  train  its  pupils  not  merely  for  success  in  private  affairs 
(which  would  not  justify  the  charge  upon  public  revenues) 
but  for  intelligent  exercise  of  the  franchise.  Even  the 
elementary  school  can  teach  some  outline  of  history,  the 
grammar  school  can  give  the  rudiments  of  political  econ- 
omy and  the  outlines  of  government,  and  the  high  school 
can  at  least  arouse  some  interest  in  political  science,  and, 
possibly,  constitutional  and  administrative  law.  The 
education  which  the  state  most  needs  is  a  civic  education, 
and  here  we  find  the  first  essential  to  an  efficient  democ- 
racy. Unlike  a  monarchy  or  an  aristocracy,  the  dem- 
ocratic state  cannot  rise  above  the  level  of  the  masses  of 
its  voters.  How  important  is  it,  then,  that  they  upon 
whom  democratic  progress  depends,  should  be  specially 
fitted  for  the  task! 

In  America  there  has  long  been  a  vague  recognition  of 
this  need,  to  which  we  no  doubt  owe  the  beginnings  of  our 
public  school  system.  But  the  rising  spirit  of  commercial- 
ism has,  I  fear,  diverted  the  public  school  from  its  normal 
purpose:  for  today  the  effort  seems  to  be  to  turn  out  wage 
earners  rather  than  intelligent  voters.  Moreover  we  have 
placed  the  cart  before  the  horse,  and  instead  of  making 
the  school  a  gateway  to  the  electorate,  we  have  admitted 
thereto  the  illiterate  as  well  as  the  educated,  and  have 
used  the  schools  in  a  vain  attempt  to  repair  the  conse- 
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quences.  It  is  time  for  us  to  reverse  this  process.  Our 
schools  must  prepare  for  citizenship,  and  we  must  recruit 
our  voters  from  the  schools.  It  is  a  hopelessly  remote  ideal 
that  every  applicant  for  electoral  registration  should  pre- 
sent a  certificate  showing  that  he  has  completed  a  course 
in  the  civic  studies,  or  should  undergo  an  examination 
therein.  But  we  should  at  least  abandon  once  for  all 
the  crude  notion  that  the  franchise  is  a  cheap  favor  to  be 
distributed,  like  alms,  indiscriminately.  We  should  awake 
to  a  realizing  sense  of  the  dignity  and  importance  of  the 
electoral  privilege,  and  the  folly  of  entrusting  it  to  the 
ignorant  and  unfit. 

The  Waste  of  Democratic  Energy 

Given  an  intelligent  electorate,  ready  to  meet  and 
grapple  with  the  great  questions  which  confront  every 
state,  the  next  problem  is  to  set  it  efficiently  at  work,  in 
order  to  achieve  and  maintain  the  ideals  for  which,  as 
we  have  seen,  democracy  stands.  And  here  again  the 
political  trend  in  America  has  led  us  astray.  In  a  well- 
meant  but  misdirected  effort  to  establish  the  rule  of  the 
people,  we  have  loaded  them  with  unnecessary  burdens, 
and  absorbed  their  energies  in  disposing  of  petty  details. 

The  founders  of  the  American  republic  fixed  as  their 
ideal  "a  government  of  laws,  not  of  men";1  this  indeed 
was  part  of  their  inheritance  from  the  English  democrats 
of  the  Commonwealth  period,2  and  the  government  which 
they  actually  established,  like  the  federal  government  of 
today,  made  elective  only  the  legislative  and  highest 
executive  offices.  But  at  the  same  time  they  introduced 
in  the  more  democratic  communities  the  practice,  which 
has  since  become  all  but  universal,3  of  popular  ratification 
of  constitutions.  Thus  was  realized  the  ideal  of  governing 
through  fundamental  laws  adopted  by  the  people. 

1  Incorporated  by  John  Adams  into  the  first  Massachusetts  Constitution. 

1  See  Harrington's  Oceana. 

3  Delaware  is  the  only  state  which  has  never  followed  it. 
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But  along  with  that  movement  came  a  tendency  toward 
making  all  offices  elective.  This  too  has  popularly  been 
regarded  as  a  democratic  tendency,  and  such  it  was  no 
doubt  sincerely  believed  to  be  by  its  early  supporters. 
But  in  reality  popular  election  is  no  more  of  a  democratic 
method  of  filling  minor  offices,  than  selection  by  rotation 
or  by  lot,  which  Montesquieu  said  was  "natural  to 
democracy."  And  it  is  much  less  democratic  than  selec- 
tion by  merit.  For,  bearing  in  mind  that  the  test  of 
democracy  is  equality  of  opportunity,  it  is  not  difficult 
to  see  that  the  last  named  method  opens  the  door  more 
evenly  to  the  worthiest  than  does  popular  election.  The 
latter  results  in  the  choice  of  the  "best  fellow";  the  merit 
system  invites  all  to  compete  for  becoming  the  best 
public  servant. 

But  this  truth  had  not  been  grasped  by  those  who  were 
reforming  American  state  constitutions  in  the  early  years 
of  the  nineteenth  century.  They  thought  they  were 
making  state  governments  more  democratic  1  by  re- 
quiring the  people  to  choose  all  officials;  in  reality  they 
have  diverted  popular  attention  from  the  much  more 
important  work  of  solving  governmental  problems.  For 
the  interest  of  the  electorate  is  mainly  absorbed  in  the 
personality  of  candidates,  and  elections  have  come  to 
resemble  altogether  too  much  a  football  game  or  a  horse 
race,  in  which  a  few  have  a  very  direct  pecuniary  interest 
or  personal  participation,  while  the  great  mass  look  on 
with  varying  degrees  of  concern,  but  always  exclusively 
centered  on  the  competitors.  Hence  it  is  that  the  sub- 
mission of  a  constitution  or  an  amendment  or  a  proposition 
to  vote  bonds,  or  an  abstract  question  of  any  kind,  always 
draws  a  "lighter  vote"  than  an  election  of  officers;  hence 

1  "  Universal  suffrage  has  in  the  United  States  sometimes  been  made  the 
instrument  of  inconsiderate  changes,  under  the  notion  of  reform,  and  this  from 
a  misconception  of  the  true  meaning  of  popular  government.  One  of  these  has 
been  the  substitution  in  many  states  of  popular  election  for  official  selection  in 
the  choice  of  judges.  The  same  system  applied  to  military  officers  was  the 
source  of  much  evil  during  our  civil  war,  and,  I  believe,  had  to  be  abandoned." 
Lowell,  Democracy,  33. 
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also  the  difference  in  the  vote  following  what  is  called  a 
"close  campaign,"  i.  e.  one  in  which  the  competition  of 
candidates  is  keen  and  the  result  doubtful,  and  a  "on« 
sided  contest,"  where  the  sporting  features  of  political 
management  are  not  required. 

Now  this  preference  of  the  electorate  for  strictly  per- 
sonal contests  —  this  interest  in  men  rather  than  meas- 
ures —  is  not  the  fault  of  democracy.  It  is  the  result  of  a 
mistaken  policy  which  has  imposed  upon  the  voters  the 
stupendous  and  unachievable  task  of  intelligently  selecting 
every  official,  from  petty  constable  up  to  President. 
This  leaves  no  time  or  opportunity  for  other  civic  interests 
or  duties :  for  popular  attention  is  engrossed  in  the  scramble 
for  office.  Worst  of  all,  the  work  is  badly  done :  for  what  is 
everybody's  business  is  nobody's  business;  and  with  so 
many  places  to  fill,  it  cannot  be  expected  that  the  voters 
will  always  choose  wisely.  What  can  the  average  voter, 
though  ever  so  well  intentioned,  learn  of  the  real  qualifica- 
tions of  candidates  for  positions  requiring  expert  knowl- 
edge, like  that  of  city  engineer,  building  inspector  or 
health  officer?  These  clearly  are  places  to  be  filled  by 
appointment  or  competent  selection  by  some  board;  and 
if  these,  why  not  all  other  minor  administrative  positions? 
The  voters  would  thus  be  relieved  of  a  vast  burden  of  de- 
tail for  which  they  are  unfitted,  and  encouraged  to  give 
more  attention  to  the  choice  of  such  directing  officials  as 
President,  governors  and  lawmakers,  and  to  interest  them- 
selves in  the  direct  settlement  of  such  public  questions  as 
are  presented  in  the  form  of  proposed  laws.  When  this 
change  has  been  accomplished,  we  may  look  for  a  more 
efficient  democracy. 

II.  SIGNS  OF  PROMISE 

Civil  Service  Reform 

'Happily,  signs  are  not  wanting  that  such  a  change  has 
already  begun.  Learning  from  the  mother  country  (which 
in  turn  seems  to  have  taken  lessons  from  her  crown  colony 
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of  India),  America  began,  a  generation  ago,  the  reform  of 
her  federal  civil  service.  The  Act  of  Congress  of  1883,  in- 
troduced by  a  Democratic  Senator  (Pendleton)  and  signed 
by  a  Republican  President  (Hayes),  initiated,  under  non- 
partisan  auspices,  a  movement  which,  slowly  but  surely,  and 
against  great  opposition,  is  permeating  the  federal  service. 
That  it  will  ultimately  gain  full  control,  no  intelligent 
student  of  the  recent  history  of  that  service  can  doubt. 

What  is  more  urgent  now  is  its  introduction  into  the 
civil  service  of  the  separate  states :  for  it  is  there  that  care- 
less and  illogical  methods  of  selecting  minor  officials  are 
most  widely  prevalent,  and  must  so  remain  until  sup- 
planted by  some  more  rational  system. 

The  " Short  Ballot" 

And  just  here  becomes  most  serviceable  what  is  pop- 
ularly known  as  the  "short  ballot"  movement.  The  name 
is  somewhat  misleading:  for  the  object  is  not  so  much  the 
shortening  of  the  ballot  (though  that  is  certainly  desirable) 
as  the  reduction  in  the  number  of  elective  offices.  But  it 
strikes  at  the  root  of  the  evil  above  discussed.  Like  its 
complementary  and  auxiliary  movement  for  civil  service 
reform,  the  "short  ballot"  crusade  has  been  strictly  non- 
partisan.  President  Wilson  was  formerly  at  the  head  of 
the  national  "Short  Ballot  Association,"  Ex-President 
Roosevelt  has  actively  championed  the  reform,  and  the 
recent  New  York  Republican  State  Platform,  adopted 
only  in  August  1914,  indorses  it. 

Advocates  of  the  "short  ballot"  propose  to  make  elec- 
tive only  the  highest  and  most  responsible  offices,  as  in  the 
Federal  government.  Carrying  the  principle  to  its  logical 
conclusion,  the  states  would  elect  only  their  governors,  the 
counties  their  boards  of  commissioners  or  supervisors  — 
like  the  county  councils  of  England  —  and  the  cities  and 
towns  their  councils  or,  as  we  shall  presently  see,  their 
Commissions.  The  aim  is  to  centre  the  electorate's  atten- 
tion upon  the  fundamental  positions  —  those  which  really 
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determine  governmental  policies,  thus  not  only  obtaining 
better  material,  but  locating  responsibility.  This,  it  will 
be  seen,  is  concentrating  the  voter's  power,  and  making 
it  more  effective  than  it  could  possibly  be  while  his  atten- 
tion is  scattered  over  a  swarm  of  candidates.  The  plan 
is  genuinely  democratic. 

But  offices  that  are  not  fundamental  must  likewise  be 
provided  for.  The  selection  of  their  incumbents  must  not 
be  left  to  the  spoilsman.  Hence  the  interdependence 
of  the  two  movements  above  mentioned.  Civil  ser- 
vice reform  cannot  be  realized  until  all  minor  and  non- 
fundamental  officials  are  selected  according  to  the  merit 
system;  nor  can  the  ballot  safely  be  "shortened"  without, 
at  the  same  time,  providing  that  those  no  longer  appearing 
thereon  shall  be  subject  to  the  same  merit  system. 

"Commission  Government99 

The  "short  ballot"  movement  has  already  made  sub- 
stantial progress  in  several  states  —  notably  in  California, 
where  minor  state  offices  and  many  local  positions  have 
been  made  appointive.  But  its  greatest  success  has  been 
attained  in  the  form  of  what  would  usually  be  regarded  as 
a  distinct  movement,  viz.,  "commission  government." 
Here  again  the  phrase  is  something  of  a  misnomer:  for 
its  real  object  is  not  mere  government  by  commission:  it 
is  concentration  at  once  of  popular  attention  and  official 
responsibility;  and  this,  as  we  have  seen,  is  the  essence  of 
the  "short  ballot"  idea. 

Government  by  commission  is  not  really  new  in  Amer- 
ica; for  the  "selectmen"  of  the  New  England  townships 
have  tbeen  the  governing  body  since  early  colonial  times, 
while  county  commissioners  and  supervisors  have  held  a 
corresponding  place  in  the  governments  of  the  West 
and  South.  The  new  feature  in  "commission  govern- 
ment" consists  in  making  elective  only  the  commission, 
and  centering  attention  and  responsibility  there.  It 
seems  to  have  originated  at  Galveston,  Texas,  when  that 
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city  was  in  the  throes  of  recovery  from  the  disastrous 
effects  of  the  tidal  wave  which  overwhelmed  it  in  1900. 
That  situation  demanded  an  efficient  city  government:  it 
was  no  time  for  petty  partisanship  and  the  rule  of  the 
spoilsman.  The  citizens  of  Galveston  took  as  their  model 
the  business  corporation  (which  the  modern  city  really  is) 
and  placed  their  entire  municipal  affairs  in  the  hands  of  a 
"commission."  They  confined  their  effort  to  selecting  it, 
and,  having  done  so,  left  it  to  formulate  policies  and  choose 
minor  officials.  As  compared  with  systems  prevailing 
in  other  American  cities  at  the  time,  this  was  so  obviously 
a  common-sense  arrangement  that  it  was  widely  copied, 
and  is  now  quite  frequent  throughout  the  country.  It  is 
doubtless  a  coincidence,  but  it  is  none  the  less  interesting 
to  note,  that  the  International  Settlement  of  Shanghai, 
China,  has  for  years  had  "commission  government,"  with 
all  essential  officials  in  its  "Municipal  Council"  chosen 
at  the  "rate  payers'  meeting,"  which  appears  like  a  re- 
production of  the  New  England  "town  meeting."  To  an 
American  it  seems  curious,  indeed,  to  find  this  venerable 
institution  of  his  native  land  flourishing  with  such  vigor 
in  Asia! 

The  movement  for  "commission  government"  has  not 
stopped  with  cities,  and  we  shall  hear  more  of  it  elsewhere. 
In  California  it  is  practically  in  operation  for  counties. 
Governor  Hodges  of  Kansas  recommends  its  application 
to  the  state  government.  In  Dayton,  Ohio,  as  well  as  in 
South  Carolina,  a  new  and  important  departure  has  been 
made.  There  the  commission  is  still  elective,  but  its 
principal  function  is  to  select  a  "City  Manager,"  upon 
whom  all  administrative  powers  are  conferred,  and  who 
is  required  to  be  an  expert  in  municipal  government,  but 
like  the  German  "Burgomeister"  is  not  necessarily  chosen 
from  residents  of  the  city.  This  brings  to  its  logical  con- 
clusion the  plan  of  centralizing  authority  and  responsibil- 
ity, and  placing  both  in  the  most  competent  hands. 
Probably  the  general  adoption  of  this  improvement  will 
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bring  us  much  nearer  to  the  realization  of  an  "efficient 
democracy." 

Fewer  Elections  and  Longer  Terms 

The  distractions  of  the  modern  voter  arise  not  only 
from  the  multiplicity  of  elective  offices,  but  also  from  the 
frequency  of  elections.  In  this  respect  America  is  not 
the  sole  offender:  for  in  Great  Britain  two  .general  par- 
liamentary elections  within  a  year  have  not  been  unknown, 
and  a  Parliament  rarely  serves  its  full  statutory  term  of 
seven  years.  Still  the  average  American  voter  is  called 
to  the  polls  for  some  kind  of  an  election  once  a  year  or 
oftener,  and  aside  from  the  item  of  expense  (by  no  means 
inconsiderable)  experience  has  shown  that  the  voters  will 
not,  and  in  most  cases  cannot,  take  time  enough  away 
from  private  affairs  to  prepare  themselves  intelligently 
for  such  frequent  exercise  of  the  franchise.  The  interest 
lags,  and  other  motives  than  patriotism  must  be  appealed 
to  in  order  to  "get  out  the  vote." 

Now  frequent  elections  are  the  result,  in  part  of  short 
terms  of  office,  and  in  part  of  the  complex  nature  of  modern 
government,  with  its  divisions  of  central,  intermediate 
and  local,  and  the  supposed  necessity  of  providing  a 
separate  selection  for  each,  in  order  that  each  may  receive 
sufficient  attention  from  the  voters.  But  such  necessity 
would  largely  disappear  with  the  reduction  to  the  min- 
imum of  elective  officials:  for  then  the  choice  of  all  (munic- 
ipal, state  and  federal)  would  not  be  too  serious  a  task  for 
one  election. 

Terms  of  office  have  been  gradually  lengthened  in 
recent  years.  Formerly  governors  and  legislatures  were 
chosen  for  a  year  only.  Now  but  one  state  (Massachu- 
setts) adheres  to  this  plan,  while  at  least  nine  provide  a 
four-year  term  for  governor,  one  (New  Jersey)  three 
years,  and  the  rest  at  least  two.  With  the  "recall,"  now 
on  the  way,  of  some  classes  of  public  officials  —  let  us  hope 
not  judges, — there  would  seem  to  be  no  valid  reason  for  not 
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adopting  the  longest  of  these  periods.  If  an  official's  con- 
duct is  unsatisfactory  or  improper,  the  length  of  his  term 
offers  no  obstacle  to  the  application  of  the  "recall,"  and 
even  where  that  method  is  not  available,  impeachment  is. 
Besides,  longer  terms  ought  to  mean  more  care  in  selection. 

The  Direct  Primary  and  Preferential  Voting 

The  lengthening  of  terms  and  the  synchronizing  of 
elections  will  render  less  frequent  those  for  the  final  choice. 
But  there  remains  that  recent  arrival,  the  "Direct  Pri- 
mary." Undoubtedly  this  represents  a  great  advance 
over  the  older  system  of  nominations  by  caucus  or  con- 
vention, and  has  come  to  stay  —  in  some  form.  Most  of 
the  objections  to  the  Direct  Primary,  as  it  has  actually 
worked,  are  based  upon  defects  in  other  features  of  govern- 
ment, such  as  the  multiplicity  of  elective  offices  and  the 
consequent  overloading  of  the  electorate. 

But  the  fact  remains  that  the  Direct  Primary  in  its 
present  form  does  duplicate  the  number  of  elections.  Yet 
there  is  nothing  in  the  essence  of  the  system  which  re- 
quires a  primary  to  be  held  independently  of  a  general 
election.  If  a  plan  can  be  found  by  which  both  may  be 
held  together,  every  old  advantage  will  be  preserved,  and 
many  new  ones  gained.  Such  a  plan  seems  to  be  offered 
by  the  alternative  or  preferential  method  of  voting,  under 
its  various  forms  known  as  the  "Hare  System"  the  "Gove 
System"  the  "Ware  System,"  and  by  its  opponents  in 
Wisconsin,  where  it  has  recently  been  adopted,  as  the 
"Mary  Ann  law."  Here  the  voter  registers  not  only  his 
first  choice  of  candidates,  but  also  his  second  and  third, 
and  under  some  forms  "as  many  or  as  few  as  he  pleases."  1 
The  operation  of  the  "Ware  System"  is  further  described 
by  Hoag  as  follows: 

The  first  count  is  only  of  the  first-choice  votes.  If  no  can- 
didate has  a  majority,  the  lowest  candidate  is  excluded  and  his 

1  See  Hoag's  Effective  Voting,  Senate  Document  (63d  Cong.  2nd  sess.) 
No.  359,  p.  6. 
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votes  only  are  scrutinized  again  and  added  to  the  votes  of  the 
other  candidates  as  the  preferences  indicate.  The  candidates 
are  thus  successively  excluded  until  only  two  are  left,  of  whom 
the  higher  will  have  a  majority  vote  (as  between  the  two  left), 
and  be  elected. 

It  will  be  seen  that,  under  this  plan,  the  voter  both 
nominates  and  elects  by  the  same  ballot.  He  nominates 
(as  "directly"  as  at  a  primary)  three  or  more  candidates, 
and  he  helps  to  elect  one  of  them.  The  names  of  can- 
didates are  placed  upon  the  ballot,  as  at  present,  by  peti- 
tion, but  the  necessity  of  a  separate  primary  is  obviated. 
As  Hoag  observes: 

There  is  no  place  at  all,  in  a  plan  of  government  suited  to 
modern  conditions,  for  either  primary  elections  or  plurality 
voting.  When  the  object  of  the  voting  is  to  make  a  selection 
among  more  than  two  candidates  for  one  non-representative 
office  or  to  make  decision  among  more  than  two  measures  or 
policies,  the  voting  should  be  done  by  one  of  the  majority 
preferential  systems.  .  .  .  Effective  voting  is  the  indispensable 
basis  of  the  mechanism  of  democracy  demanded  by  the  needs 
of  the  present  and  the  coming  age. 

But  when  the  best  machinery  is  supplied,  it  must  be 
worked  by  men.  The  true  control  in  the  modern  state  is 
the  popular  will.  The  old  idea  was  that  expressed  by  Louis 
XIV  when  he  said  Vetat  c'est  moi.  But  the  notion  which 
has  taken  hold  of  the  modern  world  is  that  which  forms 
the  central  thought  of  Locke's  Treatise  on  Government, 
and  which  was  reechoed  a  century  later  in  the  well  known 
lines  of  Sir  William  Jones  —  a  poet  whose  outspoken 
sympathies  with  their  early  struggles  and  aspirations 
have  endeared  him  to  Americans,  as  much  as  his  brilliant 
Indian  career  earned  him  the  gratitude  of  his  own  country: 

What  constitutes  a  state? 
Not  high-raised  battlement  or  labored  mound, 

Thick  wall  or  moated  gate; 

Not  cities  proud  with  spires  and  turrets  crowned; 
Not  bays  and  broad-armed  ports, 
Where,  laughing  at  the  storm,  strong  navies  ride; 
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Not  starred  and  spangled  courts, 
Where  low-browed  baseness  wafts  perfume  to  pride. 

No:  —  men,  high-minded  men, 
With  powers  as  far  above  dull  brutes  endued 

In  forest,  brake,  or  den, 
As  beasts  excel  cold  rocks  and  brambles  rude,  — 

Men  who  their  duties  know, 
But  know  their  rights,  and,  knowing,  dare  maintain, 

Prevent  the  long-aimed  blow, 
And  crush  the  tyrant  while  they  rend  the  chain: 

These  constitute  a  state; 
And  sovereign  Law,  that  state's  collected  will, 

O'er  thrones  and  globes  elate, 
Sits  empress,  crowning  good,  repressing  ill. 


THE  WAY  OF  THE  TRANSLATOR 

THERE  is  a  business  of  translation,  and  there  is  an 
art  of  translation.  The  interpreter,  the  guide,  the 
maker  of  handy  literals,  the  required-language  student, 
are  engaged  in  the  business  of  translation.  The  poet  and 
the  literary  scholar  are  concerned  with  the  art  of  transla- 
tion. In  the  main,  the  difference  is  that  between  artisan- 
ship  and  art. 

The  blunders  of  business  translation  are  usually  charge- 
able to  ignorance  or  inexperience  rather  than  to  insur- 
mountable difficulties.  The  way  of  the  business  translator 
is  comparatively  easy,  and  comparatively  righteous:  the 
necessities  of  commerce  call  for  the  exchange  of  tongues. 
It  is  only  in  the  art  of  translation  that  the  way  of  the 
translator  is  hard;  and  it  is  hard  because  the  translator  is 
a  transgressor. 

But  there  are  probably  few  who  would  not  say  that  the 
world  would  be  very  much  the  loser  were  none  of  the  great 
literary  masterpieces  accessible  in  any  but  the  original 
tongue.  Then  where  is  the  transgression? 

For  the  present,  let  us  say  merely  that  the  translation 
of  literature  is  a  meddling  —  an  irreverence,  a  sacrilege. 
It  is  this  because  it  is  impossible,  and  it  is  impossible  be- 
cause it  is  this. 

But  we  are  all  acquainted  with  the  wisdom  of  slothful 
ignorance  or  educational  demagogy  that  says:  "Well,  but 
hasn't  everything  really  worth  while  been  translated  into 
English?  Why  spend  all  this  time  in  learning  languages 
when  you  can  get  the  same  benefit  in  a  fraction  of  the 
time  with  a  fraction  of  the  effort?"  —  and  then,  as  likely 
as  not,  quotes  Emerson:  "I  should  as  soon  think  of  swim- 
ming across  Charles  River  when  I  wish  to  go  to  Boston,  as 
of  reading  all  my  books  in  originals,  when  I  have  them 
rendered  for  me  in  my  mother  tongue." 
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Pausing  only  long  enough  to  remark  that  the  sage  of 
Concord  probably  meant  this  in  its  usual  implication 
hardly  more  than  that  other  phrase  frequently  torn  from 
its  setting,  "Travelling  is  a  fool's  paradise,"  and  to  re- 
mark also  that  swimming  is  an  invigorating  and  healthful 
sport  for  which  you  can  get  credit  in  the  A.  B.  course,  and 
that  it  depends  upon  whether  the  object  of  your  going  to 
Boston  is  codfish  or  cultivation,  brown  bread  or  the  Bread 
of  Life,  let  us  inquire  into  the  popular  assumption  that 
translations  are  the  equivalents  of  their  originals.  Is  it 
well  founded?  —  or  is  Frederic  Harrison's  "Horace  re- 
mains forever  the  type  of  the  untranslatable"  to  be  taken 
seriously,  and  is  traduttore  traditore  something  more  than 
a  phrase? 


We  may  best  answer  the  question  by  discussing  the 
problems  of  the  translator  who  sets  out  to  render  into 
English  any  piece  of  good  literature,  preferably  poetry;  for 
the  translator  of  prose  has  a  somewhat  easier  task,  though 
by  no  means  easier  to  the  degree  commonly  supposed. 

What  is  a  good  translation?  Whether  for  poetry  or 
prose,  the  answer  is  simple  enough.  It  is  the  answer  given 
daily  in  the  class  room:  the  translation  must  be  good 
English,  and  it  must  be  a  faithful  rendering. 

The  first  of  these  requisites  may  be  easily  defined. 
Good  English  in  this  connection  is  intelligible,  grammat- 
ical, appropriate  language  which  displays  no  offensive 
structural  mark  of  its  origin,  and  which,  whether  in  pure 
prose,  dialect,  or  in  poetic  idiom,  is  easily  understood 
without  reference  to  the  words  which  it  translates.  We 
all  know  what  translation  English  is.  Hannibal  always 
"seeks"  Italy,  the  enemy  "is  able"  to  be  found,  "it  is 
permitted  to  them"  to  go.  "A  certain  father  of  a  family 
to  whom  there  was  a  sufficiently  large  farm,  moreover  a 
son  in  whom  he  especially  rejoiced,  gave  this  one  for  a 
gift  on  his  birthday  a  little  axe." 


86  The   Unpopular   Review 

It  is  with  the  second  requisite,  faithful  rendering,  how- 
ever, that  the  real  difficulties  begin,  and  we  discover  to 
what  extent  literary  art  is  untranslatable. 

To  be  really  faithful,  a  rendering  must  reproduce  not 
only  the  exact  thought,  but  also,  as  far  as  possible,  the 
vehicle  of  the  thought.  In  other  words,  we  want  content, 
and  we  want  form. 

At  first  sight,  there  would  seem  to  be  no  question  as  to 
medium.  That  verse  should  be  rendered  by  equivalent 
verse  form,  and  prose  by  prose,  is  a  principle  so  thoroughly 
logical  that  few  would  fail  to  agree  upon  it. 

Yet  logical  procedure  in  this  respect  is  one  of  the  most 
impossible  things  in  the  world.  In  the  case  of  the  modern 
languages  there  may  be  a  few  equivalent  forms;  but  most 
of  us  have  yet  to  see  the  English  hexameter  that  makes  us 

hear  like  ocean  on  a  western  beach 
The  surge  and  thunder  of  the  Odyssey, 

or  the  hendecasyllable  that  translates  the  form  of  Dante, 
or  even  the  Alexandrine  that  seems  natural  and  unre- 
strained. With  Sapphics  and  Alcaics  the  results  are  even 
more  stilted  and  artificial.  Swinburne  and  Carducci 
may  be  charming  in  these  forms,  but  it  is  not  the  charm 
of  spontaneity  so  much  as  of  academic  skill  and  classical 
reminiscence,  and  Carducci's  real  power  is  felt  in  spite  of 
form. 

Anapaestic,  iambic,  and  trochaic  rhythms  are  more 
adaptable  to  English.  There  is  a  fair  sort  of  equivalence 
between  ancient  metres  and  these  modern  rhythms: 

The  Assyrian  came  down  like  the  wolf  on  the  fold; 

Tell  me  not  in  mournful  numbers  Life  is  but  an  empty  dream; 

John  Gilpin  was  a  citizen  of  credit  and  renown; 

yet  all  of  these  movements,  when  they  appear  in  antiquity, 
appear  usually  in  the  drama,  and  usually  in  comedy,  where 
they  rarely  appear  to-day. 
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As  a  matter  of  fact,  equivalent  metres  are  quite  likely 
not  to  be  equivalent  at  all.  The  reproduction  of  metrical 
peculiarity  is  immeasurably  difficult. 

This  is  probably  as  true  of  ancient  prose  as  it  is  of 
poetry.  Recent  investigation  has  brought  into  high  relief 
the  rhythmical  character  of  ancient  prose.  The  ancient 
orator's  and  essayist's  ear  called  for  much  greater  subtlety 
in  prose  rhythm  than  the  modern  ear  either  demands  or 
appreciates.  Demosthenes  and  Cicero  were  sensitive  to 
cadence  in  a  way  that  is  nothing  short  of  mystery  to  the 
average  writer  of  to-day.  It  is  probably  only  an  imperfect 
parallel  to  them  that  we  see  in  a  Stevenson,  or  in  a  Flau- 
bert, who,  says  Emile  Faguet,  "above  all  ...  willed  that 
his  prose  should  be  submitted  to  a  hidden  rhythm,  a 
rhythm  that  the  reader  did  not  perceive,  though  real  and 
unfailing.  In  the  eighteenth  century,  it  was  said  that 
verse  should  be  as  beautiful  as  beautiful  prose;  Flaubert 
desired  that  his  prose  should  be  as  beautiful  as  beautiful 
verse,  without  ever  including  a  line  of  poetry  properly  so- 
called.  For  that  he  had  an  excellent  method  which  can 
be  recommended  to. every  writer;  he  read  aloud  what  he 
had  written,  carefully  listening  for  any  break  in  the 
rhythm,  any  dull  sounds  or  any  beating  of  the  words 
against  each  other.  ...  He  himself  said:  'A  phrase  can 
only  live  when  it  corresponds  to  all  the  necessities  of  res- 
piration. I  know  it  to  be  good  when  it  can  be  read 
aloud.  .  .  .  Badly  written  sentences  do  not  stand  this 
test;  they  weigh  on  your  chest,  hinder  the  beating  of  your 
heart,  and  thus  find  themselves  outside  the  conditions  of 
life.'"  "And  this,"  observes  Faguet,  "is  one  of  the  most 
profound  remarks  that  has  ever  been  made  concerning 
the  organism  of  style." 

Stevenson  and  Flaubert,  and  the  ancients  with  a  greater 
measure  of  formality,  only  did  consciously  what  most 
prose  artists  do  to  a  lesser  extent  instinctively.  The 
Bible  is  full  of  prose  rhythm;  yet  it  is  by  no  means  likely 
that  the  King  James  translators  had  before  them  definite 
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rules.  "But  unto  you  that  fear  my  name  shall  the  Sun 
of  righteousness  arise  with  healing  in  his  wings,"  is  ex- 
quisitely rhythmic.  If  the  revised  version  of  a  favorite 
passage  fails  to  satisfy,  the  reason  will  very  probably  be 
found  in  lack  of  rhythm. 

After  these  considerations,  it  need  not  surprise  us  to  find 
that  the  sentiment  of  to-day  favors  the  prose  translation 
of  verse.  The  Loeb  Classical  Library,  which  is  in  process 
and  will  contain  original  and  translation  of  the  whole 
body  of  Greek  and  Latin  literature,  allows  verse  transla- 
tion only  by  exception. 

The  difficulty  of  equivalent  rhythm,  however,  is  only 
one  reason  for  the  modern  choice  of  prose  medium  for 
poetry.  "The  epics,"  say  Butcher  and  Lang  in  the  preface 
to  their  classic  prose  translation  of  the  Odyssey,  "are,  in 
a  way,  and  as  far  as  manners  and  institutions  are  con- 
cerned, historic  documents.  Whoever  regards  them  in  this 
way,  must  wish  to  read  them  exactly  as  they  have  reached 
us,  without  modern  ornament,  with  nothing  added  or 
omitted.  He  must  recognize,  with  Mr.  Matthew  Arnold, 
that  what  he  now  wants,  namely,  the  simple  truth  about 
the  matter  of  the  poem,  can  only  be  given  in  prose,  'for 
in  a  verse  translation  no  original  work  is  any  longer 
recognizable.'  It  is  for  this  reason  that  we  have  attempted 
to  tell  once  more,  in  simple  prose,  the  story  of  Odysseus. 
We  have  tried  to  transfer,  not  all  the  truth  about  the 
poem,  but  the  historical  truth,  into  English.  In  this 
process  Homer  must  lose  at  least  half  his  charm,  his 
bright  and  equable  speed,  the  musical  current  of  that 
narrative,  which,  like  the  river  of  Egypt,  flows  from  an 
indiscoverable  source,  and  mirrors  the  temples  and  the 
palaces  of  unforgotten  gods  and  kings.  Without  this 
music  of  verse,  only  a  half  truth  about  Homer  can  be  told, 
but  then  it  is  that  half  of  the  truth  which,  at  this  moment, 
it  seems  most  necessary  to  tell.  This  is  the  half  of  the 
truth  that  the  translators  who  use  verse  cannot  easily  tell. 
They  must  be  adding  to  Homer,  talking  with  Pope  about 
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'tracing  the  mazy  lev' ret  o'er  the  lawn,'  or  with  Mr. 
Worsley  about  the  islands  that  are  *  stars  of  the  blue 
^gean,'  or  with  Dr.  Hawtrey  about  'the  earth's  soft 
arms,'  when  Homer  says  nothing  at  all  about  the  'mazy 
lev' ret,'  or  the  'stars  of  the  blue  ^Egean,'  or  the  'soft 
arms'  of  earth.  It  would  be  impertinent  indeed  to  blame 
any  of  these  translations  in  their  place.  They  give  that 
which  the  romantic  reader  of  poetry,  or  the  student  of  the 
age  of  Anne,  looks  for  in  verse;  and  without  tags  of  this 
sort,  a  translation  of  Homer  in  verse  cannot  well  be  made 
to  hold  together." 

What  this  means  is  that  translation  of  verse  is  inevitably 
compromise.  We  may  compromise  in  two  ways.  We 
may  compromise  in  favor  of  poetic  quality  and  use  metre, 
and  then  we  shall  sin  by  omission  or  commission  in  order 
to  fill  out  the  line  or  avoid  the  ugliness  of  unpoetic  verse, 
adding  to  our  sin,  if  we  employ  rhyme,  by  changing  the 
original  one-line  succession  of  the  average  ancient  poem 
into  a  succession  of  two-line  or  larger  units;  or,  we  may 
compromise  in  favor  of  literalness,  sacrificing  the  charm 
of  metre  and  rhyme  to  so-called  historical  truth,  the  emo- 
tions to  the  intellect.  *  We  may  take  a  merry  bit  of  banter 
from  Catullus,  for  example,  hendecasyllabic,  light,  and 
airy: 

Furi,  villula  nostra  non  ad  Austri 
flatus  oppositast  neque  ad  Favoni 
nee  saevi  Boreae  aut  Apheliotae, 
verum  ad  milia  quindecim  et  ducentos. 
0  ventum  horribilem  atque  pestilentem! 

The  prose  compromise  of  Francis  Warre  Cornish  renders 

this: 

Furius,  my  little  farm  stands  exposed  not  to  the  blasts  of 
Auster  nor  Favonius  nor  fierce  Boreas  or  Apheliotes,  but  to  a 
call  of  fifteen  thousand  two  hundred  sesterces.  A  wind  that 
brings  horror  and  pestilence! 

This   is   the   extreme   of   compromise   in   one   direction. 
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William  Ellery  Leonard  sins  quite  as  violently,  though 
more  pleasantly,  in  the  other  extreme: 

Your  country-house  is  not  exposed 

To  any  blustering  gale  — 
But,  since  your  mortgagees  foreclosed, 

It's  now  exposed  for  sale: 
And  this  exposure,  none  can  doubt, 
Is  likely,  friend,  to  freeze  you  out. 

What  compromise  the  translator  makes  will  depend 
upon  the  measure  of  his  inspiration  and  the  desires  of  his 
generation.  In  an  uninspired,  quantitative,  scientifically 
managed  age,  when  "Exhaustiveness  First"  is  the  motto 
of  the  academic  world,  and  its  first  means  of  measurement, 
it  is  no  matter  for  surprise  if  the  compromise  favors  the 
letter  rather  than  the  spirit. 

However,  let  us  not  be  unjust.  Even  the  academician 
of  to-day  knows  that  the  letter  killeth.  Prose  may  be  more 
poetic  or  less  poetic.  Neither  the  Lang,  Leaf,  and  Myers 
Iliad,  nor  the  Butcher  and  Lang  Odyssey,  nor  MackaiPs 
dSneid,  nor  Mr.  Cornish's  Catullus,  nor  the  Loeb  Trans- 
lations in  general,  are  unpoetical.  Their  prose  employs 
a  highly  poetic  vocabulary,  and  consoles  us  for  the  change 
from  poetic  form  by  smooth-flowing,  rhythmical  qualities. 
At  the  best,  it  is  both  accurate  and  musical.  Lacking 
the  highest  order  of  poetic  genius,  our  generation  is  doing 
the  right  thing,  and  doing  it  not  ill. 

But  let  us  remind  ourselves  now  that,  after  all,  rhythm 
and  metre  are  only  one  element  in  form,  though  that 
element  is  the  greatest.  There  are,  besides,  the  numerous 
structural  and  formal  peculiarities  common  to  both  poetry 
and  prose.  Lucretius,  for  example,  writes  of  primitive  man 
in  the  jaws  of  ravening  beasts: 

Et  nemora  ac  montis  gemitu  silvasque  replebat, 
Viva  videns  vivo  sepeliri  viscera  busto  — 

literally,  "he  would  fill  groves  and  hills  and  woods  with 
cries,  seeing  his  living  vitals  sepulchred  in  a  living  tomb." 
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Here  the  attempt  should  be  made  to  reproduce  alliteration 
and  assonance: 

While  grove  and  hill  and  wood 
Resounded  with  the  shrieks  they  sent  abroad, 
Viewing  their  living  limbs  fill  living  tombs. 

Mr.  Salt  renders  it  thus: 

a  living  prey, 

Would  fill  with  piteous  moaning  wood  and  wold, 
Seeing  his  live  flesh  buried  in  live  tombs. 

"I  will  look  down  on  riches  and  I  will  look  down  on 
hunger,"  is  accurate  English  for  the  intellectual  content 
of  Tibullus's 

Dites  despiciam  despiciamque  famem, 

but  preserves  no  suggestion  of  the  charm  that  resides  in 
the  original  alliterative,  assonant,  chiastic,  epigrammatic 
form.  One  indispensable  factor  of  the  matchless  Ciceron- 
ian rhythm  and  resonance  is  the  abundant  occurrence  of 
pairs  and  series  of  words  apparently  identical,  but  in 
reality  of  distinctly  differing  signification;  but  to  translate 
in  all  these  cases  the  entire  intellectual  content  would  be 
to  drown  the  reader  and  Cicero  alike  in  a  deluge  of  words. 
The  use  of  rhythmic  prose  is  hardly  less  difficult  than  the 
use  of  blank  verse  and  rhyme.  Actual  verse  makes  its 
way  into  the  midst  of  prose.  Accuracy  disputes  the  place 
with  euphony  and  rhythm:  the  inevitable  word  for  the 
sense  is  again  and  again  unmusical  and  commonplace,  the 
sonorous  and  imaginative  word  or  phrase  again  and  again 
just  misses  the  sense. 

Form,  however,  is  not  final.  The  poet's  end  is  to  com- 
municate thought  and  feeling,  and  form  is  his  instrument. 
Content  is  after  all  the  great  thing. 

This  is  very  true.  But  what  do  we  mean  by  content? 
To  answer  in  a  word,  there  are  two  kinds  of  content:  there 
is  intellectual  content,  and  there  is  emotional  content;  a 

ice 
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content  that  has  to  do  with  fact,  and  a  content  that  has 
to  do  with  sentiment;  a  content  that  imparts  information, 
and  a  content  whose  end  is  persuasion;  a  content  that  is 
temporal,  and  a  content  that  is  eternal. 

In  the  translation  of  intellectual  content,  one  of  the 
first  things  to  make  itself  known  is  that  there  are  words 
in  one  tongue  which  have  no  exact  equivalent  in  another. 
We  have  English  gentleman,  which  is  not  accurately  ex- 
pressed by  gentilhomme  or  galantuomo,  nor  by  signore  or 
seigneur  or  monsieur  or  herr,  which  serve  also  for  Mister, 
Master,  Lord,  and  Sire.  When  the  difficulty  in  this  re- 
spect is  at  its  worst,  nothing  will  do  but  a  bodily  transfer 
of  the  word,  or  a  circumlocution  which  spoils  the  effect 
of  the  original  because  it  k  a  definition  rather  than  a  trans- 
lation. Roman  newspapers,  for  example,  have  a  column 
devoted  to  Lo  Sport,  and  more  than  one  other  continental 
language  has  borrowed  the  same  term.  The  American 
bar  is  another  contribution  to  the  continental  tongues. 
We  choose  to  say  spaghetti  and  vermicelli  because  pack- 
threads and  little  worms  do  not  exist  in  our  dietary. 

Again,  some  words  have  equivalents  which  are  intellec- 
tually exact,  but  offensive.  Gendre,  belle-mere,  etc.,  have 
at  least  no  offensive  sound;  but  son-in-law,  father-in-law, 
husband,  step-mother,  mother-in-law,  and  all  their  train, 
are  ugly  in  sound  and  unpoetic  in  suggestion.  Neither 
verse  nor  rhythmic  prose  will  welcome  them,  and  circum- 
locutions are  always  cumbersome. 

Sometimes,  indeed,  the  equivalent  word  is  impossible 
because  the  equivalent  thing  does  not  exist.  The  patios 
and  miradores  of  Cadiz  and  Sevilla,  the  picadores  and 
bander iller os  of  the  corrida,  are  to  be  found  only  in  Iberian 
lands.  The  Italian  corona,  or  burial  wreath  of  metal, 
exists  in  Italy,  France  and  Spain,  but  is  almost  unknown 
in  the  United  States.  A  host  of  terms  for  weights,  meas- 
ures, values,  and  customs,  are  untranslatable  for  a  similar 
reason. 

Again,  words  which  are  identical  in  form  may  be  only 
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partially  identical  in  content.  Gentleman  varies  according 
to  the  quarter  of  the  English-speaking  world  in  which  it 
is  used,  according  to  the  social  circle,  according  to  lat- 
itude. With  Mark  Twain  and  the  United  States,  anyone 
is  a  gentleman  who  says  he  is  and  can  support  his  claim 
in  the  high  court  of  physical  appeal.  Not  every  English- 
man has  this  conception  of  the  term.  Sport  itself,  whose 
real  home  is  among  the  island  race,  has  a  decidedly  un- 
equivalent  existence  abroad. 

To  get  an  adequate  notion  of  this  variation  in  usage, 
nothing  is  better  than  seeing  an  American  translation 
through  the  English  press.  You  translate:  "It  is  well 
worth  while  to  stay,  and  witness  the  rites,"  and  your 
English  editor  makes  you  change  stay  to  stop,  or  tarry. 
You  write:  "Near  by  was  an  area  of  deepest  green,  a 
grassy  mead,"  translating  Latin  area,  and  find  that  "area" 
in  England  means  quite  differently;  you  must  say  plot. 

If  it  is  true  that  identical  words  in  the  same  tongue  may 
have  different  meanings,  it  is  of  course  even  more  true  of 
identical  words  in  different  tongues.  There  is  really  no 
escape  from  translating  cimitero,  cimitiere,  and  cementerio 
by  cemetery.  And  why  wish  to  escape?  says  someone. 
When  you  render  Blasco  Ibanez,  in  Los  Muertos  Mandan, 
"  the  sweet  calm  of  the  cemetery  asleep  beneath  the  sun  "  — 
una  dulce  calma  de  cementerio  dormido  bajo  el  sol  —  have 
you  not  said  it  all?  Yet  what  will  the  untravelled  Amer- 
ican make  of  the  author's  description  of  the  same  cem- 
etery? —  "Beyond  the  town,  in  monotonous  imagination 
Jaime  saw  the  cemetery  walls,  with  cypresses  rearing 
their  pointed  forms  above,  a  close-crowded  city  of  white 
buildings,  with  little  windows  like  oven-mouths,  with 
flagstones  that  seemed  like  covers  to  the  entrances  of 
caves."  Anything  so  cheerless  and  so  depressing  as  Pere 
La  Chaise,  with  its  scant  and  unsodded  lots  and  crowded 
tombs  and  concessions  a  perpetuite,  trentenaires,  and  tempo- 
raires,  would  be  hard  to  find;  and  there  is  no  spot  so  restful 
to  the  soul,  no  spot  that  so  robs  death  of  its  ugliness,  as 
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a    grassy  woodland   cemetery   in   the  New  World;  yet 
cemetery  is  an  example  of  compulsory  literal  translation. 
Again,  words  absolutely  identical  in  form  may  signify  very 
different  things.    French  place  has  come  to  denote  in  the 
United  States  a  pretentious  alley,  and  cafe  means  a  saloon. 
This   brings   us   to   the   subject  of  idiom.     The   most 
striking  characteristic  of  idiom  is  the  surprising  and  un- 
reasonable difference  between  what  an  expression  says 
and  what  it  means.     "Now  we're  square,  come  round 
again,"    says   the  American   hotel   clerk   to   the   baffled 
foreigner.     Of  what  avail  is  a  pocket  dictionary,  even  a 
good  one,  in  the  face  of  a  thousand  phrases  of  this  char- 
acter?   We  say  "flower  of  the  army;"  the  Romans  said 
"  the  oak  of  the  army."    The  Greeks  said  "  the  right  horn  " 
and  the  "well-named  horn,"  the  Romans  the  "right"  and 
"sinister  horn,"  and  we  say  the  "right  and  left  wings." 
The  Greek  said  "Don't  boast  till  you  see  your  enemy 
dead;"  we  say  "Don't  holloa  till  you  are  out  of  the  wood." 
Shall  we  translate  it  in  this  way?    In  the  Loeb  Theocritus, 
Mr.  Edmonton  does,  and  adds  a  footnote  in  explanation. 
The  American  in  Italy  tries  to  say  "  library  "  by  libreria, 
and  finds  that  he  has  said  "  book-shop."    He  says  lettura  or 
lecture  for  "  lecture,"  and  finds  that  he  should  have  said  con- 
ferenza  or  conference.    He  wants  to  tell  the  dentist  that  his 
gums  are  swollen,  and  instead  of  gengive  says  gomme,  which 
means  "gumshoes."     A  German  will  say  "with  other 
words,"  while  we  say  "  in  other  words."    His  logic  is  just  as 
good,  and  probably  better;  but  the  crushing  argument 
always  remains  that  this  is  not  the  way  we  say  it  here,  and 
he  must  conform  or  suffer.     The  Italian  has  a  very  pretty 
way  of  throwing  out  the  name  of  what  he  will  speak  of, 
and  then  repeating  it  by  a  pronoun:  //  fiore  I* ho  trovato; 
mio  fratello  Phanno  visto;  but  "the  flower  I  have  found  it" 
is  not  good  English.     The  Scandinavian  noun  can  add 
the  article  as  a  suffix,  barnet,  kongen,  and  can  repeat  the 
pronoun  without  pleonastic  guilt:  Du  er  nu  saa  klog,  du; 
jeg  undres,  hvad  det  er,  jeg.    Greek  has  a  wealth  of  particles 
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which  have  no  equivalent,  but  envelope  the  thought  in 
the  most  delicate  of  atmospheres.  Latin  has  no  articles, 
but  is  powerful  in  declension.  Spanish  and  Italian  are 
rich  in  diminutives  formed  by  mere  endings.  "To  fill 
Italy  with  monuments,  pretty  little  monuments,  and 
miserable  nuisances  of  monuments,"  is  expressed  with  the 
greatest  beauty,  simplicity,  and  ease:  per  riempire  P  Italia 
di  monumenti,  monumentini,  e  monumentucci.  The 
umbrella-man  cries  musically:  ombrelli,  ombrellini,  om- 
brelloni!  The  wind  may  be  a  vento  or  a  ventaccio.  A  pig 
may  be  a  porco,  a  porcino,  a  porchetto,  a  porchettuolo,  a 
porcone,  a  porcaccio,  a  porcacciuolo,  a  porcacciaccio,  a 
porconaccio,  a  porcaccione.  The  Dutch  meisjes  and  susjes, 
the  Kindchen  and  Schwesterchen  of  Germany,  the  signorine 
and  sorelline  and  angiolini  and  angioletti  of  Italy,  the 
queriditas  and  hermanitas  and  chiquitas  of  Spain  —  how  get 
them  into  English  without  loss  in  the  extreme  ?  It  is  only 
less  impossible  than  to  translate  the  polite  third  personal 
singular  Ella  and  usted  of  Italy  and  Spain,  or  the  familiar 
and  affectionate  du's  and  tu's  of  both  Romance  and  Teu- 
tonic tongues.  There  is  nothing  we  need  more  in  our  per- 
sonal and  public  relations  than  these  two  linguistic  devices, 
yet  we  are  absolutely  without  manageable  equivalents,  and 
must  supplement  the  clumsy  spoken  word  with  tone,  ges- 
ture, explanation.  We  say  "You"  to  a  kneipe  comrade 
and  to  the  President  of  the  United  States;  to  indicate 
familiarity  in  either  case,  we  must  add  a  slap  on  the  back. 

But  we  have  already  accomplished  the  transition  from 
intellectual  to  emotional  content.  Diminutives,  listed'* 
and  tu's  and  du's  and  Ella's,  dpas  and  ye's,  repeated 
articles  and  pronouns,  exclamations  and  expletives,  do 
not  describe  and  define.  They  move  the  spirit.  It  is  in 
the  emotional  vocabulary  that  languages  are  most  in- 
dividual, and  it  is  emotion  that  is  the  most  overwhelm- 
ingly difficult  to  translate.  Some  emotions  are  less  diffi- 
cult to  translate  than  others,  it  is  true.  Indignation, 
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anger,  hatred,  despair,  patriotism,  blasphemy,  grief, 
pathos,  the  nobly  serious  and  tragic  passions  in  general, 
will  translate  more  easily  than  friendship,  affection,  love, 
humor,  the  familiar  and  comic  passions.  Dio  mio  and 
mein  Gott  will  translate  very  conveniently  into  tragedy, 
but  if  our  American  womanhood  were  to  use  in  ordinary 
light  conversation  these  and  other  characteristic  and 
respectable  expressions  of  European  ladies,  the  foundations 
of  American  society  would  rock.  So  far  at  least,  we  permit 
our  women  to  swear  only  under  compulsion  of  supreme 
necessity.  The  English  and  American  renderings  of  the 
profane  vocabulary  are  invariably  awkward  and  insipid. 

Nowhere  is  the  rendering  of  emotion  found  more  dif- 
ficult than  in  the  exquisite  little  nothings  that  spring  from 
the  popular  heart.  Compared  with  these,  tragedy  is 
easy.  Try  to  put  into  English  this  little  nonsense  song 
that  comes  from  the  lips  of  a  young  father  in  Valdes's 
Maximina: 

Ed,  ea,  ea! 

Que  gallina  tan  fea! 
Como  se  sube  al  asta, 

Como  se  balanced! 

The  translator  who  did  try  it  — 

Bye,  baby,  bye-low! 

See  the  wild  hen  fly  low! 

is  a  conspicuous  example  of  courage.  Or  attempt  the  fol- 
lowing, which  occurs  in  Miguel  de  Unamuno's  Amor  y 
Pedagogia: 

Duerme,  nino  chiquito, 

Que  viene  el  Coco 
A  llevarse  a  los  ninos 
Que  duermen  poco; 

or  the  Italian  child's  evening  prayer: 

Buona  sera  ai  vivi, 

E  riposo  ai  poveri  morti; 
Buon  viaggio  ai  naviganti, 

E  buona  notte  a  tutti  quanti! 
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Nothing  in  all  the  world  more  charged  with  soul  than 
these,  nothing  so  hopeless  for  the  translator.  The  render- 
ing of  dialect  is  of  a  like  difficulty.  Tasso  will  translate 
more  easily  than  Trilussa's  romanesco  sonnets.  In  dialect 
you  have  the  humor  of  a  people  in  the  most  delicate  sense, 
where  it  comes  and  goes  "like  waves  of  shadow  over  the 
wheat." 

Thus  far  we  have  concerned  ourselves  principally  with 
the  emotional  significance  of  details  only.  Our  remark  on 
dialect,  however,  suggests  a  further  truth,  namely,  that 
language  has  total  individuality.  Mr.  Lillyvick,  for 
example,  received  a  very  strong  total  impression  of  the 
French  language: 

"What's  the  water  in  French,  sir?" 

"L'eau,"  replied  Nicholas. 

"Ah!"  said  Mr.  Lillyvick,  shaking  his  head  mournfully,  "I 
thought  as  much.  Z,o,  eh?  I  don't  think  anything  of  that  lan- 
guage —  nothing  at  all." 

Mr.  Lillyvick's  judgment  was  neither  scientific  nor 
correct,  but  the  fact  of  individuality  remains.  German 
is  guttural,  Dutch  is  more  so,  Scandinavian  is  chinky- 
mouthed,  Spanish  is  lippy  and  lispy,  French  is  nasal,  and 
English  is  them  all.  Modern  Greek  is  principally  ee  as  to 
vowel  sound,  and  to  Herodotus  the  language  of  the  bar- 
barians was  as  "the  twittering  of  birds."  Italian  is 
staccato  and  quantitative  —  in  the  mouth  of  the  common 
people  like  rhythmic  musketry,  in  cultured  mouths  like 
the  swinging  of  waves  or  the  flight  of  birds.  It  has  a 
rhythmic  as  well  as  a  tonic  individuality,  and  may  be 
recognized  by  the  practised  ear  from  its  movement  alone. 
"Nay,  all  speech,"  says  Carlyle,  "even  the  commonest 
speech,  has  something  of  song  in  it:  not  a  parish  in  the 
world  but  has  its  parish-accent;  —  the  rhythm  or  tune  to 
which  the  people  there  sing  what  they  have  to  say.  Accent 
is  a  kind  of  chanting;  all  men  have  an  accent  of  their 
own,  —  though  they  only  notice  that  of  others." 
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Even  the  printed  page  has  its  individuality.  Is  it  only  a 
fancy  that  the  Gothic  type  suggests  the  shaggy  forests  of 
the  vigorous  north,  and  Italian  an  open-mouthed  and 
vociferous  people?  The  Spanish  page,  with  its  abundance 
of  q's  and  its  prepositive  and  postpositive  exclamation 
points  and  question  marks,  furnishes  a  different  emotional 
background  from  that  of  other  tongues. 


Tone,  rhythm,  structure,  and  the  thousand  details  we 
have  only  hinted  at,  make  up  a  total  emotional  appeal 
which  has  a  distinctive  character  in  different  tongues. 
Just  as  there  is  a  prose  genius  and  a  genius  of  poetry,  so 
two  languages  have  different  geniuses.  We  speak  with 
perfect  truth  of  stately  Latin  and  polished  Greek.  That 
which  is  not  clear  is  not  French.  That  which  is  not  musical 
is  not  Italian.  German  is  organized  and  ready,  with  sen- 
tences that  analyze,  and  words  that  stay  at  their  posts, 
and  vowels  that  may  be  depended  upon  to  discharge  faith- 
fully their  sounds.  English  is  individualistic  and  insurrec- 
tionary, and  muddles  through.  Dutch  and  Scandinavian 
are  neutral.  James  Howell,  Welshman,  Clerk  of  the 
Council,  comes  back  from  a  Continental  tour  in  1642, 
reporting  that  "there  was  a  Spanish  Doctor  who  had  a 
fancy  that  Spanish,  Italian,  and  French,  were  spoken  in 
Paradise,  that  God  Almighty  commanded  in  Spanish,  the 
Tempter  perswaded  in  Italian,  and  Adam  begged  pardon 
in  French." 

A  language  has  its  own  soul,  its  peculiar  emotional 
appeal.  Quintus  Ennius,  saying  he  had  three  hearts  be- 
cause he  knew  Greek,  Oscan,  and  Latin,  and  Goethe  re- 
peating him  twenty  centuries  afterward,  were  not  indulg- 
ing in  a  mere  bon  mot,  and  they  did  not  mean  merely  that 
they  possessed  the  ideas  of  other  peoples.  They  had  been 
born  again.  The  oft  repeated  assertion  that  the  ancient 
classics,  or  any  other  classics,  may  be  read  in  translation, 
is  a  miserable  half  truth.  Translated,  they  are  not  an- 
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cient,  and  they  are  not  classics:  they  are  second  or  third 
rate  English  literature.  They  give  us  information  about 
antiquity,  some  of  it  true,  much  of  it  misleading,  but  it  is 
English  information.  The  modern  Spanish  novel  is  a  fine 
performance  concerning  whose  merit  the  best  critics  are  in 
accord;  yet  turn  it  into  English,  and  you  do  not  feel  that 
your  friends  will  share  your  enthusiasm.  The  Spanish 
soul  is  gone;  what  is  left  is  not  Spain,  but  only  about 
Spain.  Your  soul  is  the  soul  of  the  language  you  speak 
and  read.  Think  of  a  Titian  or  a  Goya  translated  by  a 
Chinese  or  Japanese  artist  into  the  oriental  color  scheme. 
Could  it  be  done  without  loss,  to  say  nothing  of  destruc- 
tion? Just  as  much  as  an  Italian  poem,  or  a  Spanish, 
could  be  done  into  the  oriental  languages.  Color  and  form 
are  more  visible  in  the  painting  that  in  the  poem,  and  the 
intellectual  content  less  prominent,  or  the  comparison 
would  seem  less  extravagant. 

It  is  the  soul  that  is  the  essential  part  of  literature.  The 
business  of  translation  may  indeed  stop  with  fact;  the  art 
of  translation  must  have  body  and  soul.  It  is  the  emo- 
tional element  which  is  the  distinctive  quality  of  literary 
art,  of  any  art.  When  language,  and  wood  and  stone,  and 
color  and  line,  and  marble  and  bronze,  and  sounds,  and 
morals,  begin  to  work  upon  the  spirit  —  begin  to  delight, 
to  console,  to  uplift,  to  inspire,  to  persuade  —  then,  and 
then  only,  do  they  become  literature,  architecture,  paint- 
ing, sculpture,  music,  and  religion.  Until  then,  they  are 
not  art,  but  business.  With  the  emotional  appeal,  trans- 
lation is  at  least  literature,  if  not  perfect  translation;  with- 
out it,  it  is  mere  language  —  a  body  without  a  soul. 

Aside  from  the  Bible,  which  there  are  reasons  for  not  re- 
garding in  the  light  of  other  translations,  I  venture  to 
think  that  all  the  inspiration,  all  the  stimulation  to  its 
emotional  life,  which  the  world  has  received  through  the 
translation  of  literary  art  is  more  than  offset  by  the  loss 
of  inspiration  and  emotional  enrichment  it  has  sustained 
through  the  encouragement  of  literary  study  at  second 
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hand.  The  Tower  of  Babel  may  have  been  bad  for  busi- 
ness, but  it  was  good  for  literary  art,  and  good  for  char- 
acter. The  Almighty  builded  better  than  the  workmen 
knew  when  he  confused  their  tongues  and  thereby  gave 
mankind  for  all  time  to  come  a  most  important  means  of 
grace.  When  the  arrogant  and  ignorant  have  said  all 
their  say,  the  fact  remains  that  the  supreme  concern  of 
society  is  the  cultivation  of  the  individual  soul,  and  that 
there  is  no  humanizing  influence  which  compares  with  the 
study  of  the  record  of  men's  thought  and  feeling  called 
literature,  and  that  the  clear  reading  of  the  record  must 
be  in  the  native  script.  To  read  well  even  the  literature 
to  which  we  are  born  requires  the  knowledge  of  tongues. 
The  older  generation  may  thank  God  for  bringing  them 
into  the  world  in  time  to  go  to  college  before  every  house- 
top in  Jerusalem  became  a  pulpit  for  some  sophomore  or 
state  legislator  preaching  in  bad  grammar  the  glories  of  the 
superficial  and  the  shameful  waste  of  the  deep  things  of 
God. 


To  return  to  dogma. 

This,  then,  is  why  translation  is  sin.  Literature  is  art, 
and  art  is  emotion.  Emotion  is  inspiration,  a  divine  thing, 
the  most  delicate  and  the  most  sacred  in  human  existence. 
The  business  fact  has  its  influence,  but  the  emotional  fact 
rules  the  world.  Translation  is  meddling  with  inspiration, 
blasphemy  against  the  Holy  Ghost.  If  after  all  we  do  not 
regard  it  as  the  unpardonable  sin,  it  is  because  we  can  feel 
that  the  divine  charity,  with  sociological  benevolence, 
looks  upon  the  translator's  environment  as  a  mitigating 
circumstance.  The  translator  is  less  culpable  than  an 
indolent  public  that  is  unwilling  to  pay  the  price  of  the 
genuine  and  is  boastfully  content  with  shoddy,  and  a 
teaching  profession  that  makes  more  of  literary  business 
than  of  literary  art. 


YOUR  BLOOD  AND  MINE 

SOME  years  ago  a  foolish  woman  wrote  to  Washing- 
ton asking  what  she  might  do  for  her  grievously 
ill  daughter.  She  received  answer  that  the  government 
was  not  equipped  to  touch  the  problem  and,  anyhow, 
it  could  not  interfere  in  such  obviously  unconstitutional 
matters.  But  to  look  after  the  redhaired  hogs  of  her 
neighbor,  which  it  was  thought  might  have  swine  cholera, 
was  the  duty  of  the  government,  and  it  was  a  pleasure  to 
send  across  the  country  a  recognized  social  worker  on 
hog  welfare. 

This  story  illustrates  the  essential  gulf  which  the  world's 
majority  has  always  felt  to  exist  between  human  and 
other  kinds  of  animals.  And  it  is  expressive  of  the  same 
logic,  that  the  farmer  knows  that  the  Holstein  may  not  to 
advantage  be  crossed  with  the  Jersey,  or  the  draft-horse 
be  permitted  to  roam  his  racing  stable;  but  what  harm 
if  his  daughter  marry  the  county  rake,  or  his  son,  who 
believes  that  life  holds  subtler  joys  than  drunkenness,  the 
village  simpleton? 

Eugenics  is  that  younger  science  which,  not  content  to 
ask  only  about  the  live  stock,  inquires  what  it  is  that  has 
made  and  marred  the  individual,  the  nation,  the  whole 
human  family  since  simian  days.  While  study  of  this 
question  under  the  discipline  of  science  is  scarce  half  a 
century  old,  the  Greeks  in  their  days  prayed  for  republics 
of  ideal  citizens,  and  poets  and  dreamers  have  hoped  for 
them  ever  since.  But  if  such  prayers  for  the  fit  have 
seemed  fantastic,  the  mercilessness  of  Nature's  Juggernaut 
is  gradually  making  even  the  taxpaying  vendor  of  gin, 
stout,  and  fusel  oil  pray  for  deliverance  from  the  overload 
of  the  world's  unfit.  The  difference  between  himself  and 
a  "damned  professor,"  he  may  have  missed,  but  not  that 
between  his  present  and  his  older  tax  accounts.  In  1850, 
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a  hundred  thousand  of  us  maintained  29  of  our  number 
in  jail  and  a  hundred  odd  in  the  insane  asylum.  Today 
the  same  number  support  125  in  jail  and  over  two  hundred 
in  the  asylum.  Half  our  protecting  legislators  raise  their 
voices  annually  against  the  cost  of  our  army.  But  where 
are  their  cries  against  the  higher  tariff  demanded  by  the 
insane,  whose  number  in  state  supported  institutions 
alone  exceeds  that  of  the  army  and  navy  combined  ?  When 
we  add  together  those  living  at  public  expense  in  jails, 
insane  asylums,  reformatories  for  juvenile  delinquents, 
farms  for  paupers,  and  homes  for  the  blind,  deaf  and 
dumb,  we  obtain  the  neat  total  of  three  million  in  these 
fair  United  States,  and  then  only  half  of  the  insane  are 
in  their  asylums,  and  nine  crooks  walk  the  streets  for 
every  one  in  jail. 

The  biologist,  the  medical  thinker,  the  modern  social 
worker,  in  following  this  visionary  ideal  of  a  fit  or  better 
people,  or  the  non-visionary  fact  of  an  ever  growing  unfit 
variety,  recognizes  that  man  is  not  different  from,  but 
only  the  end  of,  the  long  chain  of  living  things.  And  so 
the'  life  of  men  and  women,  whether  considered  as  in- 
dividuals or  in  mass,  does  not  become  something  for  which 
the  universal  laws  of  biology  are  invalid,  but,  like  the  life 
of  carrots  and  rabbits,  remains  the  product  of  external 
conditions  and  internal  mechanisms.  It  is  an  old  but 
entirely  foolish  question  as  to  whether  the  external  con- 
ditions (more  commonly  termed  the  environment)  or  the 
internal  mechanisms  (better  known  as  our  heredity)  are 
the  important  element.  Of  course,  both  are  important, 
though  no  one  conversant  with  the  facts  will  ever  be  able 
to  see  why,  in  the  minds  of  the  public,  the  environment  has 
so  long  overtopped  in  appreciation  the  more  important  and 
obvious  factor  of  heredity.  A  Kentucky  thoroughbred 
may  be  so  ill  trained  as  not  to  become  a  race  horse,  but 
a  broncho  can  never  be  made  into  one  by  the  best 
of  education.  The  Constitution  avows  the  everlasting 
equality  of  men,  and  crafty  and  emotionalized  orators 


Your   Blood   and   Mine         103 

assure  us  of  it,  but  in  our  hearts  a  few  have  always  felt 
that  something  besides  the  climate  of  a  Virginia  plantation, 
or  a  railsplitter's  chance  in  Illinois,  made  two  of  our 
presidents. 

Eugenics  in  its  broadest  purposes  considers  everything 
that  makes  for  race  betterment  and  race  deterioration, 
and  so  is  not  oblivious  to  the  ravaging  effects  of  filth, 
disease  and  poverty.  But  neither  is  it  content  with  their 
mere  recognition  or  amelioration.  It  does  not  object  to 
the  uplifter  who  scrubs  the  bum  and  makes  him  a  voice 
crying  holiness  in  the  wilderness  of  our  streets.  It  only 
goes  farther  and  asks:  Why  the  bum?  And  if  the  eugenist 
believes  not  only  in  the  negative  but  in  the  positive  aspects 
of  his  science,  he  may  humbly  point  out  that  there  are 
whole  families  who  since  the  days  of  Hector  have  sought 
the  water,  and  have  preached  continuously  the  simple 
truths  of  ethic  and  poetic  idealism,  simply  because  never 
stirred  by  any  other.  If  it  offend  anyone,  let  there  be  no 
diminution  in  what  is  lavished  in  money  and  energy  upon 
the  lower  hundredth,  tenth  or  quarter  of  our  population, 
to  boost  it  up  a  peg  or  two,  but  let  us  not  cease  to  ask 
whether  bigger  returns  might  not  be  effected  by  even  a 
decreased  regard  for  the  environment,  if  an  increased  one 
were  bestowed  upon  what  is  environed.  Expressed  solely 
in  dollars  and  cents,  one  Pasteur,  one  Koch,  one  Reed  is 
worth  the  whole  bundle  of  the  submerged  tenth,  with  the 
low  quarter  of  the  citizen  average  thrown  in. 

The  eugenist  cannot  see  the  universal  biological  laws 
of  environment  and  heredity  forever  repeating  themselves 
in  our  grains  and  flowers,  in  our  fancy-bred  chickens  and 
our  curly-haired  guinea  pigs,  without  wondering  whether 
they  do  not  also  hold  for  man;  and,  if  they  do,  why  they 
are  not  used  to  his  everlasting  advantage.  For  the  races 
of  plants  and  animals  these  laws  ceased  long  ago  to  be  the 
idle  speculations  of  long  haired  professors.  Because  of 
them,  hard  wheat,  beardless  and  immune  to  disease,  grows 
where  none  such  grew  before;  and  cotton  matures  and 
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benefits  man  where  previously  it  fed  only  the  bollweevil. 
What  are  these  laws  which  are  thus  convertible  into  food 
and  clothing,  into  human  happiness  and  money,  is  easily 
stated.  Somewhat  dogmatically  put  they  include  the 
following : 

The  individual  plant  or  animal  is  really  but  the  com- 
posite of  a  series  of  properties.  In  the  list  are  not  only  the 
physical  ones  of  stature,  color  and  weight,  the  physiological 
ones  of  strength,  nerve  responsiveness  and  resistance  to 
disease;  but  in  the  higher  animals  those  subtler  ones  of  dis- 
position, brain  quality,  and  moral  sense.  When  such 
properties  are  incapable  of  further  analysis,  they  are 
called  unit  characters. 

Let  it  be  remembered  that  the  possession  of  no  one  of 
these  is  any  index  to  the  presence  or  absence  of  any  other. 
Differently  expressed,  redhairedness  is  not  a  guide  to 
disposition;  nor  bodily  size  and  beauty,  to  quality  of 
brains.  Uninformed  critics  of  eugenics  constantly  forget 
this  simple  fact. 

Even  before  these  modern  days,  dull  experience  taught 
man  that  the  value  of  his  plow-horse  was  the  product  of 
its  feeding  and  ancestry.  But  he  has  not  even  yet  univer- 
sally learned  to  which  of  the  two  he  owes  most.  Do  not 
good  feeding  and  good  training  always  make  a  good  horse, 
and  is  not  the  origin  of  the  animal,  after  all,  of  secondary 
consideration?  The  breeders  have  long  known  how  to 
answer,  and  they  cry:  No.  The  virtues  of  food  and 
training,  more  technically  expressed,  the  environment,  is 
important,  but  most  important  is  the  material  put  into 
the  horse  in  the  first  place;  and  its  mother  and  father 
determined  that.  Without  material  to  build  upon,  the 
best  environment  becomes  purposeless,  while  even  the 
shabbiest,  if  it  allow  life  at  all,  can  rarely  crush  good  stuff. 

But  are  not  our  good  intentions  worth  something?  Is 
it  not  true  that  a  poor  horse  subject  year  after  year  to 
good  feeding  and  housing  and  treatment,  may  and  will 
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become  the  forbear  of  a  new  race  which,  in  that  same 
environment,  will  attain  that  higher  state  termed  better 
horse?  Unfortunately,  and  in  spite  of  a  prejudicial  desire 
for  a  totally  different  answer  expressed  in  the  purposes  of 
certain  aspects  of  pure  science  and  applied  sociology,  all 
the  evidence  that  statistics,  experience  and  experimental 
science  have  today  to  present  answers:  No.  What  a  plant 
or  animal  gains  through  environment,  in  other  words,  its 
acquired  characteristics,  are  not  heritable.  Its  progeny 
obtains  thereby  no  material  which  starts  it  at  a  level 
above  that  of  the  original  poor  horse,  and  if  the  farmer's 
son  does  not  learn  this  fact,  his  own  efforts  must  repeat 
his  father's. 

Just  what  is  necessary  to  prove  the  opposite  true,  is  not 
always  clearly  understood.  The  most  ardent  eugenist 
does  not  deny  that  poisonous  trades,  alcohol,  disease  and 
inadequate  food  may  so  injure  the  mother  that  the  progeny 
suffers;  nor  yet  that  a  continuation  of  these  externals  will 
keep  the  progeny's  progeny  in  the  same  state  forever  to 
come.  But  the  proofs  for  a  heritable  injury  to  the  germ 
plasm  demand  more  than  this.  They  require  that  an 
exposed  progeny  shall  in  its  progeny  show  the  brands  even 
when  the  originally  active  externals  are  removed,  and  this 
not  for  one  generation  but  for  all  to  come.  Experimen- 
tally, we  see  deleterious  externals  impressing  themselves 
with  difficulty  even  upon  the  first  generation;  and  whether 
their  influences  reach  even  remotely  into  a  second  genera- 
tion depends  upon  evidence  so  delicate  that  the  objective 
thinker  holds  it  not  proved.  Were  acquired  characteristics 
heritable  there  should  from  the  prolonged  influences  of 
education  be  intellectual  giants  among  us  such  as  the 
world  has  never  seen;  or  from  the  effects  of  alcohol  upon 
our  forbears,  none  without  a  passion  for  it.  The  radical 
will  therefore  hold  the  inheritance  of  acquired  characteris- 
tics unproved,  and  the  conservative  will  hold  it  unimpor- 
tant, as  compared  with  the  dominant  role  of  the  heritable 
qualities  of  the  germ  plasm  itself.  At  the  best,  the  former 
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cannot  accomplish  in  centuries  what  the  latter  does  in  two 
generations. 

But  as  definitely  as  box  stalls  and  clover  hay  cannot 
improve  the  quality  of  succeeding  generations,  equally 
definitely  can  the  breeder  say  what  will  be  the  type  of 
progeny,  if  he  may  select,  not  the  quarters  but  the  father 
and  mother  of  the  new  horse.  In  it  will  appear  only  those 
characteristics  which  were  expressed  or  latent  in  the  par- 
ent, be  these  formulated  in  terms  physical,  physiological 
or  psychic.  How  definitely  they  will  appear,  what,  in 
other  words,  are  the  probabilities  of  the  inheritance  of 
color,  of  endurance,  of  disposition,  can  also  be  foretold, 
for  such  inheritance  is  governed  by  Mendel's  law. 

In  its  simplest  form,  and  expressed  in  the  terms  of  a 
single  unit  character,  white  hens  will  breed  only  white, 
and  black  hens,  black.  Crossings  will  yield  a  mixed  color, 
generally  known  as  blue.  These  hybrids,  bred  among 
themselves,  will  in  the  next  generation  yield  a  brood  of 
which  half  will  be  pure  white  or  black,  and  in  equal  pro- 
portions, while  the  other  half  remains  "blue." 

If  in  place  of  white  we  will  write  any  superior  quality, 
and  in  place  of  black,  any  inferior  one  of  the  same  type, 
we  can  forecast  the  future.  The  first  generation  will  pro- 
duce only  mediocrities.  These  mediocrities  mated  among 
themselves,  will  in  every  four  of  their  progeny  produce 
one  superior  individual,  two  mediocrities  and  one  inferior. 
The  superior  mated  only  among  themselves,  will  produce 
only  superiors,  the  inferiors  among  themselves,  with  the 
same  definiteness,  only  inferiors.  Preponderance  or 
dominance  of  one  character  over  another,  as  black  over 
white,  may  shift  these  simple  proportions,  but  however 
slight  or  marked  the  shift,  the  proportion  remains  definite, 
and  this  whether  we  deal  in  the  plant  kingdom  with  the 
sweetness  of  corn,  the  absence  of  thorns,  the  color  of 
flower,  the  shape  of  leaf,  the  hardness  of  wheat,  the  size 
of  fruit,  or  the  absence  of  seeds;  or  in  the  animal  kingdom 
with  the  length  of  hair,  the  color  of  eyes,  the  absence  of 


Your   Blood   and   Mine         107 

horns,  the  presence  of  "muffs,"  the  frizzling  of  feathers, 
the  extra  toe,  or  the  pacing  gait. 

But,  say  you,  such  fatalism  certainly  does  not  govern 
the  high  activities  of  man.  Fortunately,  if  the  eugenist 
may  have  his  say,  unfortunately,  if  stupidity  is  to  rule,  it 
does.  The  pedigree  of  human  strains,  the  inheritance  of 
their  valuable  or  worthless  unit  characters,  the  value  of 
environment  upon  their  good  or  bad  protoplasm,  have 
been  worked  out  in  a  number  of  instances,  and  the  re- 
sults are  illuminating.  With  men  as  with  plants,  we  do  not 
"gather  grapes  of  thorns  or  figs  of  thistles." 

The  heredity  and  the  influence  of  environment  upon 
many  a  human  character  have  received  most  careful  study. 
The  color  of  eyes  and  hair,  the  texture  of  skin,  the  number 
of  joints  and  fingers,  webfootedness,  nightblindness, 
bleeder's  disease,  deafmutism  and  cataract  in  some  of  its 
forms,  weakmindedness,  imbecility  and  idiocy,  or,  to  end 
the  discouraging  list,  a  normal  mind  and  the  superior  one, 
are  as  definitely  subject  to  the  Mendelian  laws  as  any 
characters  ever  studied  in  hyacinths  or  rabbits.  Both 
good  and  bad  can  be  bred  into  and  out  of  families,  as 
definitely  as  white  and  black  can  be  bred  into  or  out  of 
the  coats  of  guinea  pigs. 

It  was  not  environment,  not  the  accident  of  being  good 
looking,  nor  of  working  as  a  servant,  nor  of  being  thrice 
married,  of  her  will,  against  her  will,  and  to  men  of  her 
own  and  of  her  friends'  choosing,  that  made  Goddard's 
New  Jerseyite  the  progenitor  of  30  feeble  minded  out  of 
37  children.  Nor  was  it  fog  nor  green  fields  nor  Cambridge 
that  in  a  Wedgwood-Darwin  marriage  made  six  of  the 
nineteen  children  of  two  generations,  men  of  unusual 
ability,  and  three  of  these,  fellows  of  the  Royal  Society. 

The  Swiss  family  "Zero,"  as  studied  by  Jorger,  was 
founded  in  the  seventeenth  century  by  a  hobo  and  an 
Italian  vagrant  woman  of  unsavory  character.  From 
them  came  a  son  who  in  his  turn  married  a  vagabond 
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wife.  The  returns  are  not  yet  all  in,  but  from  the  seven 
married  children  that  blessed  this  union,  there  sprang 
in  three  generations  57  vagabonds,  27  idiots,  26  weak- 
minded,  12  drunkards,  22  criminals,  with  one  murderer 
and  32  prostitutes. 

Dugdale's  "Jukes"  family  of  New  York  began  in  the 
five  daughters  of  the  sire.  Five  generations  enriched  the 
state  by  over  a  thousand  births.  Of  the  900  who  escaped 
death,  310  added  2300  years  of  almshouse  residence  and 
expense  to  the  state  budget.  Over  half  the  females  be- 
came prostitutes.  Sixty  of  the  family  were  thieves,  and 
130  were  convicted  of  crime.  None  could  be  taught  even 
the  rudiments  of  an  education.  Of  the  twenty  who  knew 
a  trade,  half  learned  it  in  prison.  In  cold  cash,  New  York 
has  paid  a  million  and  a  quarter  for  these  noble  Americans : 
for  their  blood  is  pure. 

Lest  it  now  be  argued  that  these  individuals  never  had  a 
chance,  that  no  one  loved  them,  that  the  children  were 
born  into  the  noxious  atmosphere  of  their  parents'  world, 
let  it  be  added  that  attempts  to  whiten  the  negro  by  giving 
him  a  miller's  job  have  also  been  made.  In  1861,  a  well 
meaning  and  kindly  priest  gathered  together  as  many 
of  the  "Zero"  children  as  he  could,  and  redistributed 
them  into  the  healthier  surroundings  of  better  homes. 
But  the  laws  of  biology  cannot  be  cheated  by  even  the 
noblest  intentions.  The  "Zero"  children  ran  away,  or 
followed  when  enticement  came. 

Contrast  with  the  "Zeros"  and  "Jukes"  the  descend- 
ants of  Jonathan  Edwards  as  studied  by  Boies.  Of  a 
number  about  equal  to  that  of  the  "Jukeses,"  295  were 
graduates  of,  and  13  became  presidents  of,  our  greatest 
colleges.  Sixty-five  were  professors  in  these  institutions, 
and  many  others  directors  in  lesser  schools.  Sixty  became 
physicians;  100,  clergymen;  75,  officers  in  the  army  or 
navy;  60,  authors;  100,  lawyers;  30,  judges;  3,  senators; 
one,  a  vice-president.  Eighty  entered  the  public  service 
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as  governors,  congressmen,  mayors  and  diplomats.     Of 
the  whole  line  not  one  was  ever  convicted  of  a  crime. 


What  the  eugenist  wishes  are  more  Edwardses  and  fewer 
"Zeros."  But  because  the  attainment  of  such  an  end 
requires  something  more  than  tawdry  thinking  and  a 
defective  sense  of  humor,  the  road  ahead  must  long  be 
stony.  There  is  nothing  very  upsetting  to  the  mind  when 
we  conclude  that  a  Burbank  potato,  a  pitless  prune,  or  a 
spineless  cactus  are  not  so  much  the  product  of  better 
water,  better  climate  and  more  fertilizer,  as  of  a  better 
selection  in  seed  material.  Nor  is  there  when  we  say  that 
the  same  is  true  of  mooley  cows,  of  speedy  horses  and 
gentle  dogs.  We  choke  when  the  animals  are  named 
William  Brown  and  Sallie  Jones,  and  when  the  eternal 
laws  of  biology  come  to  be  expressed  in  the  terms  of  daily 
human  life.  Courage  to  reason  to  the  final  consequence 
is  still  scarce  in  a  world  where  most  gulp  their  mental 
pabulum  as  they  do  their  food.  But  even  so,  eugenics 
ceased  long  ago  to  be  the  mere  hobby  of  cranks.  It  is 
today  a  practical  science  with  definite  plans,  though 
these  plans  are  anything  but  the  hodge-podge  which  the 
ill-informed  think  them. 

The  new  science  asks  man  for  his  own  sake  to  acquaint 
himself  with  the  observed  facts  that  eugenics  has  to  offer. 
This  is  its  first  feature.  As  eugenics  was  born  of  a  phys- 
icist, even  the  hardest  headed  philosophers  may  approach 
without  defilement.  Like  the  other  sciences,  it  knows 
that  not  everything  regarding  it  is  yet  discovered,  and 
so  asks  for  a  material  support  which  will  aid  further  in- 
quiry. There  is  certainly  nothing  violently  revolutionary 
in  this.  Or  is  there  harm  in  asking  where  the  geniuses 
come  from,  and  why  there  are  in  this  world  so  many  de- 
fective, insane,  impoverished,  weak-bodied,  weak-willed 
and  generally  no  good? 

In  cold  figures,  an  American  eugenist  would  like  to 
know  why  an  incapacitated,  unproductive  4%  of  our  total 
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population  needs  to  tax  the  rest  of  us  100  million  dollars 
every  year,  and  whether  these  elements  are  the  expression 
of  external  conditions  or  of  hopeless,  irremovable,  internal 
ones. 

The  eugenist  holds  that  he  has  at  hand  even  now  a 
treasury  of  facts  which  give  practical  answer  to  such 
questions,  and  upon  which  may  be  started  the  hopes  of  a 
better  people.  How  the  general  level  of  the  human  mass 
can  be  raised  is,  of  course,  obvious.  We  may  increase  the 
better  or  decrease  the  worse  elements  in  our  cosmic 
makeup,  or  do  both  at  once.  How  is  this  to  be  accom- 
plished ? 

The  world  has  the  record  of  several  centuries  of  a  more 
or  less  honest  attempt  to  improve  the  quality  of  man  by 
improving  the  quality  of  his  surroundings.  It  is  the 
record  of  Christianity.  It  would  be  pleasant  to  know  that 
this  often  splendid  example  of  altruism  had  really  suc- 
ceeded, or  could  succeed,  in  shifting  whatever  God-given 
protoplasm  appears  in  this  world,  from  the  biological  rank 
into  which  it  is  born  into  a  superior  one.  It  would  comfort 
the  soul  if  a  job  for  the  hobo,  a  minimum  wage  for  the 
shiftless,  a  new  start  for  the  prostitute,  were  the  only 
things  necessary  to  emancipate  even  a  small  fraction  of 
these  derelicts  from  their  fate. 

Unfortunately,  we  can  save  none  except  those  who  by 
economic  accident  or  by  false  rating  were  held  to  belong 
in  these  groups  when  really  they  never  did.  Slums  have 
never  brought  forth  pearls  which  were  not  first  lost  there. 
It  is  a  faith  we  would  gladly  embrace  that  such  changes 
in  externals  might  thus  save  the  race.  But  biology  will 
not  permit  such  stressing  of  the  environment.  It  is  not 
only  a  story,  but  a  scientific  fact,  that  the  oven  will  not 
make  biscuits  out  of  kittens  because  the  mother  litters 
there. 

These  facts  must  make  plain  the  need  of  much  revision 
in  our  present  day  methods  of  meeting  society's  problems. 
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The  eugenist  does  not  ask  that  there  be  a  slacking  of  any 
effort  which  by  offering  opportunity  will  save  even  one 
soul;  but  he  insists  that  we  learn  where  lie  the  obvious 
flaws  in  some  of  our  ambitions.  Let  there  be  no  debating 
the  merits  of  the  known  good;  but  will  a  jail  for  the  drunk, 
a  handout  for  his  neglected  woman  and  her  children,  and 
prohibition  to  protect  him  from  his  miserable  self,  once 
it  is  all  cast  into  law,  really  save  the  situation? 

If  the  merits  of  the  general  uplift  program  for  those 
directly  influenced  are  matters  of  debate,  our  present 
social  endeavors,  in  their  influence  upon  man's  progeny 
can  mean  even  less  or  nothing.  It  has  been  a  good  hope, 
but  the  social  reformer  who  believes  by  mere  control  of 
alcohol,  slums,  poisonous  jobs  and  working  women  to 
create  a  superior  human  strain,  is  doomed  to  failure.  It 
is  the  horse  in  his  stall  again,  and  the  stall  does  not  affect 
the  germ  from  which  spring  future  generations.  Ex- 
periment and  scientific  fact,  from  the  slimes  through  the 
polywogs,  through  man  himself,  all  show  this.  There 
seems  to  be  little,  if  aay,  inheritance  of  acquired  character- 
istics. 

But  if  these  worthy  ends  cannot  be  thus  obtained,  if 
soap  and  water  does  not  arise  to  attack  the  unwilling;  if, 
in  old  words,  a  thousand  dollar  education  cannot  be 
wished  on  a  two-bit  man;  if  no  external  can  develop 
protoplasm  beyond  the  value  of  its  source,  then  clearly 
a  study  of  sources  must  become  the  first  order  of  the  day. 

In  a  country  where  the  equality  of  creation  is  the  stock 
in  trade  of  the  vote  catcher,  and  where  the  accidents  of 
sharp  economic  practice  and  prostitution  have  confused 
the  concept  of  money  with  that  of  equality,  it  is  but 
natural  that  the  idea  of  an  inherently  superior  class,  or 
the  development  of  such,  should  be  laughter-provoking. 
The  eugenist,  therefore,  to  keep  his  program  practical, 
lays  emphasis  not  upon  the  rewards  to  community  and- 
individual  that  would  follow  any  effort  for  a  better  breed, 
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but  rather  upon  the  evil  consequences  and  injustice  con- 
sequent upon  the  unchecked  increase  of  the  unfit.  And 
let  it  be  clearly  understood  that  the  eugenist's  program 
urges  elimination  of  the  known  unfit.  Where  there  is  even 
the  slightest  hope  of  getting  out  of  the  mire  but  one 
Lincoln,  the  eugenist  has  been  and  is  only  too  glad  to 
gamble,  even  though  he  knows  he  is  playing  the  "double 
O." 

It  is  often  and  glibly  asserted  that  man  cannot  to 
advantage,  and  therefore  must  not,  mix  in  the  biological 
problem  of  sex  and  reproduction.  The  great  law  of  the 
survival  of  the  fit,  so  it  is  said,  governs  man  as  it  governs 
the  rest  of  creation.  Unfortunately,  it  does  not,  and  the 
reason  it  does  not,  is  in  good  part  man's  own  doing. 

In  even  a  but  slightly  more  primitive  world,  the  un- 
fit largely  perished.  Outside  the  tropics,  the  shiftless 
starved;  the  madman  killed  himself  or  died  in  jail;  the 
half  mad  was  ducked  and  died  of  pneumonia;  the  para- 
noiac was  crucified  or  burned;  the  drunk  died  in  his  coma. 
But  things  have  changed.  For  reasons  many,  these  are 
today  protected  against  themselves.  That  we  shall  do 
away  with  religion,  that  we  shall  lose  our  social  sense,  that 
we  shall  again  substitute  ignorance  for  science,  and  let 
barbarity  reign,  is  not  to  be  expected  or  tolerated.  But 
that  the  useless  elements  of  our  populace  shall  steadily 
increase  at  the  expense  of  the  useful,  and  at  their  cost,  that 
will  not  always  be  tolerated  either. 

Eugenics  asks  that  we  begin  again  a  classification  of  our 
people.  Are  we  not  worthy  a  stock  record?  Will  the 
wise  man  refuse  Equus,  Canis,  and  even  Sus  without  a 
five  generation  record  in  the  stud  book,  and  ask  no  ques- 
tions when  Roger  Fortesque  presses  suit?  Or  worse,  will 
he  risk  what  he  cherishes  most,  if  Roger's  known  record 
is  entirely  worthless?  The  question  brings  us  face  to 
face  with  the  exceedingly  practical  problem  of  what  to  do 
with  the  known  feeble  minded,  the  known  irretrievable 
criminals,  the  hereditary  epileptics,  the  chronic  insane. 
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Five  unbroken  generations  of  idiots  ought  to  suffice  to 
convince  any  state  that  here  is  a  line  which  might  be 
checked  in  its  procreative  propensities,  without  the  fear 
of  losing  many  Rodins,  Mayers,  or  Faradays. 

But  once  acquainted  with  the  biological  aspects  of  the 
problem,  and  possessed  of  an  indisputable  hereditary 
history,  what  may  the  state  do  to  stop  these  unfit  strains? 
It  has  been  its  long-recognized  right  to  segregate  them  by 
sexes.  It  has  been  said  that  doctors  and  eugenists  have 
objected  to  the  segregation  program,  and  insisted  on  un- 
justified and  more  drastic  methods  of  handling  the  whole 
problem.  This  is  not  true.  They  are  perfectly  satisfied 
with  such  a  program,  only  they  insist  that  it  really  be 
carried  out.  A  child  born  within  the  walls  of  a  home  for 
feeble  minded  or  a  prison,  as  the  product  of  visits  home 
and  paroles,  is  no  better  than  the  same  child  born  outside. 
Those  acquainted  with  the  facts  have  frequently  pointed 
out  breaks  in  the  segregation  system,  but  it  is  opportunist 
politicians  and  ignoramuses  who  have  raised  the  only 
outcry  against  it  that  the  public  has  ever  heard.  The 
politician  too  gladly  defers  payment  for  any  iniquity  to 
the  succeeding  generation  —  from  bonds,  through  poor 
farms  to  insane  asylums,  —  if  only  his  oncoming  election 
can  show  a  low  tax  assessment.  The  ignoramus,  under 
the  cloak  of  state  economy  and  charity,  teaches  the  im- 
becile to  make  brooms  so  as  to  earn  a  dollar  a  day;  and 
then  pushes  him  from  the  asylum  into  the  world,  to  beget 
twelve  of  his  kind  for  a  future  public  to  support.  The 
eugenic  thinker  merely  points  to  the  fly  in  this  ointment. 

It  is  the  enormity  of  the  problem,  its  high  cost  and  the 
large  number  of  flaws  in  the  actual  working  of  the  system, 
that  has  led  to  the  proposal  and  initiation  in  some  states 
of  laws  which  permit  of  slight  operations  upon  men  and 
women  suffering  from  proved,  incurable,  and  hereditary 
types  of  feeble  mindedness,  insanity  and  criminality.  The 
operation  of  vasectomy  in  men  is  so  simple  and  free  from 
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danger,  that  some  states  allow  to  expert  surgeons  as  much 
as  two  dollars  for  doing  it.  In  women,  the  analogous 
operation  is  equally  simple,  though  a  few  days  rest  in 
bed  must  be  allowed.  Neither  operation  is  to  be  con- 
founded with  castration.  They  change  nothing  in  the 
individuals,  except  to  deprive  them,  by  mechanical  means 
as  it  were,  of  their  powers  of  procreation.  Were  the  laws 
regarding  vasectomy  and  the  corresponding  operation  in 
women,  now  active  in  a  number  of  our  states,  made  na- 
tional, four  generations  would  suffice  to  eliminate  nine- 
tenths  of  the  crime,  insanity  and  inheritable  sickness 
which  today  defaces  our  land. 

Do  more  than  mere  sentimentality  and  misinformation 
stand  against  the  working  of  such  a  law?  The  subjects 
themselves  do  not  object,  and  many  whom  the  law  did 
not  cover  have  voluntarily  asked  for  the  operation  when 
apprised  of  the  fact  that  their  epilepsies,  their  hemo- 
philias and  other  desperate  stigmata  become  the  heritage 
of  their  children.  The  cry  that  such  operations  increase 
immorality  or  put  a  premium  upon  it  needs  careful 
weighing.  Self  control  is  the  badge  of  the  superior.  In- 
ability to  appreciate  and  unwillingness  ever  to  assume  the 
consequences  of  his  acts  marks  the  feeble  witted,  and  ex- 
plains his  recurrent  visits  to  the  court.  When  viewed  in 
this  light  it  becomes  evident  that  vasectomy  does  not 
offer  an  alternative  between  so-called  morality  and  im- 
morality; but  between  the  sex  act  without  certain  con- 
sequences, and  the  same  act  with  an  aftermath  of  physical, 
mental  and  moral  defectives. 

The  eugenist  would  not  only  protect  the  world  against 
its  folly,  but  would  have  it  learn  the  principles  of  genetics, 
that  it  may  better  understand  its  problem,  and  by  revision 
of  its  stupid  rules  of  social  behavior  protect  itself  from  a 
wrath  to  come.  Friends  of  the  bride  need  to  learn  that 
the  world  pays  rather  high  when  they  legitimize  a  child 
born  out  of  wedlock  to  a  mother  of  feeble  minded  ancestry 
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by  a  feeble  minded  father,  through  the  expedient  of  a 
marriage  which  produces  three  more  feeble  minded;  and 
that  when  one  of  these  proves  not  the  child  of  its  apparent 
father,  and  a  divorce  is  secured  for  him,  with  a  marriage 
to  the  real  father,  no  great  social  progress  has  yet  been 
made  when  four  more  feeble  minded  bless  this  second 
union. 

By  pointing  out  the  falseness  of  the  ideals  followed, 
eugenics  would  also  add  to  the  positive  aspects  of  the 
human  problem.  It  would,  for  the  sake  of  the  individual 
and  the  state,  encourage  all  that  makes  for  a  better  breed- 
ing of  the  human  species,  and  a  doing  away  with  the 
things  that  hamper  it.  To  war,  which,  in  the  judgment 
of  many,  picks  for  destruction  the  best  a  country  yields, 
it  must  of  necessity  be  opposed.  And  it  is  equally  opposed, 
in  the  piping  times  of  peace,  to  restrictions,  expressed  or 
implied,  which  forbid  the  marriage  of  teachers,  of  clergy, 
of  nurses,  of  skilled  workers.  At  many  an  altruistic  relief 
measure  must  it  look  askance.  To  see  to  it  that  dyed-in- 
the-wool  paupers  and  defectives  never  suffer  need,  may 
salve  the  conscience;  but  it  multiplies  the  burdens  of  a 
new  generation;  and  to  relieve  a  mother  and  father  of 
children  because  they  are  incapable  of  caring  for  them,  and 
to  stop  there,  is  equally  absurd. 

It  has  been  said  that  idealization  in  marriage,  and  a 
hope  of  well  born  children,  can  never  be  made  to  draw  in 
double  harness  with  the  realities  of  love  and  passion.  It 
is  a  green  knowledge  of  the  world  that  voices  this.  Succeed 
in  showing  us,  rather,  the  individual  who  is  not  interested 
in  the  quality  of  his  progeny?  Is  there  any  desire  in  the 
human  heart  which  can  more  definitely  be  turned  to  racial 
account  than,lthat  which  is  expressed  in  the  miserable 
faith  that  our  children  are  better  than  those  of  our  neigh- 
bors, and  that  the  superman  will  certainly  spring  from  our 
loins,  can  we  but  find  an  adequate  mate?  It  was  an  un- 
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conscious  recognition  of  eugenics  when  our  Constitution 
created  a  Senate:  for  in  it  were  to  sit  only  those  of  the 
first  families;  and  the  last  quarter  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury knew  just  who  these  were.  Today's  merchandiser 
of  hides  and  tallow  buys  a  crest,  incorporates  his  millions 
against  his  son,  and  hopes  by  help  of  the  law  to  keep  his 
name  a  power.  We  may  smile  at  his  attempt  to  create 
through  externals  what  can  come  only  from  within,  but 
what  he  does  is  clear  evidence  of  his  faith  in  his  own 
quality,  and  of  his  hope  to  be  the  progenitor  of  such. 

There  is  often  much  discussion  of  the  dot  or  of  the 
fortunes  of  a  family  into  which  a  man  or  woman  marries. 
Much  more  goes  with  them  than  is  often  considered  — 
honor  and  dishonor,  mind  and  imbecility.  The  primitive 
impulses  of  passion  will  be  stilled  as  effectively  by  the 
knowledge  that  a  bad  progeny  will  result,  as  they  are 
cooled  today  by  loquaciousness,  by  slatternness,  or,  most 
easily,  by  a  change  in  the  family  fortunes. 

In  the  middle  of  the  last  century  the  world  weighed  a 
scientific  problem  as  it  is  asked  to  weigh  a  more  modern 
one  just  now.  A  relationship  between  the  animals  had 
received  rather  broad  acknowledgment.  Trouble  began 
when  there  came  the  brutal  suggestion  that  man  was  him- 
self but  a  fragment  in  this  law  of  continuity.  A  similar 
problem  confronts  man  today.  What  the  breeder  has 
for  centuries  dumbly  recognized,  or  confidently  worked 
with,  in  his  plants  and  animals,  man  is  today  asked  to 
recognize  in  himself.  Upon  his  willingness  so  to  do,  and 
his  good  sense,  depend  the  weal  and  woe  of  his  whole 
future.  To  those  who  think  at  all,  it  is  apparent  that  it 
may  not  of  necessity  be  better  to  beget  in  love  an  idiot, 
than  in  reason  a  wise  man.  Let  the  humorist  have  his 
way.  In  an  idle  moment  he  makes  sport  of  eugenics; 
eugenics  has  made  sport  of  kings  and  dynasties  through 
all  the  ages. 


ON  THE  DISTAFF  SIDE 

WHATEVER  is  said  for  or  against  women  herds 
them  together.  Impatiently  I  find  myself  wonder- 
ing whether  in  some  future  life,  at  least,  we  may  not  have 
the  privilege  of  a  sharper  classification.  In  men-made  Ely- 
siums  "the  good"  split  into  pleasant  groups,  offering  wel- 
come and  sympathy  to  different  kinds  of  pilgrims.  When 
a  brave  Athenian  general  had  made  one  last  stand  against 
Macedon,  the  orator  at  his  funeral  exclaimed  magnifi- 
cently: "In  the  dark  under-world  —  suffer  us  to  ask  — 
who  are  they  that  will  stretch  forth  a  right  hand  to  the 
captain  of  our  dead?  There,  I  deem,  will  be  Miltiades 
and  Themistocles,  and  those  others  who  made  Hellas 
free,  to  the  credit  of  their  city,  to  the  glory  of  their  names." 
And  when  a  famous  English  poet  died  a  fellow-poet  as- 
sured us  that 

Rapt  though  he  be  from  us, 
Virgil  salutes  him  and  Theocritus; 
Catullus,  mightiest-brained  Lucretius,  each 
Greets  him,  their  brother,  on  the  Stygian  beach; 
Proudly  a  gaunt  right  hand  doth  Dante  reach; 
Milton  and  Wordsworth  bid  him  welcome  home; 
Bright  Keats  to  touch  his  raiment  doth  beseech; 
Coleridge,  his  locks  aspersed  with  fairy  foam, 
Calm  Spenser,  Chaucer  suave, 
His  equal  friendship  crave: 
And  godlike  spirits  hail  him  guest,  in  speech 
Of  Athens,  Florence,  Weimar,  Stratford,  Rome. 

Was  Joan  of  Arc  —  suffer  us  to  ask  —  welcomed  with 
Leosthenes  among  the  heroes  of  freedom,  and  Sappho 
with  Tennyson  among  the  lords  of  song?  Or  was  Charon 
instructed  to  ferry  them  over  to  some  Woman's  Building 
from  the  windows  of  which  they  now,  along  with  Cornelia, 
Queen  Elizabeth  and  St.  Catherine,  watch  soldiers  and 
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poets,  fathers,  kings  and  saints  pass  to  their  appropriate 
rewards? 

In  this  life,  I  must  confess,  it  is  not  only  men  who  lump 
us   together,    generous    as    they   are   with    the    scientific 
treatises  and  obiter  dicta  which  define  our  intellects  and 
fix  our  duties.     We  ourselves  are  all  too  prone  to  erect 
women's   buildings    and   edit   women's   journals.      Even 
to    me,   whose    youth    fell    within   "the    nineties,"    this 
seems  but  an  aftermath  of  that  righteous  war  for  the 
freedom  of  woman  which  was,  in  reality,  brought  to  a 
victorious  conclusion  in  the  latter  part  of  the  nineteenth 
century.     State,  church  and  society,  imagining  that  they 
were  speaking  for  "Nature"  and  "God,"  had  managed 
to  define  the  liberties  of  women  in  terms  of  their  own 
prejudices.    The  women  and  the  men,  many  of  whom  are 
still  living,  who  successfully  revolted  against  this  injustice, 
will  leave  names  "written  in  gold  on  the  scroll  of  his- 
tory."    But  often  a  reform  moves  so  rapidly  that  the 
emotions  of  its  instigators  become,  almost  cruelly,  out- 
worn before  they  realize  it.    It  is  difficult  for  the  pioneers 
of  the  "woman  movement,"  and  equally  difficult  for  their 
opponents,  to  realize  that  the  spirit  of  belligerency  is  no 
longer  necessary.     Some  women  still  talk  as  if  women 
and  the  men  who  support  them  and  fight  for  them,  men 
and  the  women  who  bear  them  and  nurse  them,  were 
engaged  in  a  deadly  sex-strife.     Some  men  still  talk  as 
unpleasantly  as  Turks  and  as  selfishly  as  spoiled  children. 
But  the  great  silent  majority  have  decided  for  the  "eman- 
cipation of  woman"  and  for  her  comradeship  with  man. 
Details    are    left    to    be    adjusted  —  details    of   politics, 
social  conventions  and  professional  opportunities.     But 
for  a  wise  solution  of  these  difficulties  men  and  women  are 
working  shoulder  to  shoulder.    Even  in  the  vexed  political 
question  of  the  vote,  we  are  not  divided  by  sex,  but  by 
opinion.     Men  walk  with   women   in   suffrage   parades, 
and   women   join    men    in    anti-suffrage    demonstrations 
from  the  sidewalk. 
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And  yet,  after  all  that  we  have  been  through  in  talking 
and  being  talked  about,  we  cannot  escape  the  sense  of 
collectivism.  An  anti-suffrage  friend  tells  me  that  I 
fail  to  perceive  that  women  are  "bound  together  in  one 
duty."  A  suffrage  friend  reproaches  me  for  not  sharing 
her  deep  feeling  for  the  "solidarity  of  the  sex."  I  am 
spewed  out  of  the  mouth  of  each.  This  perplexes  me,  be- 
cause I  agree  with  each  oftener  than  she  agrees  with  the 
other.  I  recognize  our  "one  duty"  as  our  chief  privilege. 
I  travel  through  life  with  "our  solidarity"  as  a  vade  mecum. 

Realizing  that  these  beliefs  —  my  intellectual  friends 
call  them  sentiments  —  seem  inconsistent  with  my  im- 
patience at  being  one  of  a  herd,  I  probe  further  and  dis- 
cover that  I  am  impatient  only  at  the  choice  of  a  sheep- 
fold. 

There  is  one  fold  in  which  I  glory  to  be  herded  with 
my  sex.  In  order  to  place  it  on  the  map  I  must  treat 
life  like  Gaul  and  divide  it  into  three  parts. 

First,  there  are  the  non-essentials  of  existence  —  the 
logician's  "accidents"  —  such  as  kinds  of  work  or  de- 
grees of  wealth.  In  this  realm  I  fail  to  perceive,  as  per- 
manent factors,  either  solid  masculine  rights  or  solid 
feminine  ones.  Here  solidarity  seems  to  me  to  be  that  of 
classes:  of  laborers  or  capitalists,  of  consumers  or  pro- 
ducers, of  teachers  or  boards  of  education,  of  poets  or 
grave-diggers.  Within  any  given  profession  or  trade 
women  may  have  special  needs  or  grievances,  but,  speak- 
ing broadly,  they  will  be  forced  to  adjust  these  to  the 
exigencies  of  their  class,  not  of  their  sex.  Factory  girls 
and  women  doctors,  for  example,  may  be  treated  unjustly 
where  their  fellow-men  are  not;  and  by  means  of  laws, 
or  moral  suasion,  these  injustices  must  be  done  away 
with  by  a  society  which  profits  by  their  work.  But  their 
lives  must  ultimately  be  shaped  by  the  proper  standards 
of  industry  and  medicine,  not  by  those  which  shape  house- 
keepers and  actresses. 


*2O         The   Unpopular   Review 

Secondly,  there  are  essentials  of  existence:  the  intellect- 
ual and  spiritual  realities.  Here  men  and  women  are 
merged  in  an  inclusive  whole,  sex  and  class  alike  obliter- 
ated. Within  occidental  thought,  at  least,  humanity  is 
one  in  the  concerns  of  the  soul.  Even  St.  Paul,  who 
frankly  made  use  of  his  class  to  ensure  trial  at  Rome 
rather  than  at  Jerusalem,  and  who  in  all  secondary  matters 
impressed  upon  the  church  the  inferiority  of  women, 
passionately  announced  the  unity  of  the  race  in  the 
Love  of  God:  "There  is  neither  Jew  nor  Greek,  there  is 
neither  bond  nor  free,  there  is  neither  male  nor  female." 
Neither  can  the  Truth  of  God  —  the  truths  of  science, 
philosophy,  language,  music  and  art  —  be  made  dual 
by  sex.  Here,  specifically  and  definitely,  the  will  of  the 
majority  outweighs  the  denials  which  still  drip  from  irate 
pens  in  daily  papers  and  in  magazines.  As  far  as  public 
opinion  is  concerned,  any  girl  in  America  is  as  free  as  air 
to  try  her  luck  at  being  a  scholar  or  an  artist.  If  we 
are  judged  only  by  the  fruits  which  we  have  added  to  the 
tree  of  knowledge,  by  our  scientific  discoveries  or  our 
poems  or  our  pictures,  we  can  boast  of  no  achievements 
comparable  to  those  of  men.  We  should  be  blind  indeed 
if  we  did  not  see  a  fact  which  is  more  steadily  than  en- 
couragingly held  before  our  eyes.  Perhaps  through  us 
knowledge  will  always  be  more  perfectly  transubstanti- 
ated into  life  than  into  new  knowledge.  This  may  even 
be  fortunate  for  society.  But,  at  any  rate,  it  is  a  mere 
detail,  a  mere  question  of  the  kind  of  luggage  brought 
back  on  the  return  trip,  which  fails  to  divide  into  male  and 
female  the  travelers  in  the  realms  of  gold. 

We  now  come  to  the  third  of  our  divisions  of  life.  In 
between  the  dusty  plain  of  occupation  and  the  serene 
citadels  of  the  spirit,  lies  the  place  of  the  diurnal  round 
of  living  together.  One's  luck  on  the  plains  may  make 
this  into  a  palace  or  a  tenement,  a  home  or  a  boarding- 
house.  One's  stores  in  the  citadel  will  decide  its  happiness 
and  its  value.  The  sexes  are  equally  responsible  for  its 
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maintenance.  But  the  duties  and  privileges  which  this 
maintenance  involves  are  cleft  in  two  by  sex.  With  re- 
joicing I  find  myself  herded  together  with  other  women 
in  the  emotions,  silences,  wounds,  magnanimities,  sacri- 
fices and  rewards  out  of  which  human  relationships  are 
wrought. 

For  all  I  know,  the  same  sense  of  masculine  solidarity 
may  be  comforting  and  stimulating  to  men.  But  as  con- 
ditions have  been  for  many  centuries  and  still  are  men 
less  frequently  than  women  are  isolated  from  each  other 
in  their  outward  conditions  and  therefore  (I  suppose) 
less  dependent  upon  an  inward  consciousness  of  kind. 
Even  in  these  days  of  women  in  factories  and  offices  and 
clubs,  the  great  majority  do  their  main  work  within 
separated  houses.  Mrs.  Putnam,  in  her  brilliant  study 
of  The  Lady,  calls  attention  to  the  loneliness  of  the  Greek 
lady,  confined  to  her  home,  over  against  the  peasant 
women  who  worked  in  the  fields  with  their  fellows,  the 
market  women  who  chattered  in  the  market-place,  and 
the  hetairai,  like  Aspasia,  who  came  and  went  as  they 
would,  and  sharpened  their  wits  by  talk  with  Pericles 
and  all  sorts  of  people.  In  spite  of  our  abundant  freedom, 
our  own  choice  is  likely  to  isolate  us  from  the  open  meet- 
ing places.  Our  hours  of  ease  can  be  lived  in  a  crowd, 
but  if  our  task  is  tending  the  Penates  within  the  house, 
it  is  a  lonelier  one  than  sacrificing,  as  our  men  do,  to  com- 
mon gods  in  the  market-place  amid  the  hum  and  stir  of 
civic  life.  Even  the  women  who  work  outside  the  house 
are  more  likely,  when  evening  falls,  to  scurry  home  and 
stir  up  the  fire  on  the  hearth  than  to  join  in  festal  choruses 
with  their  fellow-workers. 

It  is  not  only  the  married  housekeepers  (to  which  class 
I  belong)  who  perform  "home  duties.'*  Experience  — 
for  I  have  not  always  belonged  to  the  same  class  —  and 
observation  convince  me  that  a  professional  or  wage- 
earning  woman  may  be  as  devoted  a  daughter,  sister,  or 
even  "wife  and  mother"  as  the  economically  dependent 
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"homemaker"  of  the  anti-feminist's  creed.     His  (or  her) 
dogma  of  a  world  in  which  every  Jill  could,  if  she  only 
would,  have  a  Jack  to  take  care  of  her  forever,  has  no 
counterpart  in  reality.     The  most  cursory  knowledge  of 
the  real  world  shows  that  many  a  woman  obeys  the  law 
of  economic  necessity  in  working  outside  the  home,  for 
herself  or  —  some  Jack  having  failed  —  for  others.     I 
know  women  who  are  supporting  mothers  and  fathers, 
younger  brothers  and  sisters,  children  and  even  husbands. 
It  is  not  among  them  that  we  most  often  see  the  selfish- 
ness and  rapaciousness,  or  the  crossness   and   pettiness 
which  sometimes  dishonor  the  American  home.    Nor  are 
those  women  who  are  impelled  by  other  than  economic 
motives  to  go  beyond  the  house-door  necessarily  destroy- 
ers of  personal  relationships.     On  the  contrary,  they  far 
oftener,  for  the  sake  of  human  beings,  destroy  in  embryo 
a  book  or  picture  or  scientific  theory.     I   repeat  that 
many  of  the  so-called  "independent"  women  never  let 
themselves  penetrate  so  far  into  the  market-place  that 
they  cannot  hear  the  faintest  call  from  home.     These 
women,   then,  as  well  as  the  vast  majority  who  work 
within  the  house,  may  easily  feel  isolated  within  personal 
emotions  and  services. 

But  in  these  emotions  and  services  lies  the  fundamental 
unity  of  women  over  against  men.  In  all  epochs  a  mother 
has  been  different  from  a  father,  a  daughter  from  a  son, 
a  sister  from  a  brother,  a  woman  friend  from  a  man  friend. 
In  the  relation  of  lover  and  lover  women  are  supposed  to 
have  shown  through  the  ages  a  "psycho-physical  unity," 
while  men  have  varied  from  mood  to  mood  and  manner  to 
manner.  "His  feeling  alone  has  a  history,"  we  are  told 
by  a  recent  historian  of  "the  emotional  life  of  the  human 
race."  I  find  it  a  little  difficult  to  understand  that  while 
Catullus  and  Antony,  Dante  and  Abelard,  Robert  Brown- 
ing and  Prince  Albert  loved  differently,  Lesbia  and 
Cleopatra,  Beatrice  and  Heloise,  Elizabeth  Barrett  and 
Queen  Victoria  all  returned  the  emotion  in  the  same 
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"psycho-physical"  way.  But  perhaps  the  writer  in  the 
Unpopular  Review  who  said  that  women's  work  was  to 
make  the  world  good,  and  not  to  analyze  ethical  problems, 
would  assure  me  that  our  work  also  is  to  make  men  fall  in 
love  with  us,  and  not  to  analyze  emotions.  The  task  is 
certainly  a  gayer,  if  a  more  difficult,  one.  And  I  confess 
that  the  kind  of  solidarity  thrust  upon  us  by  the  author  of 
Eros  is  more  attractive  than  other  sorts  offered  to  us  in 
recent  years.  I  once  sat  through  a  lecture  on  "The 
Efficient  Woman  of  the  Twentieth  Century."  From  it 
I  went  to  a  class-room  to  teach  Euripides.  As  I  opened 
to  Phaedra's  destructive  passion,  only  the  presence  of 
literal-minded  youth  prevented  me  from  exclaiming: 
Thank  God  for  Aphrodite !  She  may  still  be  trusted,  in 
noble  guise  or  base,  to  outwit  efficiency,  and  unite  the 
woman  of  the  twentieth  century  with  the  queen  or  peasant 
of  the  heroic  age.  My  chief  quarrel  with  the  intellectual- 
ist  is  that  she  desires  emotional  isolation  from  the  crowd. 
I  once  knew  a  brilliant  woman  to  whom  love  was  an  il- 
lusion and  marriage  bourgeois.  Aphrodite  moulded  her 
to  her  will  at  last,  but  even  then  she  refused  full  salvation. 
"Our  love,"  she  insisted,  "is  one  of  the  great  loves  of 
history."  So  pompous  was  she  in  the  face  of  nature  and 
humanity! 

But  let  us  return  to  the  diurnal  round,  to  the  sweet 
uses  of  all  affection,  to  Vesta,  on  whose  hearth  matrons 
and  maids  alike  keep  up  the  sacred  fires  of  human  hap- 
piness and  comfort.  It  is  perfectly  true  that  many  women 
misuse  the  affections  and  make  living  together  a  cruel 
penance  for  those  who  are  involved  with  them.  From 
history  and  contemporary  life  example  after  example 
could  be  drawn.  But  doubtless  by  actual  count  there  is 
only  one  selfish  mother  to  a  million  unselfish  ones,  one 
disloyal  daughter  to  a  thousand  filial  ones.  The  millions 
and  thousands,  not  the  tens  and  hundreds,  form  the 
standards  of  our  sex.  No  clear  thinker  judges  the  church 
by  its  immoral  clergymen  or  the  army  by  its  dishonorable 
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officers.  Church  and  army  work  as  great  wholes,  building 
up  traditions  which  inspire  and  lead  on  novitiates  and 
recruits.  So  women,  if  they  will,  may  find  themselves 
inspired  by  the  traditions  of  the  great  body  into  which 
they  are  born.  The  solidarity  of  women  over  against  men 
in  industry  and  professions,  in  politics,  education  and 
religion  is  purely  fictitious.  But  in  the  business  of  loving 
and  serving  —  I  choose  these  hackneyed  words  because 
they  are  also  clean  and  "  antiseptic  "  —  we  may  accept 
an  indestructible  union.  In  this  acceptance  women  enor- 
mously increase  the  value  of  their  individual  experiences. 
They  are  no  longer  solitary  workers  with  solitary  wounds 
and  obscure  rewards,  but  become  champions  of  a  superb 
idea,  conquerors  in  a  holy  cause.  Each  woman  becomes  a 
richer,  more  dynamic  personality,  Her  lonely  force  is 
raised  to  the  nth  power. 

For  one  thing,  she  adds  to  her  courage  that  of  the 
women  whose  accidental  concerns  are  different  from  her 
own.  At  a  period  when  atra  Cura  rode  with  me  on  every 
train  a  working  woman  in  my  old  home  stopped  me  on 
the  street  one  day  to  say:  "I  want  to  tell  you  that  I  know 
just  how  you  feel,  divided  between  your  husband  and  your 
mother.  I  have  been  through  it."  The  simple  words 
put  me  on  a  great  highway,  in  the  friendly,  inspiring  com- 
pany of  thousands  of  my  kind. 

A  woman  may  also  add  to  her  own  courage  that  of 
her  ancestors.  Family  traditions  on  the  distaff  side  may 
be  as  important  and  specific  as  those  on  the  side  of  the 
shield  and  spear.  In  hours  of  perplexity  many  a  woman 
beside  myself  must  have  remembered  stories  of  her  great- 
grandmother.  One  of  my  friends,  looking  tranquilly 
back  over  a  time  of  storm  and  stress,  told  me  that  at  a 
critical  moment  she  was  prevented  from  betraying  to  her 
son  the  agony  he  was  causing  her,  by  finding  a  letter 
written  by  her  grandmother  to  her  son  when  he  seemed 
to  be  doing  his  best  to  break  her  heart.  The  letter  was 
written  from  a  sick-bed  in  pencil  and  was  dim  and  worn 
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as  if  it  had  been  often  handled.  "I  wish  to  tell  you," 
ran  the  dauntless  words,  "how  great  my  happiness  in  you 
has  been.  I  have  many  pleasant  interviews  with  you  in 
the  night-watches,  and  when  I  hear  the  click  of  the  gate 
I  say  to  myself,  '  there  may  be  Charles.'  Remember  that 
by  the  hearth  stands  a  chair  which  only  you  can  fill." 

And,  finally,  a  woman  may  come  to  feel  herself  at  one 
with  all  the  women  of  history,  with  those  whom  historians 
delight  to  honor  and  those  whose  unmemorialized  lives 
persist  in  random  records  on  ancient  grave-stones  in 
Greece  and  Rome  and  Germany  and  Britain  and  Spain. 
The  Greek  "lady"  and  Aspasia  and  the  woman  who  sold 
bread  in  the  Athenian  market-place  understood  certain 
things  which  could  scarcely  have  been  explained  to  Peri- 
cles or  to  the  man  who  made  his  boots.  The  modern 
"lady"  or  "feminist"  or  factory  worker,  the  Servian 
woman  dying  in  a  trench,  the  American  woman  filling  her 
man's  dinner  pail  in  peace  at  home,  know  very  well  what 
these  things  were. 

We  are  all  familiar  with  the  story  of  Arria,  who,  when 
her  husband  was  condemned  to  suicide  and  hesitated, 
plunged  the  knife  into  her  own  breast  and  then  handed  it 
to  him,  saying,  "It  does  not  hurt,  Paetus."  From  the 
day  it  happened  this  has  been  regarded  as  heroism.  But 
any  woman,  then  as  now,  would  have  agreed  with  Arria's 
granddaughter,  Fannia,  who  told  Pliny  that  she  and  her 
mother  thought  other  acts  of  the  great  lady  quite  as  brave. 
Once  her  husband  and  son  were  sick  at  the  same  time, 
and  the  son  died.  She  did  not  tell  the  father  until  the 
crisis  of  his  own  illness  had  passed,  but  in  the  sick-room 
spoke  of  the  boy  as  still  alive,  replying  to  anxious  questions 
that  he  had  eaten  more  and  slept  better.  When  she  could 
not  control  herself,  she  would  go  off  for  a  time  to  her  own 
room  and  come  back  serene  and  smiling.  Fannia  herself 
met  terrible  sorrows  with  courage  and  dignity,  among 
other  experiences  going  into  exile  rather  than  submit  to 
the  decree  of  the  Roman  senate  that  her  husband's  memory 
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should  be  dishonored.  The  accidents  of  her  life  and  mine 
are  absurdly  different.  But  we  could  have  passed  a 
pleasant  hour  talking  over  our  grandmothers.  For  my 
mother  has  told  me  how  mine  also  buried  a  son  before 
she  dared  to  tell  his  sick  father  of  his  illness  and  death; 
and  of  how,  a  few  months  later,  she  kept  from  her  husband, 
soon  about  to  die  himself,  the  news  of  the  death  of  another 
son,  killed  in  battle  in  the  Civil  War.  The  letter  had 
come  on  a  moonlight  night,  and  the  mother  had  been  called 
from  the  sick-room  to  read  it.  She  learned  that  when 
her  son  was  told  that  he  could  not  live,  he  had  said,  "It 
is  a  great  cause  to  die  for";  and  that  when  the  chaplain 
had  asked  him  what  he  should  tell  his  mother  and  sisters  — 
was  it  well  with  his  soul  ?  —  ,  he  had  smiled  and  whispered, 
"Tell  them  that  I  think  it  is  well  with  my  soul."  Content 
with  this  she  went  back  to  the  sick-room.  Few  women 
have  had  a  chance  to  show  their  husbands  how  to  die, 
but  millions  have  let,  and  are  letting,  their  men  go  to 
death  without  a  tear.  And  over  and  over,  in  times  of 
peace,  these  same  millions,  like  Arria  and  my  grandmother, 
have  performed  the  daily  acts  of  courage  out  of  which 
heroism,  at  a  crisis,  blooms. 

Women,  in  their  emotions  and  silences,  magnanimities 
and  sacrifices,  are  no  whit  finer  than  their  lovers  or  fathers 
and  brothers.  They  are  only  different.  A  woman  who  in 
this  difference  rather  than  in  some  imaginary  warfare 
perceives  the  "solidarity  of  the  sex"  sees  beyond  her  own 
flax  to  the  larger  web.  This  web  is  made  up  of  many 
patterns.  The  distaff's  threads  may  be  woven  by  home- 
staying  women  into  happy  lives,  by  philanthropic  women 
into  social  justice,  by  gifted  women  into  literature  or 
music  or  art.  Unity  does  not  involve  uniformity.  We 
are  not  destined  for  a  Woman's  Building  —  an  Old 
Ladies'  Home  —  on  the  Styx.  Rather  we  may  hope  that 
at  the  edge  of  that  "shore  unseen  where  all  must  lodging 
find"  even  friendly  talk  of  distaves  and  spears  will  cease. 


TINKERING  THE  CONSTITUTION 

PRESIDENT  ROOSEVELT  observed,  when  the 
Oklahoma  constitution  of  1907  was  submitted  to 
him,  that  it  was  very  comprehensive;  he  could  think  of 
nothing  left  out,  unless  it  might  be  the  specific  kind  of 
powder  to  be  used  in  cleaning  a  pig's  teeth.  There  has 
been  much  effort  to  make  the  Federal  Constitution  com- 
prehensive and  if  it  could  be  amended  as  easily  as  some 
state  constitutions  are  made,  it  would  long  ago  have 
become  a  medley  of  contradictions,  and  a  patchwork  as 
curious  as  that  produced  at  the  old-fashioned  quilting- 
bee  when  our  grandmothers  gathered  around  the  frame, 
each  with  an  assortment  of  brilliantly  colored  and  oddly 
shaped  patches  to  piece  into  the  crazy  quilt  for  exhibition 
at  the  county  fair.  Tinkering  the  Constitution  has  been  a 
mania  with  a  good  many  people  ever  since  it  was  adopted, 
and  every  generation,  every  decade,  almost  every  year 
since  1789,  has  produced  its  tinkers  who  had  all  sorts  of 
odd  patches  to  be  placed  on  the  Constitution  "to  promote 
the  general  welfare,  and  secure  the  blessings  of  liberty 
to  ourselves  and  our  posterity."  There  have  been  more 
than  2,500  resolutions  to  amend  the  Constitution  intro- 
duced in  Congress  since  the  Fathers  finished  what  Glad- 
stone described  as  "the  most  wonderful  work  ever  struck 
off  at  one  time  by  the  brain  and  purpose  of  man."  No 
other  political  document  has  received  so  much  praise 
from  the  statesmen  of  the  world,  and  no  other  consti- 
tution has  been  so  often  the  model  for  self-governing 
people,  but  many  of  those  who  live  under  this  old  charter 
believe  that  it  needs  amendment,  and  that  they  can  sug- 
gest the  exact  language  which  will  make  it  the  real  living 
voice  of  free  government.  Apparently,  no  one  desires 
to  do  away  with  the  Constitution  or  to  make  an  entirely 
new  one,  for  while  nearly  every  State  has,  time  and  again, 
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held  conventions  and  framed  new  constitutions,  there 
has  never  been  introduced  in  Congress  a  resolution  to 
call  a  convention  to  frame  a  new  Federal  Constitution  or 
to  make  a  complete  revision.  There  was  some  discussion 
of  that  kind  in  the  convention  just  before  it  adjourned  in 
1787,  but  the  delegates  appear  to  have  agreed  with  Dr. 
Franklin,  that  while  there  were  some  things  in  it  of  which 
he  did  not  wholly  approve,  he  was  not  certain  he  never 
would  approve,  and  he  was  willing  to  doubt  a  little  his 
own  infallibility  and  sign  the  instrument  because  he  did 
not  believe  another  convention  could  do  better.  Either 
through  veneration  for  a  political  instrument  that  has 
received  so  much  commendation  throughout  the  civilized 
world,  or  for  the  same  reason  given  by  Franklin,  no  re- 
sponsible Representative  has  ever  proposed  to  Congress 
that  it  should  formally  invite  the  American  people  to 
elect  delegates  to  a  national  convention  to  revise  the 
Constitution  of  the  United  States. 

The  amendments  that  have  been  proposed,  however, 
would  have  made  the  Constitution  over  a  dozen  times,  in 
a  dozen  different  ways,  if  Congress  and  the  people  had  not 
been  too  old  fashioned  to  follow  the  constitution  tinkers. 
The  records  of  every  Congress  from  the  beginning  bear 
evidence  of  the  activity  of  these  people  and  they  are  just 
as  active  now  as  at  any  time  in  the  past.  The  records  of 
the  sixty-third  Congress  show  not  only  great  activity 
but  great  ingenuity  on  the  part  of  the  inventors  of  amend- 
ments, and  there  repose  in  that  record  more  than  one 
hundred  resolutions  proposing  amendments,  covering  a 
great  variety  of  subjects;  ranging  from  a  prohibition 
against  any  State  denying  or  abridging  the  right  of  suf- 
frage on  account  of  sex,  to  the  repeal  of  the  I4th  and  I5th 
amendments  and  permitting  the  States  to  deny  the  right 
of  suffrage  on  account  of  race  or  color;  from  the  prohibi- 
tion of  polygamy,  to  the  Federal  regulation  of  marriage 
and  divorce;  from  the  reduction  of  the  powers  and  tenure 
of  the  Executive  and  the  Judiciary,  to  the  extension  of  the 
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powers  and  tenure  of  the  Representatives  in  Congress; 
from  the  popular  election  of  Federal  Judges  including 
those  of  the  Supreme  Court,  to  their  recall;  from  the 
election  of  postmasters,  to  making  the  President  ineligible 
to  a  third  term;  from  the  prohibition  of  the  manufacture 
and  sale  of  alcohol,  to  giving  Congress  power  to  regulate 
the  hours  of  labor  throughout  the  country;  from  giving 
Congress  power  to  suppress  monopolies,  to  eliminating 
completely  Congress  from  the  function  of  amending  the 
Constitution,  and  giving  a  monopoly  in  that  great  function 
to  the  state  legislatures,  so  that  when  one  of  these  legis- 
latures proposed  an  amendment  and  persuaded  35  other 
legislatures  to  approve,  the  Constitution  should  be  then 
and  there  amended,  whatever  the  wishes  of  Congress  and 
the  people.  Then  to  offset  these  efforts  to  give  and  take 
from  the  legislative,  executive  and  judicial  departments, 
there  was  proposed  an  amendment  that  would  make 
Uncle  Sam  a  Little  Father  to  the  American  people,  with 
power  to  right  all  wrongs,  to  take  from  those  who  have  and 
give  to  those  who  have  not.  This  amendment  introduced 
"by  request,"  provides  that  when  a  citizen,  or  combina- 
tion of  citizens,  shall  be  found  "possessed  of  wealth, 
property,  power,  influence  or  honor  by  dishonesty,"  it 
shall  be  the  duty  of  the  government  to  dispossess  said 
citizens  or  combination  of  citizens  and  restore  to  the 
rightful  owners  the  said  wealth,  property,  power,  influ- 
ence or  honor.  In  case  the  rightful  owners  cannot  be 
found  these  possessions  shall  escheat  to  the  people  of 
the  State  or  of  the  United  States.  The  preamble  to  this 
resolution  indicates  that  the  proposed  amendment  is 
not  aimed  alone  at  the  trusts  and  ordinary  combinations 
of  wealth,  for  it  declares  that  "the  intention  of  the  found- 
ers of  the  government  of  the  United  States  to  prevent 
forever  an  official  union  between  Church  and  State  within 
their  jurisdiction,  is  hereby  reaffirmed."  Such  an  amend- 
ment to  the  Constitution  with  such  an  interpretation 
would  enable  the  government  to  dispossess  the  religious 
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organizations  of  their  ill-gotten  gains  just  as  readily  as  it 
would  take  from  the  wicked  publicans  and  sinners. 

While  the  efforts  to  amend  the  Constitution  did  not 
begin  with  the  birth  of  the  Progressive  party  or  the  over- 
throw of  the  Standpatters  in  Congress,  there  has  been  a 
progressive  movement  in  these  efforts  that  might  have 
surprised  the  earlier  amendment  mongers  and  caused 
them  to  look  upon  these  of  to-day  as  reactionaries.  The 
early  efforts  to  amend  the  Constitution  were  to  put  pro- 
hibitions on  the  Federal  government  and  protect  the 
people  and  the  States,  and  there  were  submitted  to  the 
first  Congress  124  amendments  from  seven  of  the  original 
thirteen  States,  most  of  them  proposed  as  conditions  of 
ratifying  the  Constitution.  The  House  of  Representatives 
sifted  and  combined  these  into  17  amendments,  and  the 
Senate  boiled  those  down  to  12,  submitted  them  to  the 
States,  which  ratified  only  ten,  indicating  that  the  people, 
on  second  thought,  did  not  desire  as  many  amendments 
as  they  had  demanded  before  they  had  time  to  \study  the 
work  of  the  Fathers.  In  the  period  from  1789  to  1803  in 
which  12  amendments  were  added  to  the  Constitution  — 
10  of  them  familiarly  known  as  the  Bill  of  Rights,  adopted 
in  one  group  —  there  were  nearly  400  amendments  pro- 
posed, and  115  of  these  were  under  the  head  of  Personal 
Relations,  —  to  better  define  and  protect  the  rights  of 
the  individual  citizen.  The  people  then  did  not  have  full 
confidence  in  the  government  they  had  created,  that  it 
would  not  become  a  Frankenstein  monster  and  destroy 
them.  They  were  jealous  of  their  rights  and  they  de- 
manded guarantees  for  freedom  of  speech  and  the  pro- 
tection of  private  property;  that  there  should  be  no 
established  religion  and  no  titles  of  nobility;  that  they 
should  be  free  from  search  and  seizure;  have  the  right  of 
trial  by  jury;  that  no  soldiers  should  be  quartered  on 
them  in  time  of  peace;  that  no  State  should  violate  the 
rights  of  conscience  or  the  freedom  of  religious  worship. 
The  insistence  upon  the  recognition  of  the  inalienable 
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rights  of  the  citizen  was  so  great  that  Congress  in  its  first 
session  gave  its  first  attention  to  the  demands  of  the 
people  and  submitted  to  the  States  the  amendments  that 
have  since  been  known  as  the  Bill  of  Rights. 

The  imposition  of  taxes  on  whiskey  and  carriages  created 
the  first  demand  for  further  amendment.  The  whiskey 
tax  developed  an  open  rebellion  in  western  Pennsylvania, 
where  whiskey  was  considered  as  stable  as  gold,  and  Presi- 
dent Washington  raised  an  army  to  put  down  the  rebellion. 
He  also  considered  the  advisability  of  taking  personal  com- 
mand of  the  troops.  The  Supreme  Court  held  that  the 
tax  on  carriages  was  constitutional.  These  incidents  in- 
spired many  amendments  and  Congress  was  flooded  with 
such  resolutions.  Some  of  these  gave  the  States  power  to 
recall  their  Senators,  some  provided  for  the  limitation  of 
the  tenure  of  the  justices  of  the  Supreme  Court  and  for 
their  recall,  and  some  were  leveled  at  the  President,  pro- 
hibiting him  from  placing  himself  at  the  head  of  the  army 
in  the  field.  Before  the  second  Congress  had  come  to  a 
close  there  were  amendments  proposed  denying  the  power 
to  Congress  to  grant  a  charter  of  incorporation  or  set  up  a 
commercial  monopoly  of  any  kind;  making  ineligible  to  a 
seat  in  either  House  or  Senate,  every  man  who  was  a  mem- 
ber of  a  board  of  directors,  or  filled  a  clerkship  or  owned  a 
share  of  stock  in  any  bank;  declaring  every  tax  not  laid 
on  imports,  excises  and  transfers  of  property,  to  be  a 
direct  tax,  and  declaring  that  the  judicial  powers  of  the 
United  States  should  be  vested  not  only  in  the  Supreme 
Court  and  such  inferior  courts  as  Congress  might  ordain, 
but  in  such  State  courts  as  Congress  should  consider  fit 
to  share  it.  That  period  of  agitation  resulted  in  the 
adoption  of  the  nth  and  I2th  amendments  to  the  Con- 
stitution; one  providing  that  the  judicial  power  of  the 
United  States  shall  not  be  construed  to  extend  to  any 
suit  commenced  against  one  State  by  the  citizens  of  an- 
other State  or  by  the  citizens  or  subjects  of  another  coun- 
try; and  the  other  revising  the  manner  of  electing  the 
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President,  providing  for  separate  balloting  for  the  offices 
of  President  and  Vice-President. 

From  1803  to  1865  there  were  more  than  700  amend- 
ments proposed  to  Congress,  and  they  were  of  great 
variety,  inspired  by  various  political  incidents.  The  pro- 
ponents of  these  amendments  demonstrated  that  they 
were  sometimes  inspired  by  political  expediency  quite 
as  much  as  by  a  settled  conviction  that  the  Constitution 
failed  in  its  design  properly  to  guard  the  interests  of  the 
people,  —  a  demonstration  that  has  often  been  repeated 
in  later  times.  It  was  a  question  as  to  whose  ox  was  gored. 

McMasters  says  that  "the  history  of  the  first  hundred 
years  goes  far  to  show  that  the  constitutional  opinions 
held  by  any  set  of  men,  at  any  particular  time,  and  in  any 
particular  place,  have  been  very  largely  determined  by 
expediency;"  and  Webster  is  quoted  as  saying  that  the 
many  interpretations  of  the  Constitution  made  it  rather 
"a  collection  of  topics  for  everlasting  controversy,  heads 
of  debate  for  a  disputatious  people." 

The  recall  of  judges  and  judicial  decisions  is  not  a  new 
invention.  It  was  proposed  more  than  a  hundred  years 
ago  when  the  Senate  failed  to  impeach  Judge  Chase,  in 
1805.  John  Randolph,  who  had  been  one  of  the  managers 
for  the  House  in  that  celebrated  case,  proposed  an  amend- 
ment to  the  Constitution  providing  for  the  removal  of  a 
United  States  judge  on  the  joint  address  of  both  Houses  of 
Congress.  Other  amendments  proposed  that  a  majority 
vote  in  the  Senate  should  impeach,  others  that  the  judges 
of  the  Supreme  Court  should  have  fixed  terms  of  office 
instead  of  life  tenure,  and  others  that  judges  should  be 
removed  by  a  two-thirds  vote  of  Congress.  Later,  in 
1869,  Representative  Ashley  of  Ohio  proposed  an  amend- 
ment that  judges  of  the  United  States  courts  should  be 
ineligible  to  any  office  under  the  national  government. 
In  advocating  his  amendment  Mr.  Ashley  said  that  one- 
third  of  the  members  of  the  Supreme  Court  were  crazed 
with  the  glitter  of  the  presidency,  and  he  wanted  to 
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remove  the  germ  of  that  insanity.  This  amendment,  had 
it  been  adopted,  would  have  relieved  Justice  Hughes  from 
the  embarrassment  of  having  Nebraska  threaten  him 
with  conscription  as  a  presidential  candidate. 

The  followers  of  General  Jackson  were  so  angered  over 
the  defeat  of  their  idol  when  the  Presidential  election  was 
thrown  into  the  House  in  1824,  that  they  introduced  a 
flood  of  resolutions  proposing  amendments  to  take  from 
the  House  this  power  of  electing  a  President  after  the 
people  had  failed  to  elect  at  the  polls.  They  also  proposed 
a  number  of  amendments  to  make  all  members  of  Congress 
ineligible  to  any  executive  office  for  two  years  after  the 
expiration  of  their  legislative  terms.  The  latter  class  of 
amendments  was  leveled  at  Henry  Clay  who  was  the 
Speaker  of  the  House  and  who,  after  the  election  of  John 
Quincy  Adams  as  President  by  that  body,  became  Secre- 
tary of  State  in  the  new  administration.  However  in- 
sistent the  Jackson  men  were  that  the  combination  of 
power  in  the  House  to  decide  a  presidential  election  with 
the  privilege  of  members  of  the  House  to  accept  appointive 
offices  from  the  President  of  their  selection,  opened  the 
door  to  conspiracy  and  corruption,  they  forgot  all  these 
dangers  four  years  later  when  Jackson  became  President 
and  appointed  five  members  of  Congress  to  his  Cabinet, 
three  more  to  the  diplomatic  service  and  four  more  as 
Collectors.  It  was  then  the  turn  of  the  followers  of  Clay 
to  propose  the  same  amendments,  and  Clay  was  the 
author  of  one  of  them.  Both  these  popular  leaders  saw 
the  danger  of  cabals  and  conspiracies  between  the  Presi- 
dent and  the  leaders  of  the  House  only  when  the  political 
tide  was  against  them.  We  have  had  such  instances 
illustrating  the  same  phenomenon  in  later  years. 

There  were  many  amendments  proposed  in  that  period 
to  limit  the  presidential  term,  some  to  a  single  four  years 
term,  some  to  a  single  six  years  term,  and  some  to  prevent 
the  selection  of  a  President  from  the  same  State  for  more 
than  one  consecutive  term.  The  latter  was  directed 
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at  Virginia  "the  Mother  of  Presidents."  The  amendment 
mongers  wanted  the  presidency  to  move  about  like  a  dis- 
trict fair,  and  give  all  the  States  a  chance,  whatever  the 
qualifications  of  the  men  for  the  office. 

One  of  the  amendments  suggested  by  the  agitation 
which  followed  the  trouble  with  France  and  preceded  the 
second  war  with  Great  Britain,  in  1812,  was  an  elabora- 
tion of  the  prohibition  against  any  person  holding  any 
office  of  profit  or  trust  in  the  United  States  accepting  any 
present,  emolument,  office  or  title  from  any  King,  Prince 
or  foreign  State.  The  amendment  proposed  in  1810  de- 
clared that  "If  any  citizen  of  the  United  States  shall  ac- 
cept, claim,  receive  or  retain  any  title  of  nobility  or 
honor,  or  shall  without  the  consent  of  Congress,  accept 
and  retain  any  present,  pension,  office  or  emolument  of 
any  kind  whatever,  from  any  Emperor,  King,  Prince  or 
foreign  power,  such  person  shall  cease  to  be  a  citizen  of 
the  United  States  and  shall  be  incapable  of  holding  any 
office  of  trust  or  profit  under  them  or  either  of  them." 
This  amendment  was  adopted  by  Congress,  submitted  to 
the  States,  ratified  by  12  of  them,  and  under  the  impres- 
sion that  the  necessary  three-fourths  had  ratified,  it  was 
printed  as  a  part  of  the  Constitution,  and  remained  there 
until  1817  when  in  answer  to  an  inquiry  from  Congress, 
the  State  Department  reported  that  no  record  could  be 
found  of  any  action  by  the  State  of  Virginia.  It  was  con- 
cluded that  the  amendment  had  failed  and  it  was  dropped 
from  the  official  copy  of  the  Constitution.  There  is  a 
contention  which  is  supported  by  precedent,  that  when  a 
State  has  once  approved  a  constitutional  amendment, 
that  approval  can  never  be  withdrawn.  On  this  conten- 
tion, that  amendment  submitted  to  the  States  more  than 
a  hundred  years  ago  is  still  alive  and  pending,  with  12 
votes  in  its  favor.  There  are  now  48  States  where  there 
then  were  only  17,  but  with  the  approval  of  Maryland, 
Kentucky,  Ohio,  Delaware,  Pennsylvania,  New  Jersey, 
Vermont,  Tennessee,  Georgia,  North  Carolina,  Massa- 
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chusetts,  and  New  Hampshire  already  recorded  and  past 
reconsideration,  there  is  a  very  good  beginning  for  any- 
one who  desires  to  start  a  propaganda  to  revive  the  mem- 
ories of  our  old  troubles  with  England  and  France,  or  to 
keep  this  country  strictly  neutral,  by  taking  away  the 
citizenship  of  any  American  who  accepts  "any  emolu- 
ment of  any  kind  whatever"  from  any  foreign  power. 
It  might  prevent  any  American  citizen  from  acting  as 
agent  for  any  of  the  belligerent  powers  of  Europe  in 
arranging  loans  or  in  the  purchase  of  munitions  of  war. 
All  that  is  necessary  is  for  some  enterprising  tinker  to  call 
up  that  old  amendment  which  has  passed  beyond  the 
jurisdiction  of  Congress  and  12  States,  send  it  out  to  the 
other  State  legislatures  and  get  the  approval  of  24  of  them, 
to  restore  it  to  the  Constitution.  This  may  appear  a  far- 
fetched assumption,  but  it  is  in  line  with  some  of  the 
proposals  of  the  time,  and  in  keeping  with  the  contention 
that  a  State  can  never  withdraw  its  approval  of  an  amend- 
ment to  the  Constitution,  whatever  the  changed  condi- 
tions or  the  change  in  public  sentiment.  These  conten- 
tions are  made  very  seriously  by  the  advocates  of  equal 
suffrage  and  prohibition. 

The  efforts  to  have  the  Constitution  disown  citizens 
who  accepted  gifts  or  emoluments  of  any  kind  whatever, 
led  to  an  exaggerated  Americanism,  which  would  deny 
the  full  rights  of  citizenship  to  naturalized  citizens  and 
make  them  ineligible  to  seats  in  Congress  or  to  any  office 
of  profit  or  trust  under  the  Federal  or  State  governments. 
The  American  Party  received  much  stimulus  from  this 
agitation  and  became  a  considerable  secondary  power  in 
American  politics.  It  directed  its  efforts  not  only  against 
the  foreign  born  citizens  but  against  the  Roman  Catholic 
Church  and  the  Masonic  Order  which  were  opposed  to 
each  other.  Some  of  the  tinkers  proposed  to  write  God 
into  the  Constitution,  some  to  tax  the  churches,  and  some 
to  make  ministers  of  the  gospel  ineligible  to  public  office. 
That  party  largely  influenced  the  scope  of  the  efforts  to 
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change  the  Constitution  for  two  decades  and  was  only 
superseded  by  the  anti-slavery  agitation  which  inspired 
many  amendments  both  for  the  prohibition  of  that  insti- 
tution and  for  its  protection.  Congress  was  overwhelmed 
with  resolutions  bearing  upon  this  question  during  the 
ten  years  preceding  the  Civil  War,  but  none  were  sub- 
mitted to  the  States  until  two  days  before  Lincoln's  in- 
auguration and  after  South  Carolina  had  seceded  from 
the  Union.  The  amendment  then  submitted  was  in  the 
nature  of  an  overture  to  the  South  and  provided:  "No 
amendment  shall  be  made  to  the  Constitution  which  will 
authorize  or  give  to  Congress  the  power  to  abolish  or  to 
interfere,  within  any  State,  with  the  domestic  institutions 
thereof,  including  that  of  persons  held  to  labor  or  service 
by  the  laws  of  said  State."  This  amendment  was  adopted 
by  the  House  February  28,  and  the  Senate  March  2, 
1 86 1,  and  went  out  to  the  States.  Other  Southern  States 
had  followed  the  example  of  South  Carolina  and  adopted 
formal  resolutions  of  secession,  and  war  became  inevitable. 
Under  these  conditions,  the  proposed  amendment  re- 
ceived little  consideration.  Only  three  States  ratified 
the  amendment,  Ohio  and  Maryland  by  their  legislatures, 
and  Illinois  through  a  constitutional  convention.  The 
New  England  States  rejected  it  and  other  States  took  no 
action  whatever.  The  early  years  of  the  Civil  War  were 
comparatively  free  from  all  agitation  for  changes  in  the 
Constitution;  but  in  1863,  after  Lincoln  had  issued  his 
Emancipation  Proclamation,  resolutions  were  introduced 
and  discussed  by  Congress  for  an  amendment  prohibiting 
slavery.  That  amendment  was  not  adopted  by  Congress, 
however,  until  February,  1865,  and  was  not  ratified  and 
a  part  of  the  Constitution  until  December  18,  1865,  six 
months  after  the  surrender  of  Lee  and  the  assassination 
of  Lincoln. 

The  adoption  of  the  I3th  amendment  did  not  close  the 
struggle  over  the  slavery  question.  There  remained  the 
greater  question  of  fixing  the  status  of  the  former  slaves 
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and  from  a  multitude  of  resolutions  Congress  first  framed 
the  1 4th  amendment,  ratified  in  1868  and  the  I5th  amend- 
ment ratified  in  1870.  The  real  power  of  both  these 
amendments  to  give  the  former  slaves  equal  civil  rights 
with  other  citizens  remains  to  be  applied,  for  Congress 
has  not  seen  fit  to  enact  appropriate  legislation  to  that 
end,  since  the  Supreme  Court  declared  unconstitutional 
the  celebrated  Federal  election  laws.  The  later  decision 
of  the  Supreme  Court  declaring  unconstitutional  the 
"  grandfather  clause  "  in  the  Oklahoma  constitution  estab- 
lishes a  prohibition  against  States  discriminating,  either 
by  constitution  or  statute,  against  any  citizen  on  account 
of  race  or  color;  but  it  does  not  reach  the  discrimination 
by  the  people,  and  the  suffrage  of  the  negro  in  the  South 
is  as  nebulous  now  as  it  has  been  for  fifty  years  past,  with 
fewer  negroes  exercising  the  right  of  suffrage  than  in  the 
two  years  preceding  the  adoption  of  the  i$th  amendment. 
The  agitation  which  began  with  the  purpose  to  protect 
the  civil  rights  of  the  former  slaves  did,  however,  develop 
a  new  kind  of  ambition  to  change  the  Constitution,  and 
in  the  last  fifty  years  there  have  been  more  than  1000 
resolutions  introduced  in  Congress,  proposing  amend- 
ments, a  good  part  of  them  looking  to  the  moral  regenera- 
tion of  the  people  by  fundamental  law.  Their  authors 
have  looked  to  the  Federal  government  as  the  righter  of 
all  wrongs,  the  punisher  of  all  crimes  and  the  enforcer  of 
police  regulations.  They  have  sought  to  write  into  the 
Constitution  prohibitions  against  the  citizens,  in  con- 
trast to  the  prohibitions  against  the  government  written 
by  the  people  of  the  early  days  of  the  Republic.  They 
have  tried  to  have  the  Constitution  do  by  mere  language 
what  Congress,  the  courts  and  the  States  have  been  un- 
able to  do  with  statutes,  because  public  sentiment  would 
not  support  and  vitalize  the  statutes  and  police  regula- 
tions. These  hundreds  of  proposed  amendments  have 
kept  alive  the  agitation  for  changing  the  Constitution, 
but  such  changes  as  have  been  made  have  not  materially 
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changed  the  character  of  the  government,  except  in  taxa- 
tion by  the  income  tax. 

Former  Senator  Depew  recently  said  in  a  public  address, 
that  when  the  income  tax  amendment  was  under  con- 
sideration in  the  Senate,  some  of  its  advocates  answered 
his  inquiry  as  to  why  they  desired  it,  with  the  remark  that 
under  the  authority  of  such  an  amendment  Congress 
could  compel  New  York  to  pay  one-half  the  cost  of  the 
government,  and  collect  the  other  half  from  Massachu- 
setts, Pennsylvania,  Ohio,  Indiana,  and  Illinois.  Whether 
those  Senators  were  in  earnest  or  spoke  in  jest,  their  sug- 
gestion bids  fair  to  be  realized.  The  individual  income 
tax  has  been  a  disappointment  to  its  friends  and  an  ag- 
gravation to  others.  Nearly  one-half  of  it  was  collected 
in  the  State  of  New  York,  and  more  than  three-fourths 
of  it  in  that  and  the  other  States  named.  The  great  agri- 
cultural States  where  prosperity  abounds,  have  paid  in- 
significant revenues  under  the  law  passed  since  that 
amendment  was  adopted.  It  has  introduced  class  taxa- 
tion for  the  support  of  the  Federal  government  and  has 
not  produced  the  revenues  to  enable  Congress  to  abandon 
or  materially  reduce  the  old  forms  of  taxation  on  which 
the  government  has  relied  in  the  past. 

As  some  thoughtful  statesmen  have  studied  the  re- 
turns from  the  income  tax  and  noted  the  inequalities 
of  the  returns  from  different  sections  of  the  country,  all 
prosperous,  they  have  begun  to  doubt  the  wisdom  of 
the  1 6th  amendment,  giving  Congress  the  "power  to 
levy  and  collect  an  income  tax  from  whatever  source  de- 
rived without  apportionment  among  the  several  States 
and  without  regard  to  census  or  enumeration."  But  that 
amendment  is  now  in  the  Constitution  and  that  power  is 
with  Congress  forever  and  aye,  because  with  one-fourth 
of  the  States  paying  the  income  tax,  the  other  three- 
fourths  will  never  take  from  Congress  the  power  to  levy 
such  unequal  taxes.  This  is  the  greatest  and  most  sig- 
nificant change  made  in  the  Constitution  in  125  years. 
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It  has  reversed  the  principle  of  taxation  which  was  adopted 
by  the  convention  of  1787  after  a  spirited  discussion  over 
the  relation  of  taxation  to  representation. 

The  question  as  to  how  the  President  should  be  elected 
and  how  long  he  should  be  allowed  to  hold  office  continued 
to  inspire  amendments  for  many  years.  There  have,  as 
stated,  been  prohibitions  against  a  second  consecutive 
term,  a  second  term  of  any  kind,  a  third  term,  and  to  abol- 
ish the  single  executive  and  substitute  an  Executive  Com- 
mission. The  most  unique  proposition  was  to  reduce  the 
senatorial  term  to  three  years,  divide  the  Senators  into 
classes,  one-third  to  go  out  each  year,  the  retiring  Senators 
to  cast  lots  for  the  presidency.  The  retiring  Senators  were 
to  be  called  in  alphabetic  order  and  as  their  names  were 
announced  in  the  presence  of  the  House  of  Representa- 
tives they  were  to  step  forward  blindfolded  and  pick  from 
a  box  a  small  marble.  The  Ex-Senator  who  secured  the 
one  colored  marble  should  be  declared  president  of  the 
United  States  for  one  year.  No  outside  candidate  might 
apply.  The  only  royal  road  to  the  Presidential  chair 
should  lead  through  the  Senate,  and  only  then  on  retire- 
ment from  that  august  body  and  by  drawing  lots  for  the 
prize.  Such  an  amendment  would  have  shut  out  Lincoln, 
Grant,  Hayes,  Arthur,  McKinley,  Cleveland,  Roosevelt, 
Taft  and  Wilson,  from  ever  reaching  the  presidency,  and 
while  it  may  now  sound  ridiculous,  it  was  proposed  as 
seriously  as  any  of  the  latter  day  amendments,  as  the 
only  way  to  secure  ripe  statesmanship  for  the  executive 
office,  and  without  cabals  or  partisanship  and  conspiracies 
against  the  life  of  the  Republic  and  the  liberties  of  the 
citizens. 

Another  amendment  proposed  to  abolish  the  single 
executive  and  create  an  Executive  Council,  composed  of 
three  members  to  be  elected  from  groups  of  States,  New 
England  and  the  Middle  States  in  one  group,  the  Southern 
States  in  another  and  the  Western  States  in  the  third. 
They  were  to  each  serve  six  years,  one  retiring  every 
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second  year  and  be  succeeded  by  a  new  member  elected 
from  that  group  of  States.  Each  member  of  this  Executive 
Council  was  to  have  the  veto  power.  Another  amendment 
would  have  abolished  the  office  of  Vice-President,  another 
would  have  created  two  Vice-Presidents,  while  another 
would  have  created  three  Vice-Presidents  to  correspond  to 
the  Executive  Council. 

The  tinkers  dropped  the  President  as  a  victim  for  a 
time,  but  resumed  work  in  1875  when  it  was  feared  that 
Grant  would  seek  a  third  term  and  an  amendment  was 
introduced  making  the  President  ineligible  to  a  third 
term.  The  same  amendment  was  again  offered  in  1880 
when  Grant  was  a  candidate  for  the  Republican  nomina- 
tion. These  amendments  were  merely  the  devices  of  ex- 
pediency, to  express  a  protest,  for  neither  could  have  been 
ratified  in  time  to  prevent  the  nomination  and  election 
of  Grant  on  either  of  these  occasions.  Such  resolutions 
have  been  introduced  in  later  years  to  express  the  same 
kind  of  protest,  and  they  have  been  regarded  as  political 
expedients. 

In  the  third  session  of  the  53rd  Congress,  which  met 
after  the  Republican  landslide  in  1894,  changing  a  large 
Democratic  majority  in  the  House  to  a  rather  small 
minority,  Representative  William  Jennings  Bryan  intro- 
duced three  separate  resolutions,  in  different  language 
but  with  the  same  import,  to  amend  the  Constitution  and 
limit  the  President  to  one  term.  Those  resolutions  were 
referred  to  the  appropriate  committee,  and  like  so  many 
that  had  gone  before,  were  never  reported  back  to  the 
House.  They  died  aborning  and  were  apparently  for- 
gotten even  by  their  author  for  18  years,  or  until  1912, 
when  Mr.  Bryan  incorporated  in  the  Baltimore  platform 
a  plank  pledging  the  Democratic  party  and  the  candidate 
to  the  same  plan  he  had  in  1894,  to  amend  the  Constitu- 
tion, making  the  President  ineligible  to  a  second  term. 
The  forgetfulness  of  Mr.  Bryan  touching  this  important 
principle  is  indicated  by  the  fact  that  in  those  18  years 
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which  elapsed  between  the  time  he  introduced  his  one 
term  resolutions  in  the  House  of  Representatives  and  the 
nomination  of  Woodrow  Wilson,  Mr.  Bryan  was  three 
times  the  candidate  of  his  party  for  President  and  in 
none  of  his  platforms  is  found  any  reference  to  the  one 
term  or  to  the  constitutional  amendment  he  had  intro- 
duced in  Congress.  In  the  Democratic  platform  of  1896 
when  Mr.  Bryan  was  for  the  first  time  a  presidential  can- 
didate, there  was  a  declaration  against  a  third  term  but 
no  demand  for  a  change  in  the  Constitution  to  prohibit 
that  political  catastrophe,  and  there  was  no  reference  to 
a  second  term.  That  was  less  than  two  years  from  the 
date  of  Mr.  Bryan's  resolutions  in  the  House  to  adopt 
the  principle  of  a  single  term  for  the  President.  There 
was  no  reference  to  this  principle  in  the  Democratic  plat- 
forms in  1900  and  1908  when  Mr.  Bryan  was  the  presi- 
dential candidate  of  his  party.  He,  apparently,  never 
thought  of  his  resolutions  again  until  another  Democrat 
was  to  stand  in  the  shoes  he  had  three  times  worn  as  the 
Democratic  leader.  Then  he  remembered  to  have  the 
party  endorse  the  resolutions  he  had  introduced  just  be- 
fore he  retired  from  Congress  in  1894.  And  this  plat- 
form pledge  was  of  no  more  consequence  than  the  pro- 
posed amendments  of  the  Constitution.  Neither  the 
President  nor  his  party  has  paid  any  attention  to  it  since 
the  Baltimore  Convention.  No  amendment  making  the 
President  ineligible  to  a  second  term  has  been  introduced 
in  the  Democratic  Congress. 

The  amendments  providing  for  the  popular  election 
of  Senators  began  to  appear  in  Congress  in  1872  and  few 
sessions  of  Congress  were  free  from  them  until  that  change 
was  made  in  the  Constitution  four  years  ago.  The  prin- 
cipal causes  of  the  agitation  for  this  change  were  the 
numerous  deadlocks  in  State  legislatures  over  the  election 
of  Senators,  and  the  charges  of  bribery  in  connection  with 
such  contests.  When  this  amendment  was  under  consid- 
eration in  the  Senate  in  February,  1910,  Senator  Root 
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called  attention  to  the  first  cause  and  said  these  dead- 
locks could  be  prevented  by  simply  amending  the  statute 
which  required  a  majority  of  the  whole  membership  of 
the  legislature  to  elect  a  Senator.  Should  Congress  change 
that  old  statute  so  that  a  plurality  of  the  legislature  could 
elect,  that  source  of  trouble  would  be  removed,  without 
amending  the  Constitution.  The  force  of  Mr.  Root's 
observation  may  be  seen  in  the  returns  from  the  sena- 
torial elections  of  1914.  Comparatively  few  of  the  Sena- 
tors then  elected  by  popular  vote  received  a  majority. 
In  New  York,  Pennsylvania,  Indiana,  Illinois,  Iowa, 
Kansas,  Idaho,  Colorado,  California  and  Georgia,  the 
Senators  were  elected  by  pluralities  which  would  have 
been  illegal  under  the  old  statute.  The  charges  of  corrup- 
tion in  the  election  of  Senators  by  the  legislatures,  may 
also  be  somewhat  parallelled  in  the  popular  elections, 
without  attracting  so  much  criticism.  Charges  of  bribery 
were  made  against  Senator  Stevenson  of  Wisconsin  in 
connection  with  the  senatorial  primary  a  few  years  ago. 
Mr.  Stevenson  admitted  that  his  agents  had  spent  more 
than  $100,000  in  that  primary  but  contended  that  it  was 
legitimate  and  necessary  for  the  proper  conduct  of  a 
campaign  of  education  extending  over  the  whole  State, 
and  that  this  campaign  had  been  made  necessary  by  the 
laws  of  his  State.  The  Senate  committee  which  made  the 
investigation  took  his  view  and  reported  that  it  had  found 
no  evidence  of  corruption.  Had  the  same  amount  of 
money  been  expended  by  Mr.  Stevenson  in  aiding  mem- 
bers of  the  legislature  to  conduct  their  campaigns  and 
these  legislators  had  afterward  voted  for  him  as  a  candi- 
date for  United  States  Senator,  there  would  have  been 
evidence  of  conspiracy  in  securing  his  election.  The 
change  in  the  Constitution  remains  to  be  tested  before 
it  can  be  acknowledged  as  a  real  reform  in  the  method  of 
choosing  Senators.  It  has  made  these  senatorial  elections 
more  expensive  for  all  members  of  that  body,  has  not 
changed  the  result  in  the  average  election,  and  has  not 


Tinkering   the    Constitution      143 

improved  the  quality  of  the  men  who  hold  seats  in  the 
Senate  of  the  United  States. 

The  success  of  the  two  agitations  for  the  income  tax 
and  the  election  of  Senators  by  popular  vote,  has  in- 
spired others  with  hope,  and  made  the  demands  for  other 
amendments  more  strenuous.  The  campaigns  for  prohi- 
bition and  equal  suffrage  promise  to  be  as  vigorous  in 
the  next  Congress  as  they  have  been  in  the  past,  not- 
withstanding the  other  serious  question  as  to  where  the 
Federal  government  is  to  secure  more  revenues  than  it 
now  enjoys  with  one- third  of  these  secured  by  internal 
revenue  taxes  on  alcoholic  liquors;  and  the  other  proposi- 
tion to  make  every  full-fledged  citizen  who  has  the  suf- 
frage franchise,  liable  to  military  service  and  compelled 
to  attend  training  camps  as  they  did  in  the  early  days  of 
the  Republic  when  Training  Day  was  one  of  the  great 
events  of  the  season.  The  prohibitionists  have  become 
more  insistent  for  an  amendment  to  the  Federal  Consti- 
tution as  they  have  failed  to  secure  such  amendments  to 
the  constitutions  of  the  larger  States.  No  better  illustra- 
tion could  be  given  of  the  change  that  has  developed  with 
the  years  of  trying  to  tinker  the  Constitution  of  the  United 
States.  From  prohibitions  against  the  Federal  government 
to  prevent  it  from  becoming  a  Frankenstein  monster  and 
interfering  with  the  power  of  the  States  and  the  inalien- 
able rights  and  liberties  of  the  citizen,  we  have  developed 
a  large  and  growing  sentiment  in  favor  of  making  the 
Federal  government  the  sole  arbiter  of  the  rights  and 
privileges  of  the  people,  and  pretending  to  do  this  in  the 
name  of  the  people,  giving  them  a  greater  part  in  the 
government. 

The  old  saying  that  nothing  is  new  but  what's  forgotten 
is  illustrated  in  the  revival  of  many  old  ideas  to  be  incor- 
porated in  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States.  Some 
of  the  more  striking  amendments  proposed  in  recent 
years  which  have  been  looked  upon  as  new  inventions 
evolved  from  original  thought,  were  considered  in  the 
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Convention  over  which  Washington  presided  in  1787. 
The  long  period  of  public  agitation  has  not  made  these 
alleged  reforms  in  the  fundamental  law  any  clearer  or 
more  acceptable,  than  did  the  frank  discussions  in  execu- 
tive session  covering  three  months  before  the  Constitution 
was  agreed  to  by  the  delegates.  The  difference  of  method 
may  have  had  something  to  do  with  the  results.  When 
the  rules  to  govern  the  convention  of  1787  were  submitted 
there  were  two  which  attracted  immediate  attention, 
and  both  were  acted  on  unanimously.  The  first  rule  au- 
thorized any  member  to  call  for  the  ayes  and  noes  on  any 
question.  It  was  abrogated  on  the  suggestion  of  Col. 
Mason  that  "such  a  record  of  opinions  of  members  would 
be  an  obstacle  to  a  change  of  them  on  conviction,  and  in 
case  of  the  later  publication  of  these  records,  would  furnish 
handles  to  the  adversaries  of  the  result  of  the  meeting." 
The  other  rule,  restraining  members  from  communicating 
the  proceedings  of  the  convention  to  anyone  not  a  mem- 
ber, was  immediately  and  unanimously  adopted. 

Reporters  were  excluded  but  records  were  kept  for  the 
information  of  the  convention.  Mr.  Madison,  the  one 
"reporter"  present,  reported  only  for  posterity  and  his 
notes  were  not  published  until  fifty  years  had  elapsed 
after  the  Constitution  had  been  adopted  and  the  Govern- 
ment of  the  United  States  of  America  organized.  The 
discussions  in  that  convention  were  so  frank  that  they 
would  have  made  sensational  first  page  stories  in  the 
yellow  press  of  a  later  day,  giving  a  great  boom  to  circula- 
tion and  advertising;  but  those  discussions  were  the  frank- 
ness of  private  conversation  when  men  try  to  convince 
one  another,  not  the  rhetoric  of  the  orator  seeking  the 
plaudits  of  the  multitude.  The  Fathers  may  have  been 
more  successful  in  compromising  differences,  not  only  of 
men  but  of  sections,  because  they  did  not  have  the  ayes 
and  noes  called  every  few  minutes  to  place  the  members 
on  record. 

One  can  imagine  what  would  have  happened  if  there 
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had  been  pitiless  publicity  from  day  to  day,  even  with  a 
report  as  free  from  misrepresentation  and  sensationalism 
as  is  the  Congressional  Record.  The  very  frank  discussion 
by  Gouverneur  Morris,  Benjamin  Franklin,  Col.  Mason, 
Mr.  Madison,  Alexander  Hamilton  and  others,  not  only 
of  principles  of  government,  but  of  the  weaknesses  of 
human  nature,  with  more  or  less  specific  citations,  given 
to  the  public  at  the  time,  would  have  probably  broken  up 
the  convention  before  it  had  been  in  session  a  week,  and 
certainly  would  have  aroused  so  much  prejudice  and 
bitterness  as  to  have  made  impossible  agreement  among 
the  members  or  acceptance  of  the  Constitution  by  the 
people.  It  is  not  remarkable  that  Oliver,  the  English 
biographer  of  Alexander  Hamilton,  should  have  drawn  a 
contrast  between  the  American  convention,  and  the  Na- 
tional Assembly  of  France  which  sat  about  the  same 
time.  "In  the  National  Assembly  of  France  there  was 
competition  with  the  gallery  for  judges,  lime  light,  rhet- 
oric, general  ideas,  rights  of  man,  paper  constitutions, 
quack  prescriptions,  applause,  heat,  chaos.  In  the  Phila- 
delphia convention  there  were  closed  doors,  practical 
speech,  disagreement,  compromise  and  a  working  plan." 
This  was  the  Englishman's  comparison  of  two  widely 
different  efforts  to  establish  a  government  of  the  people; 
one  leading  to  success  and  the  other  to  the  Commune,  to 
the  guillotine  and  to  Napoleon. 

This  comparison  might  also  apply  to  the  method  of 
making  the  American  Constitution  and  that  for  amending 
it.  Publicity  has  been  the  method,  if  not  the  aim,  of  those 
who  have  tried  to  amend  the  Constitution.  There  has 
been  in  Congress  competition  with  the  galleries  for  judges; 
outside  of  Congress,  lime  light,  rhetoric,  general  ideas, 
rights  of  man,  applause  and  heat,  if  not  quack  prescrip- 
tions and  chaos.  Anyone  familiar  with  the  working  of 
Congress  knows  the  difference  between  convictions  and 
the  record  of  the  ayes  and  noes.  Convictions  are  ex- 
pressed in  the  cloak  rooms  where  members  discuss  ques- 
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tions  as  freely  and  frankly  as  did  the  members  of  the 
constitutional  convention;  the  ayes  and  noes  are  often 
mere  guesses  as  to  the  effect  of  publicity  or  the  record  of 
hasty  ante  election  pledges  to  promoters  of  propaganda. 
The  Representative  who  has  200,000  constituents,  and  the 
Senator  who  represents  10,000,000  people  have  no  means 
of  knowing  what  the  people  want,  except  through  public 
discussion  in  the  press  and  by  the  noise  of  the  agitators  and 
the  importunities  and  threats  of  the  promoters  who  imme- 
diately surround  them,  voluntarily  assuming  to  speak  for 
the  people.  The  galleries  of  the  House  accommodate  less 
than  1,000  people  and  the  galleries  of  the  Senate  less  than 
500.  These  galleries  have  been  known  more  than  once 
to  affect  the  ayes  and  noes  of  the  members  on  the  floor. 
They  were  filled  with  propagandists  who  came  of  their 
own  free  will  to  represent  the  whole  people,  but  without 
other  credentials  than  their  confidence  in  their  own  com- 
posite natures  and  the  endowment  of  omnipotent  power 
to  interpret  the  will  of  the  multitude.  When  the  pro- 
hibition amendment  was  before  the  House  in  1914  the 
agitation  outside  of  Congress  and  in  the  corridors  and 
galleries  of  the  Capitol  was  conducted  with  so  much  heat 
that  the  Representatives  were  in  a  quandary,  and  would 
have  escaped  the  record  of  ayes  and  noes  if  they  could, 
because  convictions  were  jarred  by  public  agitation,  and 
a  well  organized  propaganda,  professing  to  have  the  power 
of  blacklisting  which  could  not  be  reached  by  the  Sher- 
man Anti-Trust  Law.  One  can  imagine  what  would 
happen  to  many  bills  and  resolutions  for  amendment  to 
the  Constitution,  if  Congress  should,  like  the  constitu- 
tional convention  of  1787,  sit  behind  closed  doors,  with 
practical  speech,  disagreement,  compromise  and  a  work- 
ing plan,  instead  of  with  rhetoric  and  the  ayes  and  noes 
recorded  under  the  eyes  of  the  gallery  judges.  But  in  this 
age  of  publicity  that  is  impossible  and  to  suggest  it  might 
be  treasonable. 

Seven  amendments  have  been  added  to  the  Constitu- 
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tion  in  the  last  125  years.  Four  of  these  have  been  pro- 
hibitions* against  the  Federal  and  State  governments, 
and  one  a  prohibition  against  an  institution;  two  of  them 
to  change  the  method  of  electing  a  President  and  Senators 
and  one  an  extension  of  the  powers  of  Congress.  The 
results  are  not  as  great  as  might  have  been  feared  from 
the  activity  of  those  who  have  tried  to  make  the  Constitu- 
tion as  comprehensive  as  are  some  of  the  State  constitu- 
tions. Judging  the  future  by  the  past  there  is  still  hope 
for  the  old  Constitution,  notwithstanding  its  unpopularity 
with  the  tinkers.  It  has  carried  this  nation  through  as 
trying  times  as  ever  faced  any  other  great  nation  and  has 
disappointed  its  early  critics  as  well  as  those  who  still 
insist  that  it  needs  many  amendments.  It  may  be  that 
after  these  125  years  the  Constitution  is  still  true  to  the 
purpose  declared  in  its  preamble,  "to  form  a  more  per- 
fect union,  establish  justice,  insure  domestic  tranquility, 
provide  for  the  common  defense,  promote  the  general 
welfare,  and  secure  the  blessings  of  liberty  to  ourselves 
and  our  posterity." 


THESE  REFORMERS 

EACH  of  my  friends  has  acquired  a  Cause.  Once 
they  were  content  to  be  good  tennis  players,  deem- 
ing proficiency  an  end  in  itself.  Now  they  excuse  their 
appearances  upon  a  court  —  few  though  they  are  —  with 
the  plea  that  exercise  is  healthful,  and  it  is  the  duty  of 
every  man  to  be  as  near  physically  perfect  as  possible.  To 
play  a  game  for  one's  health  makes  a  sport  a  task,  but 
my  friends  are  all  so  carried  away  by  a  passion  for  re- 
forming the  world  that  little  else  exists  for  them  except 
the  objects  of  their  solicitude. 

To  some  of  them  the  world  is  peopled  only  with  starv- 
ing proletariat,  living  on  minimum  wages  for  maximum 
hours  of  labor,  exploited  by  a  few  capitalists  who  some- 
how or  other  managed  to  be  spawned  out  of  this  heel- 
trodden  mass,  though  heaven  knows  they  are  an  abor- 
tive product.  To  hear  L —  speak,  the  population  of 
the  world  is  female  and  unenfranchised.  What  exists  to 
keep  them  unenfranchised  is  vaguely  called  "men,"  by 
reason  of  whose  dominion  the  unvoting  female  has  eter- 
nally worn  the  skirts  of  subjection.  B —  looks  upon  the 
world  as  a  horde  of  uneducated  brutes  who  run  on  and  on, 
interminably  growling  and  snarling,  pushed  hither  and 
thither  by  the  protruding  bones  of  their  neighbor  runners, 
tails  between  legs,  with  never  an  upward  look.  "Nor  do 
they  know  where  they  are  running,"  says  B — .  His 
Cause  is  to  tell  them.  Or  at  least  to  show  them  a  better 
direction.  That  would  be  a  fine  thing  to  do,  and  B — 's 
only  difficulty  is  the  absence  of  his  victims.  Then  again 
there  is  M — ,  whose  world  is  peopled  with  "white  slaves" 
and  their  masters,  from  whose  clutches  no  girl  is  safe. 
She  revels  in  "rescue  work;"  every  female  she  meets  she 
must  needs  question  as  to  her  economic  and  social  status. 
She  spends  her  days  in  laundries  and  department  stores, 
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scrutinizing  the  women.  She  is  a  great  optimist,  and  be- 
lieves that  if  only  folk  were  educated,  every  country 
would  be  a  Utopia.  So  it  would,  I  once  said  to  her  in 
agreement,  but  my  orthodox  Greek  sped  over  her  head. 

In  answer  to  M —  is  one  F —  whose  position  is  that  of 
the  absolute  economist.  "Away  with  education,"  he 
cries,  "it  is  one's  economic  condition  which  determines 
sin.  Give  these  poor  creatures  "  (F —  loves  to  affect  an  air 
of  pity  towards  sinners)  "  give  these  poor  creatures  suffi- 
cient wages,  and  there'll  be  no  more  '  white-slavery.'  Re- 
member it  is  a  business  they  are  engaged  in;  a  business 
exists  to  furnish  one  his  bread  and  butter;  one  prefers  the 
business  with  the  least  pain.  Therefore  if  the  street-walker 
could  get  her  bread  and  butter  otherwise,  she  would  not 
be  on  the  streets."  All  of  which  would  be  very  good  logic 
if  it  were  only  true.  At  any  rate  it  is  delightfully  icon- 
oclastic. One  must,  I  suppose,  change  the  old  text,  and 
make  the  camel's  passage  a  criterion  of  the  pauper's  ease 
of  salvation,  rather  than  that  of  Dives.  So  that  all  of  us 
who  have  our  $10,000  per  annum  and  need  not  charity, 
may  again  take  heart:  for  F —  implies  that  heaven  is  ours. 
Our  economic  position  is  assured.  Therefore  shall  we 
never  sin. 

A  little  more  sensible  than  F —  is  L — .  She  has  her 
heart  and  soul  in  the  Cause  for  which  she  is  working.  The 
enfranchisement  of  women  is  only  a  small  part  of  a  great 
great  movement,  to  wit  Feminism.  Women  are  awaken- 
ing, she  says,  to  their  real  power.  No  longer  are  they  to 
be  the  slaves  of  men.  Intellectually  they  are  men's  equals; 
intellectual  equals  must  be  political  and  social  equals. 
"Why?"  I  once  ventured  to  ask,  saying  that  Epictetus 
was  a  slave.  "Yes,"  answered  L —  in  an  instant,  "but  he 
shouldn't  have  been."  Before  that  reply  I  was  dumb. 
When  I  have  questioned  more  closely  about  the  exact 
program  of  Feminism,  L —  has  called  me  a  Sophist,  and 
said  that  it  was  clear  enough  to  any  one  who  was  willing 
to  take  the  trouble  to  read  about  it.  That  has  convinced 
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me  that  she  at  least  is  the  intellectual  equal  of  any  poli- 
tician. Be  that  as  it  may,  she  holds  large  crowds  in  rapt 
attention  in  park  meetings  as  she  talks  to  them  of  the 
Cause.  It  is  awful  to  see  her.  She  goes  with  her  fellow 
reformers  to  summer  resorts  where  the  masses  are  trying 
hard  to  enjoy  themselves.  She  gets  a  dinner  gong  and 
begins  ringing  it  loudly.  Naturally  folk  in  the  vicinity 
rub  their  eyes.  As  soon  as  she  sees  a  speaker's  dozen  — 
ten  —  awake,  she  enters  into  her  speech.  On  she  sweeps, 
giving  statistics,  dates,  arguments.  Then  arise  questions. 
"Women  can't  work,"  growls  a  man.  "Has  a  man  ever 
borne  a  child?"  shouts  L —  back  at  him,  while  the  women 
look  horrified,  and  the  men  applaud.  L —  is  doing  a  lot 
for  universal  suffrage. 

The  strange  thing  about  all  these  folk  is  their  failure 
to  realize  that  the  world  is  suffering  from  a  complication 
of  diseases,  that  their  one-sided  diagnosis  is  incomplete. 
Each  begins  his  conversation  with,  "Now  the  whole  trouble 
is.  .  .  ."  But  no  two  are  agreed  as  to  what  the  whole 
trouble  may  be.  I,  too,  should  like  to  see  the  world 
happier,  for  all  I  scoff  at  them.  But  it  seems  rather  silly 
to  count  that  day  lost  upon  which  no  new  evil  is  discovered. 
These  folk  who  have  intellectualized  sympathy  are  not 
the  first  to  have  discovered  evil.  Jeremiah  howled  before 
the  days  of  Spencer;  even  the  Greeks  knew  the  truths  of 
pessimism.  Or  do  they  fancy  that  a  rendition  of,  "I'm 
out  of  a  job,"  into  sociological  terminology,  solves  the 
problem  of  unemployment? 

It  at  least  states  the  problem,  I  shall  be  told.  And  it 
is  assumed  that  a  question  posed  is  as  good  as  answered. 
Consequently  much  precious  time  is  used  in  interrogation. 
Is  that  not  after  all  a  superstition,  a  lingering  of  the  old 
decrepit  faith  in  reason?  I  can  see  its  origin,  can  trace 
its  descent.  Reason  to  these  people  means  ratiocination — 
and  that  is  held  to  be  of  intrinsic  worth,  whatever  its 
success.  Impelled  by  the  love  of  knowledge — knowledge 
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of  anything — they  have  come  inevitably  into  the  framing 
of  Causes.  That  is  of  course  why  we  have  now  no  tem- 
perate drinkers  who  are  not  Prohibitionists,  no  men  of 
liberal  thought  who  are  not  Free  Thinkers,  no  lovers  of 
poetry  who  are  not  members  of  the  Poetry  Society,  no 
lovers  of  spoken  verse  who  are  not  members  of  the  Asso- 
ciation for  the  Encouragement  of  Reading  Verse  Aloud. 
That  is  why  artists  band  together,  like  thugs,  in  gangs, — 
Cubists,  Futurists,  Orphists,  Vorticists,  Imagists,  Marin- 
ettists,  Vers  Librists.  That  is  why  we  have  Societies  for 
the  Spread  of  Culture  among  the  Turks,  for  the  Increase 
of  Iniquity  among  Christians,  for  the  Growth  of  Hand- 
made Lace,  for  the  Protection  of  Homeless  Cats,  for  the 
Conversion  of  the  Jews,  for  the  Prevention  of  War,  for 
the  Prevention  of  Peace,  for  the  Cultivation  of  Home 
Industries,  for — why  is  there  no  "  Verein  der  Fereinlosen"? 
This  mad  intoxicating  love  for  Organization  has  ruined  the 
autonomy  of  the  individual.  But  the  reason  is  plain: 
here  we  have  adopted  the  Categorical  Imperative.  And, 
what  is  worse,  we  make  others  obey  it. 

Perhaps  it  is  foolish  of  me  to  rail  at  such  things.  But 
has  this  intellectualization  of  our  needs  accomplished  any- 
thing? It  is  all  very  well  to  reply  with  the  Greek,  "Know 
thyself,"  but  there  was  a  second  tablet  of  stone  planted  at 
Delphi  —  too  little  remembered.1  Surely  one  doesn't  know 
either  his  powers  or  his  capacity  by  the  simple  scrutiny  of 
his  empty  soul.  Introspection  will  make  us  mad.  We 
must  some  day  have  recourse  to  action.  We  must  have 
some  remedy  for  this  constant  talking.  Perhaps  we  may 
find  it  through  Nietzsche.  At  any  rate  these  friends  of 
mine  who  talk  so  exasperatingly  well  have  come  upon  no 
remedy  whatsoever.  "Wait  until  we've  cleared  the 
ground!"  they  cry.  And  down  totters  brick  after  brick. 
But  as  soon  as  there  is  a  clear  square  foot,  the  hoof  of 
another  demon  is  planted  firm.  When  the  white  slave  has 

1  So  little,  in  fact,  that  this  editor  confesses  to  having  had  to  find  out  what 
it  was:  —  ne  quid  nimis  —  in  its  Greek  equivalent  we  suppose.  ED. 
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retired,  the  proletariat  moves  in;  and  when  he  is  com- 
fortably settled,  an  unenfranchised  woman  usurps  his 
place.  One  gets  so  tired  of  these  abnormalities.  These 
intellectual  parvenus,  as  Mr.  Hapgood  once  called  them, 
try  to  make  of  life  a  freak-show.  The  cosmic  ennui  which 
comes  of  listening  to  these  holders  of  Causes  makes  one 
rush  to  the  other  extreme,  and  shout  down  the  very 
things  which  they  sustain  —  no  matter  what  their  pur- 
port. One  is  fain  to  adore  the  most  trailing-footed  re- 
actionary, to  worship  the  trite,  to  crown  Alice  Gary 
tenth  muse,  to  call  Drummond  a  philosopher.  One  is 
appalled  at  the  amount  of  cleverness  which  can  be  distilled 
from  very  little  solidity.  One  reverts  to  the  notion  that 
horsehair  sofas  are  comfortable. 

My  words  may  be  called  th,e  dying  yawns  of  conserva- 
tism. Of  course  they  are,  in  a  sense.  But  what  is  this 
radicalism  I  hear  so  much  of?  Does  it  consist  in  adopting 
syndicalism,  and  in  writing  poems  without  rhyme  or  pro- 
longed meter?  Because  I  suggest  this,  I  shall  be  dubbed 
lacking  a  sense  of  humor.  When  a  man  says  I  have  no 
sense  of  humor,  he  means  I  have  too  much  to  agree  with 
him.  I  have  shattered  that  fortress  at  any  rate.  Con- 
servatism too  can  be  made  doctrinaire  —  Mr.  Chesterton 
has  done  it.  There  seems  but  a  little  spot  upon  which 
a  peaceful  healthy  individual  can  make  a  stand.  Must 
we  who  won't  be  propagandists,  organize  to  win  a  place 
in  the  sun?  Must  we  be  driven  from  the  armchair  to  the 
soap-box?  Heaven  forbid!  All  we  ask  is  mercy,  until 
sound-proof  walls  are  really  invented,  together  with  the 
right  —  the  blessed  right  —  to  give  alms  without  fear  of 
"Pauperizing"  our  beneficiaries.  When  the  time  comes 
at  which  all  the  world  is  systematized,  and  the  god  Effi- 
ciency, twin  brother  of  Speed,  rules  with  a  rod  of  Bessemer 
steel,  we  promise  to  lie  down  in  submission.  Until  then 
give  us  a  chance,  we  are  a  dying  people,  friendless,  alien  — 
give  us  a  chance  to  expire  in  decent  quietude. 


THE  CASE  FOR  THE  LITERACY  TEST 

WHEN  President  Wilson  vetoed  the  Burnett  Immi- 
gration Bill  last  January,  he  gave  as  his  principal 
reason  his  conviction  that  the  literacy  test  which  it  con- 
tained was  not  wanted  by  the  American  people,  and  his 
determination  to  await  a  more  explicit  expression  of  their 
wishes  before  giving  his  sanction  to  what  seemed  like  so 
radical  a  departure  from  American  tradition.    This  was 
a  surprising  attitude  in  view  of  the  fact  that  in  the  pre- 
ceding eighteen  years  there  had  been  seven  record  votes 
on  the  question  in  the  House,  with  an  average  of  192  votes 
in  favor  to  73  against,  and  five  record  votes  in  the  Senate, 
with  an  average  of  52  yeas  and  19  nays,  while  the  Con- 
gress then  in  session  had  passed  the  measure  by  a  vote 
of  252  to  126  in  the  House,  and  50  to  7  in  the  Senate. 
The  President's  demand  that  the  question  be  settled  by 
including  the  proposal  in  party  platforms,   and  voting 
upon  it,  seems  to  imply  that  a  party  platform  is  a  more 
reliable  indication  of  the  wishes  of  the  people  than  the 
repeated  votes  of  their  representatives  in  Congress.    Even 
on  this  basis,  the  President  might  have  found  support 
for  his  signature,  since  William  McKinley  was  elected 
President  in   1896  on  a  platform  which  specifically  de- 
clared for  a  reading  test.    The  failure  of  the  measure  to 
become  law  has  been  due  solely  to  Presidential  vetoes, 
those  of  President  Cleveland  and  President  Taft  having 
set  the  precedent  for  President  Wilson. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  there  is,  and  long  has  been,  a 
very  insistent  demand  on  the  part  of  a  large  proportion 
of  the  American  people  —  just  how  large,  no  one  can 
say  —  for  this  particular  addition  to  our  system  of  immi- 
gration control.  There  is  every  indication  that  this 
demand  is  growing,  and  will  continue  to  grow  until  it 
achieves  its  end.  It  is  the  purpose  of  this  article  to  ex- 
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amine  the  arguments  for  and  against  the  test  in  question, 
and  to  show  the  validity  of  the  demand  for  its  enactment 
into  law. 

In  order  to  understand  American  immigration  legisla- 
tion, actual  and  proposed,  and  the  literacy  test  in  par- 
ticular, it  is  helpful  to  distinguish  three  main  principles, 
which  might  serve  as  guides  to  action.  These  are  the 
principles  of  exclusion  at  one  extreme,  free  immigration 
at  the  other  extreme,  and  regulation  as  a  mean. 

The  exclusionist  view  is  that  it  would  be  best  to  deny 
admission  to  any  and  all  immigrants  without  exception, 
and  that  we  have  a  perfect  right  to  do  so.  Perhaps  the 
most  eminent  exponent  of  this  view  was  Thomas  Jeffer- 
son, who  expressed  the  wish  that  there  were  an  ocean  of 
fire  between  this  country  and  Europe,  so  that  it  might  be 
impossible  for  any  more  immigrants  to  come  here. 

The  free  immigration  theory  is  that  it  is  desirable  to 
admit  any  alien  whatsoever,  without  reference  to  his 
antecedents,  character,  or  purposes.  This  view  was  thus 
expressed  in  a  magazine  in  the  middle  of  the  nine- 
teenth century:  "What,  though  the  population  which 
is  annually  cast  upon  American  shores  is  all  of  the  filthi- 
est and  most  degraded  kind!  .  .  .  Let  us  welcome  the 
houseless  and  naked  of  every  land.  .  .  Let  us  invite  the 
ill-fed  and  the  starving  of  every  grade.  .  .  Let  us  urge 
the  oppressed  and  downtrodden  of  every  name  to  the 
blessings  of  American  freedom." 

Between  these  two  extremes  there  lies  the  middle  ground 
of  regulation.  Here  the  assumption  is  that  immigration 
is  desirable,  or  at  least  permissible,  but  that  the  best 
results  demand  that  it  shall  be  subjected  to  some  form 
of  control.  As  to  the  method  of  control,  however,  there 
are  again  two  distinct  principles,  which  also  need  to  be 
carefully  distinguished.  These  are  selection  and  restric- 
tion. The  general  public  frequently  fails  to  discriminate 
between  these  two,  and  much  confusion  results. 

The  principle  of  selection  assumes  that  the  only  dan- 
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ger  lies  in  the  admission  of  aliens  of  poor  quality  —  com- 
monly known  as  "undesirables."  There  is  no  menace, 
according  to  this  view,  in  mere  numbers,  no  matter  how 
great.  This  point  of  view  was  concisely  stated  by  Presi- 
dent Roosevelt  in  one  of  his  messages:  "We  cannot  have 
too  much  immigration  of  the  right  kind,  and  we  should 
have  none  at  all  of  the  wrong  kind." 

The  restrictionist,  on  the  other  hand,  may  or  may  not 
believe  in  selection.  He  generally  does.  But  he  differs 
from  the  selectionist  in  refusing  to  admit  that  there  is  no 
danger  in  numbers.  He  is  ready  to  grant  that  a  moderate 
immigration  is  innocuous,  if  not  absolutely  advantageous. 
But  he  maintains  that  the  volume  can  swell  too  much, 
and  the  interests  of  the  country  suffer,  however  high  the 
quality  of  the  individuals.  His  distinctive  objection  to 
unregulated  immigration  is  quantitative.  The  following 
quotation  from  Dr.  Gustav  LeBon  is  a  moderate  state- 
ment of  this  view:  "A  preponderating  influence  of  for- 
eigners is  a  sure  solvent  of  the  existence  of  States.  It 
takes  away  from  a  people  its  most  precious  possession  — 
its  soul." 

Selective  tests  must  of  necessity  have  a  slightly  restric- 
tive effect  for  the  time  being.  But  the  ultimate  effect 
may  be  to  increase  the  numbers,  by  keeping  the  quality 
high,  and  thereby  avoiding  the  discouragement  which 
would  arise  if  self-respecting  aliens  were  forced  to  asso- 
ciate with,  and  compete  with,  and  be  classed  with  the 
dregs  of  foreign  races. 

Historically,  the  exclusionist  principle  has  played  no 
practical  part,  and  there  has  been  little  demand  for  its 
extreme  application.  A  dominating  principle,  for  nearly 
the  whole  of  the  first  century  of  our  national  life,  was  the 
principle  of  free  immigration,  as  was  natural  in  a  sparsely 
settled  and  undeveloped  country.  Nevertheless,  this 
policy  was  not  maintained  without  much  protest.  Under 
a  laissez  faire  administration,  the  character  of  some  of 
the  immigrants  was  so  desperate  as  to  arouse  the  con- 
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sternation  even  of  the  easy-going  Americans,  and  the 
years  from  1830  to  1880  were  marked  by  repeated  at- 
tempts to  secure  some  regulative  measures  which  should 
raise  the  average  of  quality.  Nothing  of  the  sort,  how- 
ever, was  adopted  by  the  federal  government.  The  in- 
dividual states  made  ineffectual  efforts  to  ameliorate  the 
situation,  mostly  in  the  way  of  imposing  a  head  tax  or 
requiring  a  bond  from  those  whose  ability  to  support 
themselves  was  doubtful.  But  the  motive  of  these  meas- 
ures was  neither  selection  nor  restriction,  but  indemnifica- 
tion against  the  support  of  indigent  foreigners.  The 
only  important  measures  passed  by  the  federal  govern- 
ment during  this  period  were  designed  to  improve  the 
means  of  immigration,  not  to  control  immigration  itself. 

It  was  not  until  1882  that  the  federal  government  un- 
dertook definitely  to  regulate  the  matter.1  The  principle 
adopted  was  frankly  that  of  selection.  This  was  natural, 
as  the  agitation  which  had  led  up  to  it  had  rested  almost 
entirely  on  the  dangers  and  injuries  from  immigrants 
of  an  inferior  type  —  particularly  paupers,  criminals, 
and  diseased  persons.  Accordingly,  this  new  legislation 
excluded  certain  classes.  Also  a  small  head  tax  was  im- 
posed, and  that,  of  course,  has  incidentally  a  slightly  re- 
strictive influence. 

The  complicated  body  of  immigration  legislation  which 
has  grown  up  from  this  beginning  has  added  more  and 
more  "undesirables"  to  the  excluded  classes,  more  and 
more  complicated  expedients  have  been  introduced  for 
debarring  and  deporting  them,  and  the  machinery  of 
administration  has  been  steadily  improved.  Yet  one 
might  search  in  vain  through  all  the  laws  on  the  subject 
to  find  a  single  statute  which  was  avowedly  and  directly 
restrictive.  It  was  not  until  very  recent  years  that  any 
avowedly  restrictive  measure  has  even  been  proposed 

1  The  law  of  1875  excluding  immigrant  women  imported  for  purposes  of  pros- 
titution, and  criminals  convicted  of  non-political  offenses  was  passed  with  the 
Chinese  in  mind,  and,  like  the  entire  Chinese  exclusion  legislation,  belongs  in  a 
special  category. 
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and  supported  strongly  enough  to  gain  public  prominence. 
The  single  important  instance  of  this  sort  of  measure  is 
furnished  by  the  scheme,  worked  out  independently  by 
Senator  Dillingham  and  Professor  Sydney  L.  Gulick  of 
Japan,  to  limit  the  immigration  of  people  of  any  race  on 
a  percentage  basis,  according  to  the  number  of  that  race 
already  in  this  country.  Senator  Dillingham  would  base 
his  percentage  simply  on  those  resident,  Professor  Gulick 
on  the  number  naturalized.  But,  in  either  case,  the  pro- 
posal is  for  a  straightforward  and  positive  restriction. 

The  literacy  test  is  evidently  regulative  and  selective. 
It  distinguishes  a  new  type  of  undesirable.  It  adds  an 
educational  test  to  the  various  physical,  mental,  and 
moral  tests  which  already  exist.  Its  restrictive  effects 
would  be  very  considerable.  Just  how  much,  nobody  has 
been  able  to  tell  positively.  The  percentage  of  illiteracy 
of  all  immigrants  fourteen  years  of  age  or  over  for  the 
years  1899  to  1909  averaged  26.7.  But  since  any  law, 
to  have  a  chance  of  passing,  must  allow  certain  exemp- 
tions, the  total  number  excluded  would  not  equal  the 
total  number  of  illiterates  applying.  On  the  other  hand, 
the  figures  of  illiteracy  furnished  by  the  Immigration 
Bureau  are  based  merely  on  the  statements  of  the  immi- 
grants themselves,  and  since  the  immigrant  often  believes 
that  he  is  more  likely  to  be  admitted  if  he  is  literate  than 
if  not,  there  may  be  considerable  overstatement  of  literacy. 
It  seems  likely  that  the  test  would  exclude  in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  twenty-five  per  cent. 

The  semblance  of  introducing  a  new  principle  into  our 
immigration  legislation  gives  the  literacy  test  a  special 
value  in  the  eyes  of  its  friends,  and  offers  a  point  of  attack 
to  its  enemies.  Whether  its  restrictive  features  consti- 
tute an  argument  for  or  against  it,  evidently  depends  on 
one's  point  of  view.  To  the  pure  selectionist,  they  tend 
to  condemn  it.  This  was  evidently  the  attitude  of  Presi- 
dent Wilson  when  he  wrote  in  his  veto  message:  "The 
object  of  such  provisions  is  restriction,  not  selection." 
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If  one  has  restrictionist  leanings,  on  the  other  hand,  this 
aspect  simply  adds  to  the  desirability  of  the  test  as  a 
selective  measure.  It  is  probably  true  that  a  considerable 
portion  of  the  agitation  for  the  test  comes  from  those 
who  are  inspired  partly  by  a  desire  to  secure  restriction. 

This  is  not  the  place  to  discuss  the  arguments  for  and 
against  restriction.  Volumes  have  been  written  on  the 
subject,  and  public  opinion  is  not  yet  unanimous.  The 
matter  can  be  clearly  understood  only  after  an  ex- 
haustive examination  into  the  various  economic,  political, 
and  social  bearings  of  the  case,  such  as  the  average  busy 
citizen  cannot  possibly  undertake.  It  is  true  that  almost 
all  of  those  who  have  taken  up  the  question  in  a  thorough 
and  scientific  manner  have  become  convinced  of  the  need 
of  restriction.  The  most  remarkable  example  of  this  is 
furnished  by  the  Immigration  Commission.  As  Professor 
Jenks,  a  member  of  the  Commission,  said  in  a  public 
lecture:  "The  Commission  in  its  Report  recommended 
with  absolute  unanimity  the  adoption  of  a  policy  of  re- 
striction, although  one  member  differed  from  his  col- 
leagues as  regards  the  method  of  restriction  that  it  was 
most  expedient  to  employ.  It  is  well  known  that  at  the 
beginning  of  their  investigation,  several  members  of  the 
Commission  were  strongly  inclined  not  to  restrict  im- 
migration further,  but  the  results  of  the  investigation 
had  completely  changed  their  views,  so  that  all  nine 
members  —  three  Senators,  three  members  of  the  House 
of  Representatives,  and  the  three  civilians  —  appointed 
by  the  President,  Republicans  and  Democrats  alike, 
agreed  in  their  recommendation.  Moreover,  so  far  as 
can  be  ascertained,  all  of  the  field  agents  of  the  Commis- 
sion, perhaps  a  hundred,  even  before  the  final  statistical 
results  of  the  investigation  had  been  fully  calculated  and 
the  results  made  manifest  —  simply  through  their  per- 
sonal observations  —  had  become  convinced  that  a  re- 
strictive policy  was  needed." 

In  spite  of  this  unanimity  of  opinion  on  the  part  of 


The   Case   for   the   Literacy   Test    159 

scientific  students,  the  restrictionist  arguments  have  not 
had  much  weight  in  shaping  legislation.  Law-making 
bodies  are  conservative,  legislation  tends  to  move  in 
well-worn  channels,  and  the  mass  of  voters  are  strongly 
influenced  by  tradition.  It  is  much  more  difficult  to 
get  passed  a  law  which  involves  some  new  principle  than 
one  which  is  merely  an  extension  of  an  old  principle,  or 
at  least  looks  like  an  old  law.  The  principle  of  selection 
is  so  thoroughly  established  in  our  immigration  statutes, 
and  the  people  have  become  so  thoroughly  habituated 
to  it,  that  there  is  a  much  better  chance  of  securing  re- 
striction, if  that  is  desired,  through  a  measure  which  can 
be  supported  on  selective  grounds,  than  by  one  which  is 
solely  restrictive.  The  likelihood  of  the  passage  of  a 
literacy  test  may  very  possibly  be  enhanced  by  the  ex- 
tension of  the  recognition  of  the  need  for  restriction.  But 
the  effective  arguments  for  it  must  bear  largely  on  its 
selective  character. 

What,  then,  are  these  arguments? 

The  positive  arguments  for  a  literacy  test  as  a  selective 
measure  dwell  on  the  proposition  that  an  immigrant  who 
can  read  furnishes  better  material,  all  things  considered, 
for  the  building  up  of  the  American  people,  than  one  who 
cannot. 

This  point  is  customarily  argued  on  the  grounds  of 
individual  fitness,  and  there  is,  indeed,  much  to  recom- 
mend the  literacy  test  from  this  point  of  view.  Much 
effort  has  been  expended,  particularly  by  Mr.  Prescott  F. 
Hall,  to  show  that  the  immigrant  who  lacks  such  a  rudi- 
mentary education  is  both  hampered  in  the  struggle  for 
success,  and  likely  to  injure  rather  than  aid  the  country. 

Economically,  it  is  pointed  out  that  illiterate  immi- 
grants furnish  an  unintelligent,  or  at  least  mentally  un- 
trained, labor  supply.  Their  intellectual  processes  are 
primitive,  they  cannot  read  printed  instructions,  they 
are  not  able  to  understand  our  complicated  modern  in- 
dustry. Particularly,  it  is  shown  that  they  are  especially 
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liable  to  injury  in  factories,  mines  and  foundries,  because 
of  inability  to  read  the  warning  placards  posted  about. 
They  do  not  possess  that  mental  alertness  and  adaptive- 
ness  which,  in  the  minds  of  many,  has  enabled  the  old 
type  of  American  laborer  to  contribute  so  much  to  the 
economic  up-building  of  his  country. 

To  these  arguments  the  opponents  of  the  literacy  test 
reply  that  mental  training  is  a  very  minor  requirement 
in  the  work  for  which  the  immigrant  is  desired.  We  need 
immigrants  to  furnish  the  unskilled  labor  supply,  to  do 
the  menial,  dirty,  laborious  work,  which,  it  is  alleged, 
the  native  American  will  no  longer  undertake.  In  these 
occupations  education  is  not  needed;  even  natural  intelli- 
gence may  be  of  a  very  low  order.  What  is  called  for  is 
brawn,  not  brains.  Too  much  thinking  capacity  and 
habit  is  a  drawback,  not  an  advantage.  It  is  pointed  out 
that  many  of  those  aliens  who  have  the  hardest  time  in 
this  country  are  the  ones  who  have  had  some  education 
in  the  old  country  —  the  clerks,  cheap  musicians,  book- 
keepers, etc.,  who  are  either  unable  or  unwilling  to  do 
low-grade  manual  labor,  and  who  find  their  European 
education  of  no  advantage  in  competition  with  American 
trained  workers. 

It  is  seldom  that  this  point  is  so  frankly  stated  as  it  was 
in  the  following  letter  to  the  New  York  Times,  printed 
January  23,  1915:  "I  read  with  much  interest  your  edi- 
torial on  *  Immigrant  Bone  and  Brawn,'  and  while  I  do 
not  claim  to  be  an  authority  on  this  matter,  yet  I  have  a 
fairly  good  knowledge  of  the  labor  situation,  being  an 
employer  of  not  an  indifferent  number  of  common  la- 
borers every  year. 

"Now,  without  any  exception,  I  have  found  that  illit- 
erate laborers  make  far  better  diggers  than  immigrants 
of  higher  standard,  because,  first,  in  their  native  land 
they  have  done  nothing  else,  therefore  are  well  accus- 
tomed to  hard  work,  and,  second,  the  laborer's  mind, 
not  being  trained  in  other  channels,  lacks  the  nerve  to 
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branch  off  in  other  fields,  and  remains  what  it  is  trained 
to  be,  a  common  laborer,  a  common  digger,  if  you  wish, 
but  the  most  vital  part  and  the  most  perfect  of  the  whole 
machine  which  makes  a  country  what  it  should  be. 

"The  heavens  of  the  United  States  are  bright  enough 
without  the  need  of  foreign  stars,  but  the  land  of  this 
glorious  Republic  does  need  the  bone  and  brawn  of  the 
foreigner,  whether  or  not  he  can  read  or  write." 

It  may  be  granted  that,  from  the  strictly  economic 
point  of  view,  the  opponents  of  the  literacy  test  can  pre- 
sent the  weightier  arguments.  If  the  goal  of  our  public 
policy  is  to  secure  the  greatest  and  most  rapid  production 
of  wealth,  regardless  of  the  conditions  which  attend  it, 
and  of  the  steadiness  and  continuousness  of  the  accumu- 
lation, then  the  cheaper,  the  more  docile,  and  the  more 
abundant  the  supply  of  common  labor  is,  the  more  rapidly 
will  the  immediate  process  go  on.  A  group  of  Slavic 
workers,  who  will  accept  any  standard  of  living,  who  will 
be  mute,  if  not  content,  in  the  face  of  intolerable  working 
conditions,  who  will  submit  to  the  exhaustion  of  their 
native  forces  in  the  rounds  of  industry  —  who,  in  fine, 
do  not  let  their  minds  "branch  off  in  other  fields"  — 
and  who,  when  their  period  of  usefulness  is  over  will  go 
uncomplainingly  back  home  to  Europe  with  broken 
bodies  and  dulled  minds,  leaving  their  places  to  be  filled 
by  others  like  them  —  such  a  group  of  laborers  will  no 
doubt  leave  a  greater  mass  of  accumulated  capital  in 
the  hands  of  the  master  producers  than  those  whose 
minds  are  trained  to  think.  To  this  argument  there  is 
no  effective  answer. 

But  the  adherents  of  the  literacy  test  maintain  that 
there  are  other  considerations  —  social,  in  the  wide 
sense  and  reaching  far  ahead  —  which  outweigh  the  im- 
mediate economic  interests.  These  have  to  do  with  the 
building  up  of  the  American  people  and  their  enduring 
prosperity,  rather  than  their  immediate  wealth. 

Professor  Commons  has  said,  "The  true  foundations 
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of  democracy  are  in  the  character  of  the  people  them- 
selves, that  is,  of  the  individuals  who  constitute  the 
democracy.  These  are:  first,  intelligence  —  the  power  to 
weigh  evidence  and  draw  sound  conclusions,  based  on 
adequate  information;  second,  manliness,  that  which  the 
Romans  called  virility,  and  which  at  bottom  is  dignified 
self-respect,  self-control,  and  that  self-assertion  and  jeal- 
ousy of  encroachment  which  marks  those  who,  know- 
ing their  rights,  dare  maintain  them;  third,  and  equally 
important,  the  capacity  for  cooperation,  that  willingness 
and  ability  to  organize,  to  trust  their  leaders,  to  work 
together  for  a  common  interest  and  toward  a  common 
destiny,  a  capacity  which  we  variously  designate  as 
patriotism,  public  spirit,  or  self-government." 

It  is  believed  by  those  who  advocate  the  literacy  test, 
that  the  man  who  can  read  is  more  likely  to  possess  these 
qualities  in  some  measure  than  one  who  cannot,  and  is 
also  better  equipped  to  acquire  them  to  a  fuller  extent. 

From  the  political  point  of  view  the  illiterate  immigrant 
is  handicapped  in  his  efforts  to  become  worthy  of  his 
adopted  country.  He  is  unable  to  keep  posted  on  na- 
tional affairs  by  even  the  journals  published  in  his  own 
language.  He  is  forced  to  have  constant  recourse  to  the 
interpreter,  the  padrone,  and  the  "banker."  He  becomes 
the  easy  prey  of  the  ward  boss,  and  furnishes  plastic 
material  for  naturalization  and  election  frauds.  He  readily 
yields  to  the  machinations  of  unscrupulous  labor  leaders 
and  anarchistic  agitators.  He  is  compelled  to  rely  on 
others  for  all  his  knowledge  of  world  events. 

The  effort  has  been  made  to  prove  that  the  illiterate 
aliens  contribute  more  than  their  due  proportion  to  the 
volume  of  pauperism  and  crime.  Accuracy  and  convinc- 
ingness in  investigations  of  this  sort  are  rendered  dif- 
ficult, if  not  impossible,  by  the  careless  record-keeping 
of  most  of  our  penal  and  relief  agencies.  Yet  there  is  much 
general  evidence  in  favor  of  this  view,  of  which  a  typical 
example  is  the  statement  made  by  Mr.  Frederick  A. 
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Pope,  prosecuting  attorney  of  Somerset  County,  New 
Jersey,  to  the  effect  that  out  of  a  group  of  54  crimes, 
committed  by  foreigners,  that  involved  violence,  46 
were  committed  by  illiterates.  Of  course  only  an  over- 
whelming mass  of  testimony  of  this  sort  would  constitute 
a  positive  demonstration. 

To  these  arguments  the  opponents  of  the  literacy  test 
reply  that  this  test  will  not  keep  out  criminals  and  other 
individuals  with  anti-social  motives.  While  the  percent- 
age of  illiterate  criminals  is  high  among  those  guilty  of 
minor  crimes,  yet  the  most  dangerous  criminals  are  those 
with  a  high  grade  of  intelligence  and  education,  which 
this  test  would  not  touch.  To  this  the  other  side  responds, 
that  the  literacy  test  is  not  supported  as  a  cure-all.  We 
already  have  laws  providing  for  the  exclusion  of  all 
criminals  and  paupers  who  can  be  detected;  and  as  for 
the  others,  the  literacy  test  would  keep  out  some  of  them, 
and  that  would  be  so  much  clear  gain. 

Thus  on  purely  individualistic  grounds  there  is  much 
to  be  said  in  favor  of  the  literate  immigrant  as  material 
for  American  citizenship.  But  the  selective  advantages 
of  the  literacy  test  become  much  clearer  if  the  matter  is 
considered,  not  from  the  point  of  view  of  individuals,  but 
of  groups.  The  argument  briefly  is  this. 

The  final  aim  of  our  immigration  policy,  and  the  sine 
qua  non  of  a  good  immigration  situation,  is  assimilation. 
If  this  is  not  accomplished  with  speed,  certainty,  and 
completeness,  the  solidarity  and  progress,  if  not  the  very 
life,  of  the  nation  are  threatened.  Even  the  broadest 
"free  immigrationist"  will  hardly  deny  this.  The  dif- 
ferences of  opinion  of  candid  students  come  from  dis- 
agreement as  to  whether  assimilation  is  actually  accom- 
plished, rather  than  from  uncertainty  as  to  the  need  of 
it.  One  of  the  chief  reasons  why  restriction  is  favored  by 
so  many  is  that  excessive  numbers  are  a  bar  to  assimila- 
tion. 

Now  evidently  the  groups  of  immigrants  which  are  most 
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easily  assimilated,  and  which  therefore  can  most  readily 
be  received  into  this  country  are  those  whose  habits  of 
thought,  attitude  toward  life,  conception  of  their  relation 
to  government,  "ideas  and  ideals,"  to  use  Professor  Ell- 
wood's  expressive  phrase,  or  "mores"  in  Professor  Sum- 
ner's  still  more  significant  term,  are  most  similar  to  those 
of   the  United    States.     Assimilation   is    an   intellectual 
process,  accomplished  with  the  greatest  difficulty  in  the 
lifetime  of  any  adult  immigrant,   and  quite  impossible 
in  the  case  of  an  immigrant  whose  early  environment  and 
social  traditions  have  been  widely  diverse  from  our  own. 
The  United  States  may  be  characterized  as  an  industrial 
democracy,  and  the  groups  of  immigrants  who  can  be 
most  readily  assimilated  into  our  life  are  those  who  come 
from  countries  whose  economy  is  of  the  modern  industrial 
type,  and  whose  government  is  fundamentally  democratic, 
by  whatever  name  it  may  be  called.     Now  nations  of 
this  sort  have  long  ago  established  and  maintained  effi- 
cient compulsory  education   systems,   and   their  people 
have  a  very  small  percentage  of  illiteracy.    The  monarch- 
ical,   semi-feudalistic,    economically    backward    nations, 
on  the  other  hand,  and  those  which  have  only  recently 
emerged  from  that  state,  have  public  education  systems 
inadequate  either  in  plan  or  administration,  and  their 
people  show  a  high  percentage  of  illiteracy.    Thus,  con- 
sidered groupwise,  illiteracy  appears  less  as  a  quality  than 
as  a  symptom  or  indication  of  other  qualities,  and  these 
some  of  the  most  deep-seated  and  tenacious  from  the 
point  of  view  of  group  character.     Considered  in  this 
way  the  literacy  test  reveals  itself  as  a  selective  measure 
of  the  very  highest  importance. 

There  are  many  other  advantages,  incidental  or  of 
lesser  importance,  connected  with  the  literacy  test.  First, 
from  the  point  of  view  of  administration,  it  meets  all 
desirable  requirements.  It  is  positive,  rapid,  and  cannot 
be  evaded.  It  is  foreknowable  —  that  is,  the  would-be 
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immigrant  can  determine  for  himself,  before  he  leaves 
his  native  village,  whether  he  can  meet  this  test.  It  is 
impartial,  and  leaves  as  little  as  possible  to  the  judgment 
of  the  inspector. 

Second,  it  would  exercise  a  highly  stimulative  influence 
on  the  public  education  in  European  countries.  When, 
in  the  administration  of  President  Taft,  it  appeared  likely 
that  a  literacy  test  would  be  passed,  schools  sprang  up  on 
many  a  hillside  in  southern  Italy  where  none  had  been 
before.  When  President  Taft  vetoed  the  bill  the  schools 
were  deserted,  and  were  closed. 

Third,  the  test  is  a  barrier  which  can  be  overcome  by 
any  intelligent  and  ambitious  person.  Any  European 
who  really  wants  to  come  to  the  United  States  need  only 
take  the  pains  to  secure  the  most  rudimentary  education. 
This  may  be  difficult  for  some,  conceivably  impossible 
for  a  few,  but  it  could  not  involve  any  great  general 
hardship.  If  the  demand  for  simple  educational  facilities 
were  strong  enough,  it  would  be  supplied. 

This  suggests  a  further  consideration,  which  is  really 
too  vital  to  be  included  among  incidental  things.  This 
is  that  the  literacy  test  would  put  a  certain  premium  on 
American  residence.  The  very  fact  that  it  imposed  a 
barrier  which  could  be  overcome  by  effort  would  have  a 
most  beneficial  effect  upon  those  who  did  overcome  it. 
It  is  almost  a  truism  that  anything  which  is  cheaply  ac- 
quired is  lightly  valued.  Participation  in  the  "glories  of 
America"  is  now  cheaply  acquired.  In  early  days  there 
were  natural  obstacles  of  one  sort  and  another,  which 
automatically  selected  for  emigration  the  hardy,  the 
ambitious,  and  the  courageous.  Very  few  obstacles  of 
that  sort  now  exist.  All  the  great  channels  of  emigration 
are  now  carefully  smoothed  and  oiled,  and  to  emigrate  is 
almost  as  easy  as  to  stagnate.  A  test  which  could  be 
overcome,  but  only  by  some  personal  effort,  would  be  a 
highly  desirable  thing.  To  the  extent  to  which  it  ac- 
tually was  overcome,  it  would  of  course  neutralize  the 
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restrictive  effects  of  the  literacy  test,  leaving  only  its 
selective  features.  Experience  alone  could  prove  how  far 
this  would  go. 

Turning  now  to  the  positive  arguments  against  the 
literacy  test,  they  are  found  to  be  almost  all  highly  ab- 
stract, not  to  say  metaphysical.  They  have  to  do  with 
"natural  rights"  and  "liberties,"  with  American  tradi- 
tions and  duties,  with  the  inherent  obligation  of  the 
favored  to  share  their  blessings  with  the  less  fortunate. 
They  all  boil  down  to  three  simple  propositions:  The 
literacy  test  invades  "natural  rights";  it  is  narrow  and 
illiberal;  it  is  un-American. 

The  proposition  that  it  violates  "natural  rights"  and 
"liberties"  is  manifestly  not  an  argument,  but  an  asser- 
tion, capable  neither  of  proof  nor  refutation.  The  whole 
question  of  natural  rights  lies  outside  the  field  of  logic, 
and  is  not  a  matter  for  argument.  If  one  sees  fit,  as  one 
writer  on  the  subject  has  done,  to  include  among  the  great 
natural  rights  of  man  "the  right  to  choose  a  home,"  no 
amount  of  reasoning  will  dislodge  him  from  that  position. 
The  best  that  can  be  done  is  to  point  to  another  great 
"right"  which  may  be  absolutely  opposed  to  this,  viz.: 
the  right  of  every  nation  to  protect  its  interests  as  against 
the  interests  of  any  individual. 

The  charge  that  the  literacy  test  is  narrow  and  illiberal 
rests  on  the  assumption  that  those  who  urge  it  are  ani- 
mated by  selfish  or  exclusive  motives,  that  they  desire  to 
monopolize  the  advantages  which  they  are  fortunate 
enough  to  possess,  rather  than  to  share  them  with  others. 
This  charge  may  be  true  of  some.  But  there  are  others, 
who  advocate  the  test  not  because  of  narrowness  of  vision, 
but  because  they  take  a  view  of  humanity  which  extends 
far  beyond  the  confines  of  nation,  group,  or  race. 

There  is  no  question  that  the  United  States  as  a  nation 
is  highly  favored  by  nature.  All  the  conjunctures  of 
climate,  soil,  and  natural  resources  combine  with  the  high 
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character  of  the  original  population  to  afford  every  ad- 
vantage in  the  struggle  for  existence  to  those  who  are 
fortunate  enough  to  call  America  their  home.  But  it 
does  not  follow  that  a  broad  humanitarian  policy  demands 
the  indiscriminate  sharing  of  these  advantages  with  any- 
one who  wishes  to  come.  These  very  advantages  have 
set  apart  the  United  States  to  be  the  leader  of  the  world 
in  its  struggle  for  the  achievement  of  the  higher  democ- 
racy. Here,  if  anywhere,  the  stage  is  most  favorably  set 
for  the  great  drama  of  the  destiny  of  the  common  people. 
If  democracy  fails  in  America,  where  shall  we  look  for  it 
to  succeed?  The  broad-minded  adherent  of  the  literacy 
test  holds  that  the  immigration  movement,  as  it  has 
manifested  itself  in  recent  years,  constitutes  a  menace  to 
democracy  in  the  United  States,  and  that  our  highest 
duty  to  humanity  will  not  permit  us  to  tolerate  anything 
which  threatens  to  check  or  hamper  the  progress  of  the 
common  people  in  this  country.  The  fact  that  measures 
like  the  literacy  test  run  counter  to  the  interests  of  some 
individuals  of  our  own  generation  does  not  alter  the  case 
in  his  mind.  It  is  simply  a  matter  of  conservation.  Every 
conservation  policy  is  carried  out  by  restriction,  and 
works  hardship  to  individuals.  The  policy  of  forest  pres- 
ervation is  an  example.  Yet  we  do  not  call  the  scien- 
tific forester  narrow.  Laws  for  the  protection  of  woman 
and  child  laborers  involve  restriction,  and  injure  the 
interests  of  individuals.  But  we  do  not  accuse  the  social 
legislator  of  illiberality.  Neither  ought  this  reproach  to 
be  applied  to  the  advocate  of  the  literacy  test,  or  even 
of  more  distinctly  restrictive  measures,  who  believes  that 
such  steps  are  necessary  for  the  preservation  of  the  high 
ideals  of  the  United  States,  or  of  the  standard  of  living  of 
its  common  citizens. 

In  fact,  if  self-seeking  is  a  mark  of  narrowness  and  illib- 
erality, these  opprobrious  epithets  could  be  applied  to 
perhaps  as  great  a  proportion  of  the  opponents  of  the 
literacy  test,  as  of  its  supporters.  For  anyone  who  knows 
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the  sources  of  the  active  opposition  to  this  measure  is 
all  too  well  aware  how  much  of  it  emanates  from  those 
who  fancy  they  see  in  it  a  menace  to  their  own  private 
interests,  economic  and  other. 

The  assertion  that  the  literacy  test  is  un-American  is 
one  which  has  been  urged  against  many  measures  of 
social  progress,  and  which  can  be  employed  against  any 
proposition  which  involves  departing  from  traditional 
methods  or  policies  —  in  other  words,  which  recognizes 
that  the  world  moves  and  conditions  change.  When 
policemen  were  first  introduced  into  the  cities  of  the 
United  States,  the  innovation  was  bitterly  opposed  on 
the  ground  that  it  was  un-American,  and  interfered  with 
the  natural  rights  of  the  individual.  The  "penalty  clause" 
by  which  the  cooperative  farmers'  elevators  of  the  Middle 
West  maintain  themselves  has  been  attacked  as  un- 
American  by  those  whom  it  affects  unfavorably.  The 
anti-immigration  agitation  of  the  forties  and  fifties  which 
called  forth  such  rhetorical  outbursts  of  protest  as  that 
quoted  in  an  earlier  paragraph,  was  due  to  the  desire  to 
exclude  paupers,  criminals,  and  diseased  persons  —  and 
this  desire  was  dubbed  un-American. 

It  would  seem  hardly  necessary  to  consider  arguments 
of  this  type,  were  they  not  propounded  with  so  much 
frequency  and  earnestness,  and  accepted  with  so  much 
sobriety.  Especially,  it  seems  extraordinary  that  a 
measure  which  asks  that  the  foreigner  should  have  the 
same  training  for  citizenship  or  residence  that  we  require 
of  our  own  children  should  be  called  un-American.  When 
we  spend  over  half  a  billion  dollars  annually  on  our  public 
schools,  and  then  compel  children  born  in  this  country 
to  take  advantage  of  them,  is  it  illogical  —  not  to  say 
un-American  —  to  say  to  the  adult  foreigner  that  he 
should  have  so  much  of  an  education  as  is  indicated  by 
the  ability  to  read? 

But  it  is  asserted  that  an  educational  test  would  be 
un-American  because  it  would  exclude  aliens  on  the  basis 
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of  opportunity,  not  of  character.  Illiteracy,  it  is  main- 
tained, not  is  a  test  of  ability  but  of  early  opportunity. 
But  a  test  based  on  opportunity  is  not  un-American. 
For  our  immigration  law  already  contains  a  number  of 
tests  which  rest,  in  part  at  least,  on  opportunity.  Such 
are  the  tests  excluding  paupers,  those  likely  to  become 
public  charges,  persons  with  contagious  diseases,  etc. 
In  fact,  when  the  individual  immigrant  appears  before 
the  inspector  little  can  be  gained  by  trying  to  separate 
those  of  his  characteristics  which  are  due  to  native  ability 
from  those  which  are  traceable  to  environment.  The 
man  must  be  judged  as  he  is,  on  the  grounds  of  his  fitness. 

In  pursuance  of  the  "un-American"  argument,  how- 
ever, it  is  further  pointed  out  that  illiteracy  cannot  rea- 
sonably be  considered  a  test  of  fitness  for  American  life, 
because  this  nation  was  founded  by  illiterates,  and  that 
it  has  nevertheless  done  pretty  well.  The  trouble  with 
this  argument,  is  that  it  is  not  true,  and  that  if  it  were 
it  proves  too  much.  It  might  be  said  with  equal  cogency 
that  this  nation  was  founded  by  men  who  made  their 
living  by  slave  labor  in  the  south,  and  the  slave-and-rum 
trade  in  the  north,  and  that  therefore  these  good  old 
institutions  should  have  been  preserved.  All  such  argu- 
ments ignore  the  fact  that  the  world  has  progressed 
during  the  past  three  centuries,  and  that  illiteracy  stands 
for  very  different  things  now  from  what  it  did  in  the  days 
of  the  Pilgrim  Fathers,  or  of  the  Revolutionary  heroes. 

Another  argument  which  proves  too  much  is  that  pro- 
duced so  triumphantly,  and  with  so  great  effect,  in  some 
such  words  as  these:  "This  measure  would  keep  out  a 
great  many  people  who  would  be  very  useful  citizens.  If 
it  had  been  in  force  in  earlier  years  it  would  have  kept  out 
the  mother  of  Abraham  Lincoln,  who  signed  her  name 
with  a  cross."  Certainly  the  literacy  test  would  keep  out 
some  who  would  be  useful.  So  do  many,  if  not  most, 
of  the  tests  now  in  force.  The  futility  of  such  arguments 
may  be  illustrated  by  another  reductio  ad  absurdum. 
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"Booker  T.  Washington  was  one  of  the  most  useful 
citizens  of  the  United  States.  His  ancestors  on  one  side 
were  brought  over  as  negro  slaves.  Therefore  it  was  a 
mistake  to  abolish  the  slave  trade." 

Such  are  the  arguments  of  the  opponents  of  the  literacy 
test.  Aside  from  these,  their  efforts  are  devoted  to  coun- 
tering the  claims  of  the  opposite  side,  which,  as  has  been 
shown,  can  be  done  successfully  only  with  respect  to  the 
strictly  and  temporarily  economic  aspects  —  the  build- 
ing up  of  quick  fortunes  by  questionable  and  probably 
dangerous  means.  There  are  those  who  do  not  regard 
this  as  an  argument  against  the  literacy  test,  but  for  it. 

The  matter  can  be  rightly  understood  only  by  taking 
the  broadest  possible  view  of  the  relations,  not  of  this 
generation  alone,  but  of  the  generations  to  come.  The 
natural  destiny  of  the  United  States  is  to  be  the  leader  of 
the  nations  into  the  fullest  development  of  the  common 
people.  Our  duty  is  to  set  standards,  not  to  distribute  the 
natural  advantages  we  possess.  We  cannot  render  our 
highest  service  to  mankind  by  hastily  and  inconsiderately 
yielding  to  the  demands  of  a  specious  humanitarianism, 
and  dissipating  to-day  what  should  be  the  heritage  of 
future  generations. 


PATIENCE  WORTH 

I 

ST.  LOUIS  and  its   neighborhood  are  greatly  stirred 
over   some   apparently   involuntary  writing  —  auto- 
matic or  heteromatic,  as  you  please:  we  have  concluded 
not  to  use  either  term  again  before  our  opinion  becomes 
more  definite. 

It  appears  that  in  July,  1913,  Mrs.  John  H.  Curran, 
wife  of  a  former  Immigration  Commissioner  of  Missouri, 
and  Mrs.  Emily  Grant  Hutchings,  wife  of  the  Secretary  of 
the  Tower  Grove  Park  Board  of  St.  Louis,  were  amusing 
themselves  with  a  ouija  board,  as  they  had  done  at  in- 
tervals for  some  time  without  obtaining  any  results  of 
special  interest,  when  out  of  a  clear  sky  came: 

"Many  moons  ago,  I  lived.  Again  I  come.  Patience  Worth 
my  name." 

The  women  gazed,  round  eyed,  at  each  other,  and  the  board 
continued: 

"Wait.  I  would  speak  with  thee.  If  thou  shalt  live,  then  so 
shall  I.  I  make  my  bread  by  thy  hearth.  Good  friends,  let  us 
be  merrie.  The  time  for  work  is  past.  Let  the  tabbie  drowse 
and  blink  her  wisdom  to  the  fire  log." 

"How  quaint  that  is!"  one  of  the  women  exclaimed. 

"Good  mother  wisdom  is  too  harsh  for  thee,"  said  the  board, 
"and  thou  shouldst  love  her  only  as  a  foster  mother." 

Thus  began  an  intimate  association  with  "Patience  Worth" 
that  still  continues,  and  a  series  of  communications  that  in 
intellectual  vigor  and  literary  quality  are  virtually  without 
precedent  in  the  scant  imaginative  literature  quoted  in  the 
chronicles  of  Psychical  Research. 

It  was  soon  apparent  that  Mrs.  Curran  was  the  sole  agent  of 
transmission:  for  the  communications  came  only  when  she  was 
at  the  board,  and  it  mattered  not  who  else  sat  with  her.  Dur- 
ing the  first  months  Mrs.  Curran  and  Mrs.  Hutchings  alone  sat, 
but  gradually  the  circle  widened,  and  others  assisted  Mrs. 
Curran.  Sometimes  as  many  as  five  or  six  would  sit  with  her 
in  the  course  of  an  evening.  Mrs.  Curran's  mother,  Mrs.  Mary 
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E.  Pollard,  has  acted  as  amanuensis,  and  recorded  the  com- 
munications at  most  of  the  sittings,  Mr.  Curran  occasionally 
taking  her  place. 

These  records  have  accumulated  until  they  have  filled 
five  volumes  of  large  typewritten  pages.  Two  of  the  vol- 
umes consist  of  conversations,  short  poems,  allegories  and 
other  minor  matter;  one  contains  a  long  mediaeval  drama, 
"Redwing";  another,  a  mediaeval  tale,  "Telka";  and  one, 
the  part  so  far  delivered  of  "A  Sorry  Tale",  which  relates 
in  biblical  language  the  biography  of  the  impenitent  thief 
on  the  cross.  Very  little  of  this  matter  is  the  frequent 
trash  of  involuntary  writing.  Nearly  all  of  it  is  to  be 
taken  seriously  as  literature.  Much  of  it  is  literature 
of  a  high  order.  Authorities  are  always  shy,  and  wisely 
so,  of  publicly  endorsing  questionable  matters:  so  we  are 
not  yet  free  to  quote  some  conclusive  confirmation  of  this 
opinion  which  has  come  to  us. 

All  of  the  material  has  been  placed  at  our  disposal,  as  has 
also  a  manuscript  volume  based  upon  it  by  Mr.  C.  S.  Yost, 
editor  of  the  St.  Louis  Globe-Democrat,  who  has  been  a 
frequent  and  intensely  interested  witness  of  the  phenom- 
ena. We  have  used  his  volume  for  the  foregoing  passages 
in  fine  print,  and  shall  make  much  more  use  of  it  in  this 
account,  continuing  to  print  the  extracts  in  smaller  type, 
but  not  always  specially  designating  them,  and  even 
occasionally,  to  save  space  or  fit  in,  taking  little  un-noted 
liberties  with  their  form. 

Mrs.  Curran  is  a  young  woman  of  nervous  temperament, 
bright,  vivacious,  ready  of  speech.  She  has  a  taste  for  literature, 
but  is  not  a  writer,  and  has  never  attempted  to  write  anything 
more  ambitious  than  a  personal  letter.  Mrs.  Hutchings,  on 
the  other  hand,  is  a  professional  writer  of  skill,  and  it  was  to  her 
quick  appreciation  of  the  quality  of  the  communications  that 
the  keeping  of  the  record  is  due.  [But  she  plainly  is  not  the 
"medium."  Ed.] 

The  ouija  board  is  a  rectangular  piece  of  wood  about  16  inches 
wide  by  24  inches  in  length  and  half  an  inch  thick.  Upon  it  the 
letters  of  the  alphabet  are  arranged  in  two  concentric  arcs, 
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with  the  ten  numerals  below,  and  the  words  "Yes"  and  "No" 
at  the  upper  corners.  The  planchette,  or  pointer,  is  a  thin 
heart-shaped  piece  of  wood  about  six  inches  long,  provided  with 
three  legs  with  cloth  covering  the  bottoms  to  avoid  friction, 
upon  which  it  moves  about  upon  the  board,  its  point  indicating 
the  letters  of  the  words  it  is  spelling.  The  operators  place  the 
tips  of  their  fingers  lightly  upon  the  planchette  and  wait. 
Perhaps  it  moves;  perhaps  it  does  not.  Sometimes  it  moves  aim- 
lessly about  the  board,  spelling  nothing;  sometimes  it  spells 
words,  but  is  unable  to  form  a  sentence;  but  often  it  responds 
readily  enough  to  the  impulses  which  control  it,  and  answers 
questions  intelligibly,  occasionally  in  a  way  that  excites  wonder 
and  even  awe. 

Its  dicta,  like  those  of  planchettes  working  with  a  pencil 
on  paper,  are  to  be  classed  with  the  well-known  "auto- 
matic" writing. 

I  speak  of  Patience  as  a  person:  for  whatever  she,  or  it,  may 
be,  the  impression  of  a  distinct  personality  is  clear  and  definite, 
and  it  is,  besides,  more  convenient  so  to  designate  her.  Patience 
now  generally  speaks  an  archaic  tongue  that  is  in  general  the 
English  language  of  about  the  time  of  the  Stuarts,  but  which 
contains  elements  of  a  usage  still  more  remote,  and,  not  rarely, 
word  and  phrase  forms  that  seem  never  to  have  been  used  in 
English  or  in  any  English  dialect.  Almost  all  of  her  words, 
however,  whether  in  conversation  or  in  literary  compositions, 
are  of  pure  Anglo-Saxon-Norman  origin.  There  is  seldom  a 
word  of  direct  Latin  or  Greek  parentage.  Fully  ninety-five  per 
cent  of  her  works  are  in  words  of  one  or  two  syllables.  Nearly 
all  of  the  objects  she  refers  to  are  things  that  existed  in  the 
seventeenth  century  or  earlier.  In  all  of  the  great  mass  of 
manuscript  that  has  come  from  her  we  have  not  noticed  a  single 
reference  to  an  object  of  modern  creation  or  development;  nor 
have  more  than  a  dozen  words  been  found  in  her  writings  that 
were  not  certainly  in  use  two  hundred  years  or  more  ago,  and 
some  of  these  words  are  debatable.  She  has  shown,  in  what 
would  seem  to  be  a  genuinely  feminine  spirit  of  perversity,  that 
she  can  use  a  modern  word  if  she  chooses  to  do  so.  [And  if  she  is 
living  now,  no  matter  when  she  was  visible  on  earth,  why  should 
she  not?  Ed.]  She  has  twice  used  the  word  "shack,"  meaning 
a  roughly  constructed  cabin,  a  word  which  is  in  that  sense  so 
new  and  so  local  that  it  has  not  yet  found  a  place  in  the  die- 


174         The   Unpopular   Review 

tionaries.    But  the  fact  remains  that  the  number  of  such  words 
is  so  small  as  to  be  negligible. 

Only  one  who  has  tried  to  write  in  archaic  English  without 
committing  anachronisms  can  realize  its  tremendous  difficulty. 
We  are  so  saturated  with  words  and  idioms  of  modern  origin 
that  it  is  almost  impossible  wholly  to  discard  them,  even  when 
given  every  advantage  of  time  and  reflection.  How  much  more 
difficult  must  it  be  then  to  use  and  maintain  such  language 
without  an  error  in  ordinary  impromptu  conversation,  answering 
questions  that  could  not  have  been  expected,  and  flashing  repar- 
tee that  is  entirely  dependent  upon  the  situation  or  remarks 
of  the  moment.  Yet  Patience  does  this  with  marvelous  facility. 

So  she  can  hardly  be  Mrs.  Curran. 

Here  is  an  example  of  her  conversation,  from  one  of  the  early 
records.  One  evening  when  a  skeptical  friend,  a  young  physi- 
cian, somewhat  given  to  slang,  was  present  with  his  wife: 

As  the  ladies  took  the  board,  the  doctor  remarked: 

"  I  hope  Patience  Worth  will  come.  Pd  like  to  find  out  what 
her  game  is." 

Patience  was  there,  and  instantly  responded: 

"Dost,  then,  desire  the  plucking  of  another  goose?" 

Doctor. — "By  George,  she's  right  there  with  the  grease,  isn't 
she?" 

Patience. — "Enough  to  baste  the  last  upon  the  spit." 

Doctor. — "Well,  that's  quick  wit  for  you.  Pretty  hard  to 
catch  her." 

Patience. — "The  salt  of  to-day  will  not  serve  to  catch  the  bird 
of  to-morrow." 

Doctor. — "She'd  better  call  herself  the  bird  of  yesterday.  I 
wonder  what  kind  of  a  mind  she  had,  anyway." 

Patience. — "Dost  crave  to  taste  the  sauce?" 

Doctor. — "She  holds  to  her  simile  of  the  goose.  I  wish  you'd 
ask  her  how  she  makes  that  little  table  move  under  your  hands 
to  spell  the  words." 

Patience. — "A  wise  cook  telleth  not  the  brew." 

Doctor. — "Turn  that  board  over  and  let  me  see  what's  under 
it." 

This  was  done,  and  after  his  inspection  it  was  reversed. 

Patience. — "Thee'lt  bump  thy  nose  to  look  within  the 
hopper." 

Doctor. — "Whew!  She  doesn't  mind  handing  you  one,  does 
she?" 
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Mrs.  Pollard.— ''That's  Patience's  way.  She  doesn't  think 
we  count  for  anything." 

Patience. — ''The  bell-cow  doth  deem  the  good  folk  go  to 
Sabbath  house  from  the  ringing  of  her  bell." 

Doctor. — "She  evidently  thinks  we  are  a  conceited  lot.  Well, 
I  believe  she'll  agree  with  me  that  you  can't  get  far  in  this  world 
without  a  fair  opinion  of  yourself." 

Patience. — "So  the  donkey  loveth  his  bray!" 

The  Doctor's  Wife. — "You  can  draw  her  on  all  you  please. 
I'm  going  to  keep  perfectly  still." 

Patience. — "Oh,  e'en  the  mouse  will  have  a  nibble." 

Mrs.  Curran. — "There!  She  isn't  going  to  let  you  off  without 
a  little  roast.  I  wonder  what  she  has  to  say  to  you." 

Patience. — "Did'st  ever  see  the  brood  hen  puff  up  with  self- 
esteem  when  all  her  chicks  go  for  a  swim?" 

Doctor. — "Let's  analyze  that  and  see  if  there's  anything  in  it." 

Patience. — "  Strain  the  potion.    Mayhap  thou  wilt  find  a  fly." 

Her  conversation,  as  already  indicated,  is  filled  with  epigrams 
and  maxims.  A  book  could  be  made  from  these  alone.  They 
are  of  course  not  always  original.  What  maxims  are?  But 
they  are  given  on  the  instant,  without  possibility  of  previous 
thought,  and  are  always  to  the  point.  Here  are  a  few: 

"A  lollypop  is  but  a  breeder  of  pain." 
"An  old  goose  gobbles  the  grain  like  a  gosling." 
"Dead  resolves  are  sorry  fare." 
"The  goose  knoweth  where  the  bin  leaketh." 
"Quills  of  sages  were  plucked  from  geese." 
"Puddings  fit  for  lords  would  sour  the  belly  of  the  swineboy." 
"To  clap  the  cover  on  a  steaming  pot  of  herbs  will  but  modify  *  the 
stench." 

"Climb  not  the  stars  to  find  a  pebble." 

"He  who  hath  a  house,  a  hearth  and  a  friend  hath  a  lucky  lot." 

She  is  often  caustic  and  incisive: 

"A  drink  of  asses'  milk  would  nurture  the  swine,  but  wouldst  thou 
then  expect  his  song  to  change  from  want,  want,  want?" 

"Some  folk,  like  the  bell  without  a  clapper,  go  clanging  on  in  good 
faith,  believing  the  good  folk  can  hear  them." 

"Were  I  to  tell  thee  the  pudding  string  were  a  spinet's  string,  thou 
wouldst  make  ready  for  the  dance." 

'Thee'lt  tie  thy  God  within  thy  kerchief,  else  have  none  of  him, 
and  like  unto  a  bat  hang  thyself  topsy-turvy  to  better  view  his  handi- 
work." 

1 A  word  of  this  degree  of  latinity  is  very  rare  with  her. 
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"  'Twould  pleg  thee  sore  should  thy  shadow  wear  a  cap  and  bells." 
"  From  constant  wishing  the  moon  may  tip  for  thee." 

Aside  from  the  dramatic  compositions,  some  of  which  are  of 
great  length,  most  of  the  communications  received  from  Patience 
have  been  in  verse.  There  is  rarely  a  rhyme,  practically  all 
being  iambic  blank  verse  in  lines  of  irregular  length.  The 
rhythm  is  almost  uniformly  smooth.  At  some  sittings  the  po- 
etry begins  to  come  as  soon  as  the  hands  arc  placed  upon  the 
planchette,  and  the  evening  is  given  over  to  the  production  of 
verse.  At  others,  verses  are  mingled  with  repartee  and  epigram, 
but  seldom  is  an  evening  spent  without  at  least  one  poem  coming. 
This  was  not  the  case  in  the  earlier  months,  when  many  sittings 
were  given  up  wholly  to  conversation.  The  poetry  has  gradually 
increased  in  volume,  as  if  the  earlier  efforts  of  the  influence  had 
been  tentative,  while  the  responsiveness  of  the  "medium"  was 
being  tested.  So,  too,  the  earlier  verses  were  fragments: 

"A  blighted  bud  may  hold 
A  sweeter  message  than  the  loveliest  flower. 
For  God  hath  kissed  her  wounded  heart 
And  left  a  promise  there. 

"A  cloak  of  lies  may  clothe  a  golden  truth. 
The  sunlight's  warmth  may  fade  its  glossy  black 
To  whitening  green  and  prove  the  fault 
Of  weak  and  shoddy  dye. 

"Oh,  why  let  sorrow  steel  thy  heart? 
Thy  bosom  is  but  its  foster  mother, 
The  world  its  cradle,  and  the  loving  home 
Its  grave. 

"Weave  sorrow  on  the  loom  of  love 
And  warp  the  loom  with  faith." 

Such  fragments,  however,  were  but  steps  leading  to  larger 
things.  Some  six  months  after  her  first  visit,  came  the  poem 
which  follows,  and  which  may  be  considered  the  real  beginning 
of  her  larger  works: 


"Long  lines  of  leaden  cloud;  a  purple  sea; 
White  gulls  skimming  cross  the  spray. 
Oh  dissonant  cry!    Art  thou 
The  death  cry  of  desire? 

"Ah,  wait,  ye  winds, 
And  search  ye  for  my  dearest  wish 
Along  the  rugged  coast,  and  down 
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Where  purling  waters  whisper 

To  the  rosy  coral  reef. 

Ah,  search!    Ah,  search! 

And  when  ye  return,  bring  ye  the  answer. 

"Do  I  stand  and  call  unto  the  sea  for  answer? 
Ah,  wisdom,  where  art  thou? 
A  gull  but  shows  thee  to  the  Southland, 
And  leaden  sky  but  warneth  thee  of  storm. 
And  wind,  thou  art  but  a  changeling. 
So,  shall  I  call  to  thee!    Not  so. 
I  build  not  upon  the  spray, 
And  seek  not  within  the  smaller  world, 
For  God  dwelleth  not  abroad,  but  deep  within." 

There  is  spiritual  significance,  more  or  less  profound,  in  nearly 
all  of  the  poems.  Some  of  the  lines  are  obscure,  but  study  reveals 
a  meaning,  and  the  more  I,  at  least,  [Mr.  Yost,  Ed.]  study  them, 
the  more  I  have  been  impressed  with  the  intellectual  power  be- 
hind them.  This  is  what  makes  these  communications  seem  to 
me  to  stand  alone  among  the  numerous  messages  that  are  alleged 
to  have  come  from  "that  undiscovered  country." 

We  have  room  for  only  minor  specimens  of  the  poems,  some, 
I  think,  will  repay  real  study. 

They  do  not  all  move  with  the  murmuring  ripple  of  running 
brooks.  Some  of  them,  appalling  in  the  rugged  strength  of  their 
figures  of  speech,  are  like  the  storm  waves  smashing  their  sides 
against  the  cliffs.  In  my  opinion,  there  are  not  very  many  lines 
in  literature  that  grip  the  mind  with  greater  force  than  the  first 
two  which  follow,  and  there  are  few  things  more  beautiful  than 
the  little  poem's  conclusion: 

Ah,  God,  I  have  drunk  unto  the  dregs, 

And  flung  the  cup  at  thee! 

The  dust  of  crumbled  righteousness 

Hath  dried  and  soaked  unto  itself 

E'en  the  drop  I  spilled  to  Bacchus, 

Whilst  thou,  all-patient, 

Sendest  purple  vintage  for  a  later  harvest. 

One  of  her  prose  poems  begins: 

"  Shall  I  arise  and  know  thee,  brother,  when  like  a  bubble  I  am 
blown  into  Eternity  from  this  pipe  of  clay?" 

And  yet  there  seems  to  be  in  the  present  editor's  mind 
an  echo  of  something  like  those  first  two  strong  lines,  that 
has  been  heard  before.  But  that,  even  if  it  were  surely 
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an  echo,  doesn't  prove  that  Mrs.  Curran  or  "  Patience  " 
had  ever  heard  the  same  thing. 

Patience  (Mr.  Yost  says)  has  given  very  little  infor- 
mation about  herself,  and  every  effort  to  pin  her  to  a 
definite  time  or  locality  has  been  without  avail.  When 
she  first  introduced  herself  to  Mrs.  Curran,  she  was  asked 
where  she  came  from,  and  she  replied,  "Across  the  Sea." 
Asked  when  she  lived,  the  pointer  groped  among  the 
figures  as  if  struggling  with  memory,  and  finally,  with 
much  hesitation  upon  each  digit,  gave  the  date  1649. 
Of  course  assuming  her  to  have  lived  in  1649,  her  life 
and  language  have  covered  the  time  since,  and  her  "cos- 
tume" stones  and  plays,  like  anybody's  else,  can  cover 
any  period  she  pleases. 

But  Patience  has  since  made  it  quite  plain  that  she  is  not  to  be 
tied  to  any  period. 

"I  be  like  to  the  wind,"  she  says,  "and  yea,  like  to  it  do  blow 
me  ever,  yea,  since  time.  Do  ye  to  tether  me  unto  today  I  blow 
me  then  tomorrow,  and  do  ye  to  tether  me  unto  tomorrow  I 
blow  me  then  today." 

If  we  want  to  indulge  in  fancies,  with,  however,  some 
foundation,  we  can  imagine  the  emancipated  soul  with  ac- 
cess to  James's  "  reservoir"  of  memories,  thus  rising  su- 
perior to  time. 

Indeed,  she  at  times  seems  to  take  a  mischievous  delight  in 
baffling  the  seeker  after  personal  information;  and  at  other 
times,  when  she  has  a  composition  in  hand,  she  expresses  sharp 
displeasure  at  such  inquiries.  All  that  can  be  said  with  definite- 
ness  is  that  generally  in  her  conversations  and  longer  composi- 
tions she  brings  the  speech  and  the  atmosphere,  as  it  were,  of 
an  age  or  ages  long  past;  that  she  is  thoroughly  English,  and 
that  while  she  can  and  does  project  herself  back  into  the  mists 
of  time,  and  speak  of  early  medieval  scenes  as  familiarly  as  of 
the  English  renaissance,  she  does  not  make  use  of  any  knowl- 
edge she  may  possess  of  modern  developments  or  modern  con- 
ditions. And  yet,  archaic  in  word  and  form  as  most  of  her  com- 
positions except  her  minor  poems  are,  there  is  something  very 
modern  in  her  way  of  thought  and  in  her  attitude  toward  nature. 
When  asked  how  it  was  that  she  used  the  language  of  so  many 
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different  periods,  she  replied:  "I  do  plod  a  twist  of  a  path  and 
it  hath  run  from  then  till  now." 

But  while  the  archaic  form  of  her  speech  and  writings  goes 
toward  proving  her  genuineness,  and  she  so  considers  it,  she  does 
not  approve  of  its  analysis  as  a  philological  amusement.  "  I  brew 
and  fashion  feasts,"  she  says,  "and  lo,  do  ye  to  tear  asunder  thee 
wouldst  have  but  grain  dust,  and  unfit  to  eat.  I  put  not  mean- 
ing to  the  tale,  but  source  thereof."  That  is  to  say,  she  does 
not  wish  to  be  measured  by  the  form  of  her  words,  but  by  the 
thoughts  they  convey. 

"Put  ye  a  value  'pon  word?  And  weigh  ye  the  line  to  meas- 
ure, then,  the  gift  o'  Him  'pon  rod  afashioned  out  by  man? 

"I  tell  thee,  He  hath  spoke  from  out  the  lowliest,  and  man 
did  put  to  measure  and  lo,  the  lips  astop! 

"  Yea,  and  he  ashoweth  wonders,  and  man  findeth  him  a  rule, 
and  lo,  the  wonder  shrinketh,  and  but  the  rule  remaineth! 

"I  tell  thee  more:  He  speaketh  not  by  line  or  word;  Nay, 
by  love  and  giving." 

But,  aside  from  the  meagreness  of  her  history,  there  is  no 
indefiniteness  in  her  personality,  and  this  clear  cut  and  unmis- 
takable individuality  is  quite  different  from  that  of  Mrs. 
Curran.  .  .  Foolish  questions  irritate  her,  and  her  most  biting 
sarcasm  is  hurled  at  those  who  ask  them,  as  often  at  Mrs. 
Curran  as  at  any  other.  She  has,  in  fact,  all  the  character- 
istics of  that  familiar  type  of  woman  who  has  a  strong  mind,  a 
sharp  tongue  and  a  warm  heart. 

"I  dress  and  baste  thy  fowl,"  she  said  once,  "and  thee  wouldst 
have  me  eat  for  thee.  If  thou  wouldst  build  the  comb,  then 
search  thee  for  the  honey." 

"Oh,  we  know  we  are  stupid,"  said  one.    "We  admit  it." 

"Saw  drip  would  build  thy  head  and  fill  thy  crannies," 
Patience  went  on,  "yet  ye  feel  smug  in  wisdom." 

And  again:  "  I  card  and  weave  and  ye  look  a  painful  lot  should 
I  pass  ye  a  bobbin  to  wind." 

A  request  to  repeat  a  doubtful  line  drew  forth  this  exclama- 
tion: "Bother!  I  fain  would  sew  thy  seam,  not  do  thy  patching." 

At  another  time  she  protested  against  a  discussion  that  inter- 
rupted the  delivery  of  a  poem:  "Who  then  doth  hold  the  distaff 
from  whence  the  thread  doth  wind?  Thou  art  shuttling  'twixt 
the  woof  and  warp  but  to  mar  the  weaving." 

But  it  must  not  be  understood  that  Patience  is  bad  tempered: 
a  moment  after  such  caustic  exclamations  she  is  likely  to  be  talk- 
ing quite  genially  or  dictating  the  tenderest  of  poetry.  She  quite 
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often,  too,  expresses  affection  for  the  family  with  which  she  has 
associated  herself.  At  one  time  she  said  to  Mrs.  Curran,  who 
had  expressed  impatience  at  some  cryptic  utterance  of  the 
board: 

"Ah,  weary,  weary  me,  from  trudging  and  tracking  o'er  the 
long  road  to  thy  heart!  Wilt  thou,  then,  not  let  me  rest  awhile 
therein?" 

And  again:  "Should  thee  let  thy  fire  to  ember  I  fain  would 
cast  fresh  faggots." 

And  at  another  time  she  said  of  Mrs.  Curran:  "She  doth  boil 
and  seethe,  and  brew  and  taste,  but  I  have  a  loving  for  the 
wench." 

But  she  seems  to  think  that  those  with  whom  she  is  associated 
should  take  her  love  for  granted,  as  home  folks  usually  do,  and 
she  showers  her  most  beautiful  compliments  upon  the  casual 
visitor  who  happens  to  win  her  favor.  To  one  such  she  said: 

"The  heart  o'  her  hath  suffered  thorn,  but  bloomed  a  garland 
o'er  the  wounds." 

To  a  lady  who  is  somewhat  deaf  she  paid  this  tribute: 

"She  hath  an  ear  upon  her  every  finger's  tip,  and  'pon  her 
eye  a  thousand  flecks  o'  color  for  to  spread  upon  a  dreary  tale 
and  paint  a  leaden  sky  aflash.  What  need  she  o'  ears?" 

And  to  another  who  after  a  time  at  the  board  said  she  did  not 
want  to  weary  Patience: 

"Weary  then  at  loving  of  a  friend?  Would  I  then  had  the 
garlanded  bloom  o'  love  she  hath  woven  and  lighted,  I  do  swear, 
with  smiling  washed  brighter  with  her  tears." 

Upon  an  evening  when  Mr.  Curran  and  Mr.  Hutchings  had 
gone  to  the  theater,  and  the  ladies  were  alone: 

Patience. — "Go  ye  to  the  lighted  hall  to  search  for  learning? 
Nay,  'tis  a  piddle,  not  a  stream,  ye  search.  Mayhap  thou 
sendest  thy  men  for  barleycorn.  'Twould  then  surprise  thee 
should  the  asses  eat  it." 

Mrs.  H.—  "What  is  she  driving  at?" 

Mrs.  P. — "The  men  and  the  theater,  I  suppose." 

Mrs.  H. — "Patience,  what  are  they  seeing  up  there?" 

Patience. — "Ne'er  a  timid  wench,  I  vum." 

Mrs.  C. — "You  don't  approve  of  their  going,  do  you,  Pa- 
tience?" 

Patience. — "Thee'lt  find  a  hearth  more  profit.  Better  they 
cast  the  bit  of  paper." 

Mrs.  C. — "What  does  she  mean  by  paper?    Their  programs  ?" 

Patience. — "Painted  parchment  squares." 
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Mrs.  P. — "Oh,  she  means  they'd  better  stay  at  home  and 
play  cards." 

Mrs.  H. — "Are  they  likely  to  get  their  morals  corrupted  at 
that  show?" 

Patience. — "He  who  tickleth  the  ass  to  start  a  braying,  fain 
would  carol  with  his  brother." 

Mrs.  C. — "  If  the  singing  is  as  bad  as  it  usually  is  at  that  place, 
I  don't  wonder  at  her  disapproval.  But  what  about  the  girls, 
Patience?" 

Patience. — "My  pettieskirt  ye  may  borrow  for  the  brazens." 

Mrs.  P. — "Now,  what  is  a  pettieskirt?  Is  it  really  a  skirt  or 
is  it  that  ruff  they  used  to  wear  around  the  neck?" 

Patience. — "Nay,  my  bib  covereth  the  neckband." 

Mrs.  H. — "Then,  where  do  you  wear  your  pettieskirt?" 

Patience.— "'Nezth  my  kirtle." 

Mrs.  C. — "Is  that  the  same  as  girdle?    Let's  look  it  up." 

Patience. — "Art  fashioning  thy  new  frock?" 

Mrs.  H. — "I  predict  that  Patience  will  found  a  new  style- 
Puritan." 

Patience. — "'Twere  a  virtue,  egad!" 

Mrs.  H. — "You  evidently  don't  think  much  of  our  present 
style.  In  your  day  women  dressed  more  modestly,  didn't  they  ? " 

Patience. — "Many's  the  wench  who  pulled  her  points  to  pop. 
But  ah,  the  locks  were  combed  to  satin!  He  who  bent  above 
might  see  himself  reflected." 

Mrs.  C. — "What  were  the  young  girls  of  your  day  like,  Pa- 
tience?" 

Patience. — "A  silly  lot,  as  these  of  thine.    Wait!" 

There  was  no  movement  of  the  board  for  about  three  minutes 
and  then: 

"Tis  a  sorry  lot,  not  harming  but  boresome!" 

Mrs.  H. — "Oh,  Patience,  have  you  been  to  the  theater?" 

Patience. — "A  peep  in  good  cause  could  surely  ne'er  harm  the 
godly." 

Mrs.  C. — "How  do  you  think  we  ought  to  look  after  those 
men?" 

Patience. — "Thine  ale  is  drunk  at  the  hearth.  Surely  he  who 
stops  to  sip  may  bless  the  firelog  belonging  to  thee." 

When  the  men  returned  home  they  agreed  with  the  verdict  of 
Patience  before  they  had  heard  it,  that  it  was  a  "tame"  show, 
"not  harming,  but  boresome." 

So  many  of  her  words  are  obsolete  that  her  friends  are  often 
compelled  to  search  through  the  dictionaries  and  glossaries  for 
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their  meaning.  Her  reference  to  articles  of  dress  —  wimple, 
kirtle,  pettieskirt,  points  and  so  on,  had  all  to  be  "looked  up." 
Once  Patience  began  an  evening  with  this  remark: 

"The  cockshut  finds  ye  still  peering  to  find  the  other  land." 

"What  is  cock's  hut?"  asked  Mrs.  H. 

"Nay,"  said  Patience,  "Cock-shut.  Thee  needeth  light,  but 
cockshut  bringeth  dark." 

"Cockshut  must  mean  shutting  up  the  cock  at  night,"  sug- 
gested a  visitor. 

"Aye,  and  geese,  too,  then  could  be  put  to  quiet,"  Patience 
exclaimed.  "Wouldst  thou  wish  for  cockshut?" 

Search  revealed  that  cockshut  was  a  term  anciently  applied 
to  a  net  used  for  catching  woodcock,  and  it  was  spread  at  night- 
fall, hence  cockshut  acquired  also  the  meaning  of  early  evening. 
Shakespeare  uses  the  term  once,  in  Richard  III,  in  the  phrase, 
"Much  about  cockshut  time,"  but  it  is  a  very  rare  word  in 
literature,  and  probably  has  not  been  used,  even  colloquially, 
for  centuries. 

The  writer  was  present  at  a  sitting  when  part  of  a  romantic 
story-play  of  medieval  days  was  being  received  on  the  board. 
One  of  the  characters  in  the  story  spoke  of  herself  as  "play- 
ing the  jane-o'-apes."  No  one  present  had  ever  heard  or  seen 
the  word.  Patience  was  asked  if  it  had  been  correctly  received, 
and  she  repeated  it.  Upon  investigation  it  was  found  that  it  is 
a  feminine  form  of  the  familiar  jackanapes,  meaning  a  silly  girl. 
Massinger  used  it  in  one  of  his  plays  in  the  seventeenth  cen- 
tury, but  that  appears  to  be  the  only  instance  of  its  use  in 
literature. 

The  following  poem  is  one  of  the  most  characteristic  of 
her  shorter  compositions: 

Strumm,  strumm! 

Ah,  wee  one: 

Croon  unto  the  tendrill  tipped  with  sungilt 
Nodding  thee  from  o'er  the  doorsill  there. 

Strumm,  strumm! 

My  wheel  shall  sing  to  thee. 
I  pull  the  flax  as  golden  as  thy  curl, 
And  sing  me  of  the  blossoms  blue, 
Their  promise,  like  thine  eyes  to  me. 

Strumm,  strumm! 

Tis  such  a  merry  tale  I  spinn. 
Ah,  wee  one,  croon  unto  the  honey  bee 
Who  diggeth  at  the  rose's  heart. 
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Strumm,  strumm! 

My  wheel  shall  sing  to  thee, 
Heart-blossom  mine.    The  sunny  morn 
Doth  hum  with  lovelilt,  dear. 
I  fain  would  leave  my  spinning 
To  the  spider  climbing  there, 
And  bruise  thee,  blossom,  to  my  breast. 

Strumm,  strumm! 

What  fancies  I  do  weave! 
Thy  dimpled  hand  doth  flutter,  dear, 
Like  a  petal  cast  adrift 
Upon  the  breeze. 

Strumm,  strumm! 

'Tis  faulty  spinning,  dear. 
A  cradle  built  of  thornwood, 
A  nest  for  thee,  my  bird, 
I  hear  thy  crooning,  wee  one, 
And  ah,  this  fluttering  heart. 

Strumm,  strumm! 

How  ruthlessly  I  spinn! 

My  wheel  doth  wirr  an  empty  song,  my  dear, 
For  tendrill  nodding  yonder 
Doth  nod  in  vain,  my  dear; 
And  honey  bee  would  tarry  not 
For  thee;  and  thornwood  cradle  swayeth 
Only  to  the  loving  of  the  wind! 

Strumm,  strumm! 

My  wheel  still  sings  to  thee, 
Thou  birdling  of  my  fancy's  realm! 

Strumm,  strumm! 

An  empty  dream,  my  dear! 
The  sun  doth  shine,  my  bird; 
Or  should  he  fail,  he  shineth  here 
Within  my  heart  for  thee! 

Strumm,  strumm! 

My  wheel  still  sings  to  thee! 

In  only  one  instance  has  she  put  humor  into  verse,  but  at 
times  her  poetry  has  an  airy  playfulness  of  form  that  gives  the 
effect  of  humor,  even  though  the  theme  and  the  intent  may  be 
serious.  Here  is  an  example: 

Whiff,  sayeth  the  wind, 

And  whiffling  on  its  way,  doth  blow  a  merry  tale. 
Where,  in  the  fields  all  furrowed  and  rough  with  corn, 


184         The   Unpopular  Review 

Late  harvested,  close-nestled  to  a  fibrous  root, 
And  warmed  by  the  sun  that  hid  from  night  there-neath, 
A  wee,  small,  furry  nest  of  root  mice  lay. 
Whiff,  sayeth  the  wind. 

Whiff,  sayeth  the  wind, 
I  found  this  morrow,  on  a  slender  stern, 
A  glory  o'  the  morning,  who  sheltered  in  her  wine-red  throat 
A  tiny  spinning  worm  that  wove  the  livelong  day, — 
Long  after  the  glory  had  put  her  flag  to  mast — 
And  spun  the  thread  I  followed  to  the  dell, 
Where,  in  a  gnarled  old  oak,  I  found  a  grub, 
Who  waited  for  the  spinner's  strand 
To  draw  him  to  the  light. 

Whiff,  sayeth  the  wind. 

I  blew  a  beggar's  rags,  and  loving 

Was  the  flapping  of  the  cloth.    And  singing  on 

I  went  to  blow  a  king's  mantle,  'bout  his  limbs, 

And  cut  me  on  the  crusted  gilt. 

And  tainted  did  I  stain  the  rose  until  she  turned 

A  snuffy  brown  and  rested  her  poor  head 

Upon  the  rail  along  the  path. 

Whiff,  sayeth  the  wind. 

Whiff,  sayeth  the  wind. 
I  blow  me  'long  the  coast, 
And  steal  from  out  the  waves  their  roar; 
And  yet  from  out  the  riffles  do  I  steal 
The  rustle  of  the  leaves,  who  borrow  the  riffle's  song 
From  me  at  summer-tide.    And  then 
I  pipe  unto  the  sands,  who  dance  and  creep 
Before  me  in  the  path.    I  blow  the  dead 
And  lifeless  earth  to  dancing,  tingling  life, 
And  slap  thee  to  awake  at  morn. 

Whiff,  sayeth  the  wind. 

Equally  spirited  in  movement,  but  vastly  different  in  char- 
acter is  this: 

Hi-ho,  alack-a-day,  whither  going? 
Art  dawdling  time  away  adown  the  primrose  path 
And  wishing  golden  dust  to  fancied  value? 
Ah,  catch  the  milch-dewed  air,  breathe  deep 
The  clover-scented  breath  across  the  field, 
And  feed  upon  sweet-rooted  grasses 
Thou  hast  idly  plucked. 
Come,  Brother,  then  let's  on  together. 
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Hi-ho,  alack-a-day,  whither  going? 
Is  here  thy  path  adown  the  hard-flagged  pave, 
Where,  bowed,  the  workers  blindly  shuffle  on; 
And  dumbly  stand  in  gullies  bound, 
The  worn,  bedogged,  silent-suffering  beast, 
Far  driven  past  his  due? 

And  then,  beloved,  has  thy  burden  worn  thee  weary? 
Come,  Brother,  then  let's  on  together. 

Hi-ho,  alack-a-day,  whither  going? 
Hast  thou  begun  the  tottering  of  age, 
And  doth  the  day  seem  over-long  to  thee? 
Art  fretting  for  release,  and  dost  thou  lack 
The  power  to  weave  anew  life's  tangled  skein? 
Come,  Brother,  then  let's  on  together. 

Strictly  speaking,  there  is  no  prose  in  the  compositions  of 
Patience  Worth.  The  rhythm  is  there,  the  iambic  measure 
which  she  favors  being  fairly  constant,  but  it  is  broken  by 
sentences  and  groups  of  sentences  that  are  not  metrical,  and 
while  it  would  not  be  difficult  to  arrange  most  of  this  matter  in 
verse  form,  to  the  majority  it  will  read  smoother  and  with 
greater  ease  as  prose.  Nevertheless,  as  will  be  seen,  it  is 
poetry.  The  diction  is  wholly  of  that  order,  and  it  is  filled 
with  striking,  vivid  and  delightful  imagery.  There  is,  how- 
ever, this  distinction:  Most  of  the  matter  here  classed  as  prose 
is  dramatic  in  form  and  treatment,  and  each  composition  tells 
a  story,  a  story  with  a  definite  and  well-constructed  plot, 
dealing  with  real  and  strongly  individualized  people,  and  min- 
gling humor  and  pathos  with  much  effectiveness.  They  differ, 
too,  from  the  poetry  in  that  they  have  little  or  no  apparent 
spiritual  significance.  They  are  stories,  beautiful  stories,  un- 
like anything  to  be  found  in  the  literature  of  any  country 
or  any  time,  but  they  do  not  often  rise  above  the  things  of 
earth.  That  is  not  to  say,  however,  that  they  are  not  spir- 
itual in  the  intellectual  sense,  but  without  the  fervor  of  the 
poems. 

And  now  we  well  may  ask,  What  is  the  purpose  of  all  this? 

If  we  may  assume  that  Patience  is  what  she  seems,  a  voice 
from  another  world,  then  indeed  we  may  discern  a  purpose.  She 
has  a  message  to  deliver,  and  she  gives  the  impression  that  she 
is  a  messenger. 

"Do  eat  that  which  I  offer  thee,"  she  says.  "'Tis  o'  Him. 
I  but  bear  the  pack  apacked  for  the  carry  o'  me  by  Him." 

Constantly  she  speaks  of  herself  as  bearing  food  or  drink  in 
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her  words.  "I  bid  thee  eat,"  she  said  to  one,  "and  rest  ye,  and 
eat  amore,  for  'tis  the  wish  o'  me  that  ye  be  filled." 

The  seed,  the  loaf,  the  cup,  are  frequently  used  symbolically 
when  referring  to  her  communications. 

"There  be  a  man  who  buyeth  grain  and  he  telleth  his  neighbor 
and  his  neighbor's  neighbor,  and  lo,  they  come  asacked  and 
clamor  for  the  grain.  And  what  think  ye?  Some  do  make  price, 
and  yet  others  bring  naught.  But  I  be  atelling  ye,  'tis  not  a 
price  I  beg.  Nay,  'tis  that  ye  drink  my  cup." 

And  with  greater  significance  she  has  exclaimed:  "Morn  hath 
broke  and  ye  be  the  first  to  see  her  light.  Look  ye  wide-eyed  at 
His  workings.  He  hath  offered  ye  a  cup." 

It  is  thus  she  announces  herself  to  be  a  herald  of  a  new  day. 

Whatever  we  may  think  of  the  nature  of  this  phenomenon, 
the  religion  she  presents  is  not  a  new  one.  It  is  as  old  as  that 
given  to  the  world  nineteen  centuries  ago;  for,  fundamentally  it 
is  the  same,  but  stripped  of  all  the  doctrines  and  creeds  and 
ceremonials  and  observances  that  have  grown  up  about  it  in  all 
the  ages  since  His  coming,  and  baring  it  down  to  the  point  where 
it  can  be  expressed  by  the  one  word  —  Love.  Love,  going  out 
to  fellow  man,  to  all  nature  and  overflowing  toward  God. 

"Ah,  could  I  love  thee, 

Thou,  the  loveless  o'  the  earth, 

And  pry  aneath  the  crannies 

Yet  untouched  by  mortal  hand 

To  send  therein  this  love  o'  mine  — 

Thou  creeping  mite,  and  winged  speck, 

And  whirled  waters  o'  the  mid  o'  sea 

Where  no  man  seeth  thee? 

And  could  I  love  thee,  the  days 

Unsunned  and  laden  with  hate  o'  sorrying? 

Ah,  could  I  love  thee, 

Thou  who  beareth  blight; 

And  thou  the  fruit  bescorched 

And  shrivelling,  to  fall  unheeded 

Neath  thy  mother-stalk? 

Ah,  could  I  love  thee,  love  thee? 

Aye,  for  Him  who  loveth  thee, 

And  blightest  but  through  loving; 

Like  to  him  who  bendeth  low  the  forest's  king 

To  fashion  out  a  mast." 

Her  compositions  are  filled  with  appeals  for  love  between  man 
and  man.  But  it  is  when  she  sings  of  God,  or  speaks  to  Him  in 
prayer,  that  she  most  pours  out  her  love. 
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"Bird  skimming  to  the  south, 

Bear  thou  my  song, 
Sand  slipping  to  the  wave's  embrace 

Do  thou  but  bear  it  too! 
And  shifting  tide  take  thou 

Unto  thy  varied  paths 
The  voicing  of  my  soul! 

I'd  build  me  such  an  endless 

Chant  to  sing  of  Him 
That  days  to  follow  days 

Would  be  but  builded  chord 
Of  this  my  lay." 

II 

We  had  a  sitting  with  Mrs.  Curran  in  New  York  on 
the  1 9th  of  November.  Two  or  three  other  persons  were 
present.  It  was  very  much  like  a  sitting  which  we  had 
with  Foster  many  years  ago,  in  that  there  was  no  trance, 
and  the  conversation  was  entirely  natural.  Foster  had 
no  ouija  board  or  apparatus  of  any  kind,  but  merely  told 
us  the  expressions  and  impressions  as  they  came  to  him. 
With  Mrs.  Curran,  my  hands  (I  find  we  have  progressed 
beyond  the  editorial  "we."  Don't  demand  consistency 
in  that  particular)  were  on  the  planchette  part  of  the 
time,  but  I  had  no  agency  in  moving  it.  Mrs.  Curran 
supposed  the  hands  of  a  companion  to  be  necessary  as 
a  counterweight  to  prevent  movement  too  rapid  to  be 
recorded.  That  was  not  her  impression  at  the  beginning 
of  her  experiments  years  ago  when  the  movements  were 
slower.  I  doubt  if  there  was  then  any  definite  reason 
beyond  sociability,  or  any  real  necessity  for  a  coop  era  tor. 

The  pointer  was  moved  so  fast  that  I  got  but  vague 
impressions  of  the  letters  to  which  it  pointed,  but  Mrs. 
Curran  named  them  and  pronounced  each  word  as  it  was 
finished,  and  Mr.  Curran  took  it  all  down  in  long  hand. 

Mrs.  Curran  did  not  appear  to  be  making  any  effort, 
but  her  face,  which  is  generally  very  mobile,  gradually 
took  on  an  intense  fixed  expression,  and  the  eyes  got  a 
little  out  of  focus,  which  I  do  not  think  they  do  when 
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she  is  not  at  the  board.  There  was  nothing  like  an  as- 
sumption of  the  seeress,  but  an  unconscious  earnestness 
and,  as  I  said,  a  fixity,  much  in  contrast  with  her  jolly 
humorous  self  before  and  after  the  board.  It  did  not  lead, 
however,  to  any  signs  of  fatigue.  It  has,  I  understand, 
in  some  other  sittings. 

I  asked  Mrs.  Curran  why  she  did  not  persistently  try 
to  substitute  the  pencil  for  the  board.  She  said  (I  think 
that  Patience  told  her)  that  there  were  so  many  habits 
connected  with  the  pencil  that  Patience's  influence  on  it 
could  not  be  as  complete  as  on  the  board. 

Mr.  Currants  Notes  of  Sitting  of  Nov.  jp,  /p/5 
The  editor  at  the  board  with  Mrs.  Curran. 

Patience  had  lately  said  to  a  psychotherapist  who  started 
to  investigate  her: 

"Ye  be  at  measure  o'  smoke.  It  slippeth  athin  [within]  the 
measure-pot,  and  slippeth  it  out  at  each  and  every  corner  that  be 
aloosed,  and  doth  slip  it  then  awhither  e'en  from  thy  very 
hands." 

Recurring  to  this  when  we  sat  down,  she  said: — 

"JTis  well  adeed  that  he  who  doth  to  put  o'  a  measure  o' 
smoke,  [i.  e.  attempts  to  measure  smoke.  'Put'  in  Patience's 
vocabulary,  is  an  effort  of  any  kind,  even  literary  or  artistic, 
as  will  be  seen  later.  Ed.]  doth  have  athin  [within]  his  hands  oj  a 
measure-pot  that  be  not  aloosed  o'  the  corners,  aye,  and  cran- 
nies. Yea,  'tis  better  far  that  smoke  be  aleft  for  to  send  it  on 
high  that  it  sink  athin  the  sky's  arch,  than  it  be  atethered  athin 
a  bowl.  Eh,  Brother?" 

The  editor,  alluding  to  the  ouija  board  methods  already  de- 
scribed, asked  if  this  was  the  way  the  stories  and  all  the  other 
matter  were  produced,  and  at  such  a  rapid  rate. 

Patience. — "'Tis  aseek  o'  grain's  root,  he  ahere  abe  [a-be.  Ed.]. 
So  be  it  then.  Set  thee  aweave  and  shew  unto  him  o'  the 
cloth's  weave."  [For  composition,  she  generally  uses  the 
metaphor  of  weaving  a  web.  Ed.] 

Complying  with  this  wish  we  wrote  about  400  words  of  the 
"Sorry  Tale." 

The  editor  inquired  why  it  wouldn't  answer  just  as  well  for 
the  coadjutor  to  have  one  hand  on  the  board,  instead  of  two. 
Patience  broke  in: 
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"Thou  art  aput  o'  word.  If  then  thou  mayst  step  thee  upon 
both  thy  feet,  why  shouldst  thee  set  thy  leg  a  whither?" 

The  answer  was  that  it  would  be  more  convenient.  Patience 
replied: 

"Then  dost  thou  to  choose  thee  for  to  tuck  thy  leg  even  as 
doth  the  crane,  do  then  this  thing.  I  be  nay  sit  o'  one  leg.  Nay, 
Brother-sage,  list  thee:  if  then  thy  brother  thou  lovest  better 
far  than  thy  very  heart,  doth  offer  unto  thee  one  hand  at  thy 
greet,  'tis  there  a  cold  heart  that  be  thine.  Yea,  but  doth  thee 
seek  thy  brother  with  love  o'erflowing  thee,  then  thou  dost 
offer  unto  him  both  thy  hands  that  they  be  afulled  o'  love  and 
thereby  shalt  thy  love  flow  it  unto  him." 

Here  Mr.  A.  H.  sat  at  the  board  and  made  some  remark,  won- 
dering if  Patience  knew  the  difference  in  who  sat  at  the  board. 
She  said: 

"Yea.  Here  be  a  one  who  holdeth  o'  the  grams  (scales). 
Yea  he  holdeth  athin  his  hand,  word  and  doth  to  look  unto  the 
put  o'  these  words,  and  doth  to  set  him  up  then  a  pot  o'  brew 
and  set  ahotted  till  the  brew  doth  to  smell  it  at  afinished  and 
areadied  for  the  eat  o'  hungered.  Then  doth  he  to  taste  thereof 
and  wag  him  'yea'  or  'nay."3 

We  were  amused  at  this  as  a  description  of  Mr.  A.  H.'s 
work  in  testing  manuscript,  of  which,  by  the  way, 
Mrs.  Curran  knew  nothing.  Patience  then  turned  to  the 
editor  and  said: 

"He  aside  (the  editor)  hath  athin  [within]  his  in-man,  a 
walless  country  wherein  he  may  store  all  and  all  o'  Earths  offer 
unto  him.  'Tis  well  that  man  know  not  o'  a  wall  unto  his  in- 
man." 

Here  Mr.  A.  H.  wondered  if  she  would  be  interested  in  what 
color  Mr.  Yost's  book  about  her  should  be  bound.  Patience  said : 

"Yea,  I  be!    'Tis  Lady  Lisa's  colors.    Tis  blue  and  gold." 

This  referred  to  a  character  in  one  of  Patience's  plays,  "The 
Fool  and  the  Lady,"  in  which  the  fool  said:  "Her  colors;  blue, 
Tonio,  and  gold,  the  heaven's  garb." 

Mr.  A.  H.  then  asked  her  what  device  she  would  like  to  have. 

Patience  said,  "'Tis  a  sun-rise." 

The  editor  then  said  he  had  thought  of  a  certain  design,  and 
would  like  to  know  what  she  thought  of  it. 

Patience. — "Set  thee  a  word  o'  it." 

The  Editor. — "  I  had  thought  of  a  brazier  with  a  rising  cloud 
of  smoke  trailing  into  a  question  mark." 
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Patience. — "This  abe  a  goodly  put.  Yea,  brother,  but  'tis 
smoke  that  soon  doth  vanish,  and  'tis  sun  that  ever  riseth." 

Then  Mr.  A.  H.  inadvertently  and  without  malice  asked 
what  she  thought  of  having  Mrs.  Curran's  picture  in  the  book. 

Patience. — "Think  ye  that  I  be  awish  o'  flesh?  She  be  but 
the  pot." 

It  hardly  seems  probable  that  Mrs.  Curran's  conscious- 
ness would  have  flashed  out  this  deprecatory  reference  to 
herself. 

Mr.  A.  H. — "Would  you  tell  us  how  to  make  your  picture  by 
an  artist?" 

Patience: — "I  did  to  do  this  thing"  (this  referred  to  a  St. 
Louis  occurrence). 

Mr.  A.  H. — "Would  you  try  again  with  a  better  artist?" 

Patience. — "'Tis  a  flow  o'  sorry  put  [i.  e.  a  poor  effort.  Ed.] 
the  quill  o'  him  did  to  flow!" 

Mr.  A.  H. — "I  mean  with  a  better  artist." 

Patience. — "'Tis  so,  do  ye  to  wish  o'  me.  Yea,  brother,  athin 
thy  hand  hath  the  hand  o'  me  been  laid.  The  word  oj  me  be 
afleshed." 

She  apparently  meant  that  her  word  was  all  that  people  would 
ever  really  see  of  her. 

Mr.  A.  H.  then  asked  for  a  lullaby  as  he  had  so  admired  some 
in  the  manuscript.  One  came  thus: 

Asway,  asway,  'pon  breeze  of  eve 
The  young  bud  leaf  doth  rest 
Asway,  asway,  the  leafy  bower 
Where  swallow's  nestlings  nest. 

Awoo,  awoo,  the  grey  dove  coos 

And  seeketh  out  the  pool 

And  borne  on  breeze,  the  night's  soft  song 

Doth  sink  amid  the  cool. 

And  at  the  morn,  the  sheeny  breast 
Doth  sway  it  of  the  song 
And  morn's  breeze  soft  again  astir 
Doth  bear  the  note  along! 

To  sweet  the  day,  and  bear  o'  rest 
Unto  the  day-tide's  hour 
When  mid  the  dark's  the  tired  o'  earth 
Did  seek  the  leafy  bower. 
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Of  course  it  is  possible  that  this  little  poem,  apparently 
made  by  Patience  ex  tempore,  was  already  in  the  mind  of 
Mrs.  Curran,  but  I  think  there  is  evidence  of  other  poems 
having  been  produced  promptly  on  themes  unexpectedly 
suggested.  This,  by  the  way,  is  far  from  up  to  her  best, 
but  perhaps  harder  of  impromptu  production,  because  of 
the  rhymes:  few  of  the  others  have  any. 

We  discussed  the  publisher's  dictum  that  we  should  give  out 
no  more  publicity  matter  until  Mi*.  Yost's  book  should  be  ready. 

Patience. — "  'Tis  a  wise  man  who  doth  set  ashut  his  sacks  o' 
grain  till  he  doth  reach  the  mart." 

The  editor  having  suggested  that  there  was  a  conven- 
tionalized sunrise  over  the  sea  as  decoration  for  Hammer- 
ton's  Etching  and  Etchers,  Mr.  A.  H.  asked  Patience  to 
suggest  something  to  make  her  sunrise  design  individual. 

Patience. — "  Yea,  from  out  the  clouds'-hug  doth  this  sun  to 
climb." 

The  quickness  and  patness  of  the  board's  responses  in 
this  whole  decoration  discussion  was  certainly  very  ex- 
traordinary, and  taken  in  connection  with  the  mass  of 
similar  occurrences,  gives  color  to  the  suggestion  of  some 
sort  of  superusual  intelligence. 

The  editor  here  drew  a  sketch  of  what  he  thought  the 
decoration  should  be,  and  Patience  said: 

"'Twere  a  hand  adear  that  set  atraced  thereon  and  athin  the 
heart  o'  him  doth  the  me  o'  me  to  rest  and  rest." 

The  little  compliments  that  Patience  paid  us,  though 
we  should  be  proud  of  them  from  a  definitely  established 
Patience,  we  attribute  to  Mrs.  Curran's  natural  but  in- 
voluntary impulse  to  be  friendly  with  the  prospective 
publisher  of  Mr.  Yost's  book.  At  Patience's  compliments 
Mrs.  Curran  seemed  to  feel  as  much  surprise  and  amuse- 
ment as  we  did,  and  we  do  not  think  they  were  put 
on.  Our  provisional  guess,  dependent  upon  Patience's 
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individual  personality,  is  that  her  mind  and  Mrs.  Curran's 
affected  each  other.  We  long  since  expressed  our  convic- 
tion that  the  fluid  nature  of  mind  leads  to  much  more 
interflow  and  mutual  coloring  than  we  generally  suspect, 
and  that  this  is  constantly  exemplified  between  the  alleged 
controls  and  their  mediums  and  even  persons  present  at 
the  sittings.  Probably,  too,  the  interflow  of  mind  here 
suggested  takes  place  with  persons  absent  from  the  sittings, 
even  sometimes  appearing  to  include  some  in  a  postcarnate 
world.  There  are  unpublished  sittings  of  Mrs.  Piper 
manifesting  less  personal  influence  on  the  utterances  of 
the  alleged  controls  to  such  a  degree  as  to  awaken  serious 
skepticism  in  the  minds  of  some  of  her  thitherto  most 
faithful  adherents,  and  to  not  only  forcibly  remind  us  of 
the  famous  Bulwer-Richelieu  (and  Esop?)  metaphor  of 
the  lion's  skin  and  the  fox's,  but  to  prevent  our  having 
yet  definitely  expressed  the  opinion  that  these  phenomena 
are  "spiritistic."  We  incline  to  think  that,  even  where 
there  is  no  intentional  fraud,  some  are  not,  and  some  are. 

In  the  middle  of  November,  Mrs.  Curran  submitted 
her  phenomena  to  the  examination  of  a  very  eminent 
psychotherapist,  not  that  she  felt  the  need  of  any  therapy, 
but  purely  in  the  interests  of  science.  Some  ten  days 
before,  we  had  had  a  long  talk  with  this  gentleman,  who 
happens  to  be  a  valued  personal  friend.  We  said:  "Of 
course  you'll  promptly  send  anything  you  find?"  He 
replied:  "I  don't  expect  to  find  anything,"  and  we  an- 
swered: "Then  you  won't."  And  he  didn't.  Consider- 
able familiarity  with  the  records  concerning  the  involuntary 
writers,  long  ago  led  us  to  say  that  persons  approaching 
them  in  an  unsympathetic  spirit  seldom  get  any  in- 
teresting results.  The  same  fact  has  been  remarked  by 
others.  The  very  nature  of  the  case  demands  extreme  sen- 
sitiveness and  telepathic  receptiveness  in  the  "medium," 
and  hostile  influences  generally  stop  the  functions.  Of 
course  this  stoppage  of  function  has  been  widely  attributed 
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to  fear  of  detection  of  fraud,  or  else  to  lack  of  gullibility 
in  a  really  scientific  investigator.  But  James  and  Lodge, 
and  Crookes  and  dozens  of  others  who  have  got  good  re- 
sults were  somewhat  addicted  to  science.  A  special  rea- 
son why  Mrs.  Curran's  sittings  indicated  brought  only 
negative  results  was  unwillingness  on  her  part  to  be 
hypnotized,  lest  the  experience  would  in  some  way  inter- 
fere with  later  manifestation  of  the  Patience  Worth  phe- 
nomena. This  leluctance  would  of  course  be  called  by 
the  very  skeptical  fear  of  exposure  of  fraud.  We  don't 
think  it  was. 

Of  course  the  output  varies  as  does  that  of  Shakespeare 
himself.  Mrs.  Curran  told  us  she  did  not  herself  know 
what  to  make  out  of  the  phenomena,  and  that  the  nearest 
to  an  explanation  of  her  experiences  which  she  had  re- 
ceived was  in  a  chapter  on  The  Dream  State  in  a  book 
which  she  had  lately  read. 

Patience  is  full  of  fun,  but  her  frequent  serious  utter- 
ances are  of  a  decidedly  moral  or  even  religious  cast. 
Most  of  her  poems,  and  of  course  her  allegories,  end  with 
moral  suggestions,  while  many  of  the  former  are  distinctly 
devotional,  and  some  are  prayers.  She  is  fond  of  mystical 
characters  and  situations.  The  work  on  which  she  is  now 
engaged,  The  Sorry  Tale  is,  as  already  stated,  a  biography 
of  the  impenitent  thief  at  the  crucifixion.  She  does  not 
habitually  use  the  word  God,  but  abounds  in  references 
to  "Him."  Love,  both  to  man  and  God,  is  at  the  basis 
of  her  religion,  and  she  is  constantly  expressing  it,  even 
in  the  midst  of  frequent  ironies  and  sarcasms.  She  inti- 
mates in  various  ways  that  under  all  her  sportiveness 
and  devotion  to  her  art  as  poet  and  story-teller,  she  feels 
that  she  is  sent  on  a  mission  to  spread  love,  reverence 
and  faith. 

Now  is  it  Mrs.  Curran  who  does  all  this?  "Not  if  she 
knows  herself."  She  is  as  lively  as  Patience,  though 
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hardly  with  the  perhaps  superusual  readiness  of  wit,  but 
she  never  manifested  any  literary  tastes  or  capacities 
beyond  those  of  the  average  American  woman,  of  the 
average  American  education,  and  as  for  impassioned 
poetical  enthusiasms,  not  to  say  religious  ones,  she  dis- 
claims them  utterly.  She  was  for  a  time  in  the  choir  of 
the  leading  episcopal  church  of  St.  Louis,  but  found 
regular  attendance  at  services  and  rehearsals  too  irksome, 
and  so  left  the  choir,  and  with  it  all  regular  attendance  at 
church. 

It  has  of  course  been  suggested  that  she  plays  the 
Patience  Worth  trick  for  the  sake  of  notoriety;  but  how 
utterly  unsupposable  it  is  that  a  woman  capable  of  com- 
posing work  of  which  some  specimens  are  declared  by 
competent  critics  to  be  very  close  to  masterpieces,  should, 
loving  notoriety,  try  to  throw  upon  another  intelligence 
the  credit  of  her  work,  and  smother  it  under  a  language 
that  nobody  uses,  and  that  it  requires  some  effort  to  un- 
derstand. 

Now  we  claim  to  be  as  grateful  to  science  as  anybody 
and  for  nothing  more  than  for  knocking  so  much  of  the 
man-made  nonsense  out  of  religion,  though  God  knows 
there  is  enough  of  that  nonsense  left.  But,  we  were  going 
to  say,  in  pummeling  the  patient,  Science  caught  some 
of  the  disease.  But  that  metaphor  won't  hold.  Dog- 
matism arises  from  the  dissonances  of  human  nature. 
None  of  us  need  to  catch  it  from  anybody  else;  but 
of  course  we  all  do,  except  such  of  us  as  are  perfect, 
and  in  the  laboratories  no  less  than  in  the  churches. 
Science,  however,  with  all  her  mistakes  —  about  the 
locomotive,  the  electric  light,  and  the  rest,  has  never 
come  down  to  conscious  persistence  in  lying:  whenever 
she  finds  a  conviction  mistaken  or  outgrown,  she  is  pretty 
prompt  to  throw  it  over,  instead  of  making  excuses  to 
the  world  and  her  own  soul  for  continuing  to  repeat  it, 
and  thus  educating  herself  and  her  devotees  in  lying.  One 
thing  that  saves  her  from  this  miserable  and  destructive 
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career  is  that  most  of  her  dogmas  are  negative  —  the 
locomotive  can  not  go  over  twenty  miles  an  hour,  elec- 
tricity can  not  work  more  than  one  light  in  a  circuit, 
there  can  not  be  telepathic  communication,  there  can 
not  be  a  postcarnate  life,  or  if  there  is  there  can  not  be 
communication  between  it  and  ours.  Now  the  denial 
regarding  telepathy  is  not  yet  disproved  quite  to  science's 
satisfaction,  one  great  reason  being  that  the  subject  does 
not  appeal  entirely  to  our  long  developed  and  well  devel- 
oped senses.  But  nevertheless  many  of  those  who  still 
persist  in  the  denial  habitually  assert  telepathy  to  back 
up  their  denial  of  the  apparent  postcarnate  element  in 
many  phenomena;  and  they  approach  the  investigation 
of  those  phenomena  in  a  hostile  spirit  which  reacts  fatally 
on  the  sensitiveness  which  is  a  prime  essential  of  their 
production.  Hence  scientists  as  a  rule  get  little  or  nothing 
from  sensitives.  They  claim  that  this  is  because  they  are 
the  sort  of  people  who  can't  be  fooled,  while  sleight-of- 
hand  folks  claim  that  they  are  the  very  easiest  people  to 
fool,  because  of  their  parti  pris. 

For  all  these  reasons,  we  expected  the  result  of  Mrs. 
Curran's  recent  pilgrimage  to  the  font  of  science,  to  be 
purely  negative,  and  so  it  was.  Our  friend  who  attempted 
the  examination  writes  us  that  he  does  not  know  whether 
the  phenomena  are  genuine  or  not,  and  the  whole  situation 
is  about  what  it  was  before. 

None  of  the  foregoing  considerations,  however,  nor  all  of 
them,  prove  or  disprove  Patience  Worth's  being  a  postcar- 
nate intelligence.  What  is  she  ?  Our  scientific  investigator 
expected  to  find  her  an  "alternate  personality"  of  Mrs. 
Curran,  and  probably  thinks  she  is.  We  are  not  a  scien- 
tific investigator,  but  we  have  made  some  study  of  the 
reports  of  scientific  investigators,  and  we  are  inclined  to 
think  so  too.  But  no  scientific  investigator  has  yet  told  us 
what  an  alternate  personality  is,  or  a  primary  one,  for  that 
matter.  Dr.  Hyslop,  who  really  is  a  very  scientific  investi- 
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gator,  though  he  has  as  much  of  a  parti  pris  on  one  side 
as  the  orthodox  have  on  the  other,  says  that  every  alter- 
nate personality  is  a  spirit,  and  every  primary  personality 
too  —  the  latter  assertion  being  one  in  which  virtually  all 
of  us  have  unconsciously  persisted  from  our  cradles.  And 
Carlyle  says  we  are  all  ghosts. 

Now  the  orthodox  scientific  investigators,  so  far  as  we 
know,  say,  whether  they  realize  it  or  not,  of  every  alter- 
nate personality  which  they  can  swear  to  as  such,  that 
its  appearance  is  a  result  of  accident  or  disease.  The 
alternate  personalities  which,  they  say,  show  themselves 
in  Mrs.  Piper  and  Mrs.  Thomson  and  Mrs.  Holland  and 
Mrs.  Friend  and  Mrs.  Curran  and  lots  of  other  healthy 
people,  they  only  assume,  because  they  don't  want  to 
admit  postcarnate  personalities,  but  they  can't  swear  to 
them;  while  Hodgson,  Myers,  Lodge  and  Hyslop  who  have 
some  claims  to  scientific  ways,  are,  or  were,  nearly,  perhaps 
quite,  ready  to  swear  that  they  are  discarnate  personalities. 

Well!  When  doctors  disagree,  we  have  found  during 
a  very  long  experience,  that  in  perhaps  the  majority 
of  cases  they  have  both  been  right  —  halfway  or  pretty 
near  it  —  one  probably  a  little  more  than  halfway, 
with  a  ton  and  an  ounce  of  truth,  where  the  other 
fellow  had  only  a  ton.  Now  it's  all  guesswork  up  to  the 
present  stage  of  our  knowledge,  and  these  cases  look  to  us 
somewhat  in  this  way:  pretty  much  every  philosopher 
big  enough  to  attract  attention  has  taken  for  at  least  his 
second  guess,  a  cosmic  soul  as  the  source  of  all  psychic 
phenomena,  those  of  individual  souls  of  course  included: 
for  we  know  no  others;  and  in  the  sources  of  that  nearly 
universal  guess,  we  suspect  the  solution  of  the  mystery  to 
lurk. 

The  late  vast  increase  in  the  knowledge  of  evolution 
has  brought  this  guess  quite  prominently  to  the  front. 
James  couldn't  think  of  the  star  dust  as  not  possessing 
an  "atom"  of  consciousness  in  each  particle,  and  before 
he  said  so,  even  so  humble  a  person  as  ourselves  (Editors 
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get  pretty  badly  mixed  in  their  fortuitous  mimicking  of 
royalty)  found  himself  (more  mix  still!)  laboring  under 
the  same  disability.  James,  moreover,  was  disposed  to  as- 
sume a  "cosmic  reservoir"  to  hold  all  the  memories  which 
are  apparently  outside  of  any  steady  incarnate  conscious- 
ness, and  yet  which  keep  popping  up  in  hypnosis,  medium- 
ship,  and  dreams.  We  don't  see  why  cosmic  soul  won't 
do  as  well  as  reservoir,  and  it  is  certainly  much  prettier, 
not  to  say  more  august.  If  memories  never  die  (and  it 
has  begun  to  look  mightily  as  if  they  don't),  then  every 
thought  that  was  ever  thunk  (Do  forgive  this! — 'espe- 
cially as  it  saves  an  awkward  repetition.  Do  you  know 
the  poem?)  has  become  a  part  of  the  cosmic  soul. 
Now  the  guess  goes  that  each  individual  soul  is  simply 
an  inflow  of  the  cosmic  soul,  whose  characteristics  depend 
on  the  brain  through  which  it  flows.  "God  in  us,"  if 
you  like  it  that  way;  we  rather  do. 

Now  if  anybody  gets  "knocked  silly,"  by  an  accident, 
the  brain  is  affected,  sometimes  to  the  degree  that  there 
is  lost  that  continuity  of  memory  which  is  essential  to 
our  personality,  and  personality  takes  a  fresh  start,  not 
only  without  the  old  memories,  but  with  other  changes 
resulting  from  the  injury.  The  same  is  true  of  disease. 

Now  why  may  not  some  brains  have  a  perfectly  nor- 
mal capacity  for  change  and  adaptation  to  changed  in- 
flow —  a  superusual  capacity,  much  like  that  for  poetry 
or  any  other  "inspiration."  And  why  may  not  this  adapt- 
ation or  sensibility  or  whatever  you  please  to  call  it,  which 
admits  "  the  Muse,"  even  go  so  far  as  to  admit  more 
definite  personalities  —  strings  of  them  —  postcarnate  ones 
if  there  are  such  ?  And  if  everything  you  and  I  and  those 
who  have  gone  before  us,  have  ever  thought,  becomes  part 
of  the  cosmic  soul,  we  are  all  virtually  postcarnate  already, 
those  of  us  still  here  only  waiting  to  throw  the  carnis  off. 

But  in  the  metaphorical  way  in  which  we  had  put 
it,  and  in  which  all  thoughts  about  the  super-material 
(Abuses  of  the  word  metaphysical  have  made  us  hate 
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it)  must  be  put,  we  have  been  more  mechanical  than 
our  guess  really  is.  Instead  of  stringing  the  whole  thing 
along  on  the  metaphor  of  inflow,  we  come  nearer,  in  our 
thought,  to  telepathy  —  not  a  material  stream,  but  the 
vibrations  of  wireless  telegraphy  —  with  Patience  as 
the  sender  and  Mrs.  Curran  as  the  receiver. 

But  so  far  it's  all  guesswork,  though  with  suggestions 
by  no  means  uninspiring. 


EN  CASSEROLE 

Who  Wrote  "An  Ancient  Conflict" 

in  the  Casserole  of  our  October  number?  There's  a  modest 
check  waiting  for  "thon"  at  this  office.  The  man  to 
whom  we  sent  it  sent  it  back,  and  several  other  "humans" 
have  since  declined  the  check  and  the  honor.  None  of 
our  telopsists,  telakousists  or  telepsychists,  even  with 
the  check  and  the  article  in  hand  (we  haven't  tried  the 
MS.:  it  was  probably  thrown  away)  can  unravel  the 
mystery.  It  arose  from  a  blunder  or  omission  which  oc- 
cured  while  the  editor  and  his  secretary  were  trying  (the 
former  unsuccessfully)  to  take  a  vacation.  Of  course 
they  never  should  attempt  anything  so  lazy,  frivolous 
and  useless;  but  they  will. 

Some  More  to  Contributors 

WE  have  just  been  saying  something  to  one  contributor 
which  we  want  to  say  to  the  rest  of  you  and  to  everybody. 
Here  is  the  letter: 

"  You  tell  me  that  you  didn't  let  your  humor  out  in  your 
article  —  which  I  haven't  yet  had  time  to  read.  Per- 
haps it  didn't  try  to  get  out.  If  it  did,  I'm  sorry  you  kept 
it  in.  I  have  no  sympathy  whatever  with  that  part  of 
the  tradition  of  'the  dignity  of  letters.'  Shakspere  lets 
his  humor  out  in  the  midst  of  the  most  tragic  passions; 
and  that  is  the  way  the  human  mind  really  works.  The 
contrary  is  artificial,  and  whatever  else  we  want  to  be, 
we  want  to  be  natural." 

And  there's  another  thing  that  we  want  to  say.  We 
were  lately  surprised  to  find  that  a  good  personal  friend 
of  ours,  in  easy  circumstances,  had  not  renewed  his  sub- 
scription; and  when  we  sent  a  circular  letter  around  to 
those  who  had  not  renewed,  asking  if  the  fault  was  ours, 
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he  was  kind  enough  to  answer  with  an  explanation  that 
didn't  exactly  explain.  Some  weeks  afterward,  "two 
and  two"  happened  to  tumble  "together"  in  our  mind. 
(We  first  wrote  minds.  This  editorial  plural  is  a  con- 
founded nuisance,  and  yet  somehow  or  other  the  singular 
in  seme  English  periodicals  seems  to  be  exclusively  in 
those  which  are  not  exactly  of  our  kind,  and  for  that 
reason  and  perhaps  others  which  we  cannot  quite  analyze, 
it  is  not  to  our  taste.)  Well !  "  to  resume : "  The  first "  two," 
of  course,  was  that  he  had  withdrawn  his  subscription; 
the  second  "two"  was  that,  some  time  before,  we  had 
rejected  an  article  from  him.  Then  there  came  in  a  third 
"two"  —  that  a  very  eminent  periodical,  which  had 
welcomed  one  contribution  of  ours  (the  longest  one,  by 
the  way,  which  it  ever  published)  and  had  sought  another, 
subsequently  rejected  one,  in  fact  two,  the  first  of  which 
received  more  approval  after  it  appeared  in  these  pages, 
than  any  other  article  we  ever  printed  anywhere;  but  (and 
this  is  the  reason  why  we  are  bashfully  telling  you  this 
very  modest  story)  until  that  approval  began  to  appear, 
we  were  conscious  of  holding  a  little  scunner  against  the 
periodical  that  had  rejected  our  article.  Since  then,  of 
course  we  have  risen  to  a  feeling  of  superior  pity.  But 
two  and  two  make  four:  never  mind  the  third  "two," 
except  so  far  as  this  —  when  your  articles  are  crowded 
out  from  our  limited  space,  don't  hold  little  scunners,  but 
just  wait  until  you  start  your  own  periodicals,  and  print 
such  articles  yourselves,  and  get  them  praised  to  a  degree 
that  surprises  you,  and  rise  to  a  feeling  of  amused  pity 
for  us  for  having  rejected  them.  But  meanwhile  (and 
this  is  the  main  point  of  the  story)  keep  up  your  sub- 
scriptions —  that  the  coals  on  our  head  may  be  all  the 
hotter.  We  feel  justified  in  asking  this,  because  that's 
what  we  did  when  we  got  rejected. 
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As  to  The  Grouch 

HERE  is  some  correspondence  that  opens  up  a  vista  or 
two: 

How  unpopular  must  an  article  be  to  get  into  your  magazine? 
This  -  —  has  already  been  rejected  by  the  New  Republic, 

the  Forum  and  the  Dial:  but  somehow  I  believe  that  it  is  worth 
while  and  shall  try  you. 

A  day  later  came: 

Yesterday  I  sent  you  a  manuscript  entitled, and 

in  the  afternoon  read  the  inside  of  the  cover  of  your  latest  issue. 
I  perceive  that  your  "  unpopularity"  is  of  quite  another  kind  to 
what  I  had  supposed  it,  and  that  it  will  be  a  waste  of  time  for 
you  to  read  my  manuscript.  I  enclosed  stamps  for  return.  Of 
course  I  would  still  be  glad  to  have  you  print  it  —  but  as  I  do 
not  sympathize  at  all  with  your  point  of  view  and  as  I  do  want 
some  one  to  print  my  paper,  perhaps  you  will  save  yourself  and 
me  time  by  returning  it  at  once. 

These  letters  we  answered  as  follows : 

I  have  a  little  curiosity  as  to  the  reasons  why  you  thought 
we  would  not  take  the  article.  I  think  it  is  very  nicely  written, 
and  feel  an  interest  in  it;  and  if  it  were  half  as  long  or  twice  as 
long,  I  might  possibly  be  unwise  enough  to  enter  into  an  amica- 
ble struggle  with  you  with  reference  to  fitting  it  to  our  pages. 

I  should  have  to  ask  you  to  break  up  your  association  of  the 
I.  W.  W.  and  the  American  Manufacturers  Association,  for  I 
don't  admit  that  the  two  stand  on  all  fours. 

I  should  also  have  to  ask  you  to  wipe  out  your  implication 
that  the  stock  exchange  is  not  an  honest  institution.  It  could 
not  run  if  it  were  anything  else.  Dishonest  men  may  use  it,  as 
they  can  use  any  other  tool,  for  dishonest  purposes;  but  the  ex- 
change itself  is  straight,  for  the  good  reason  that  it  has  to  be. 

And  I  might  say  perhaps  that,  after  all,  the  thesis  that  there 
is  room  for  hypocrisy  anywhere  in  the  world  hardly  carries 
weight  enough  to  alone  justify  our  printing  an  article  on  it; 
but  yet,  on  the  other  hand,  I  have  often  said  that  it  makes  no 
difference  what  a  topic  is,  provided  the  topic  is  treated  by 
genius. 

I  have  written  you  all  this  because  I  think  in  the  long  run  it 
may  pay  for  us  to  understand  each  other,  especially  after  you 
get  a  little  older.  You  certainly  can  say  things  well.  What 
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you  say  may  yet,  I  think,  be  entirely  practicable  for  use  in 
THE  UNPOPULAR  REVIEW. 

Why  at  least  The  New  Republic  didn't  take  your  article 
puzzles  me:  for  their  main  object,  so  far  as  I  can  make  it 
out,  seems  to  be  the  publication  of  brilliant  articles  expressing 
The  Grouch,  without  necessarily  bothering  about  any  sugges- 
tions of  remedy. 

Apropos  of  The  Grouch  we  want  to  say  a  word  that 
has  already  often  been  said,  but  that  needs  saying  again 
at  every  good  opportunity  and  in  all  possible  ways. 

In  conformity  wi1:h  the  law  which  Spencer  posited  as 
the  Rhythm  of  Motion,  men  have  neither  worked  evenly 
nor  progressed  evenly.  Throughout  animate  Nature,  the 
strongest  helps  himself,  and  the  weaker  has  to  get  along 
with  what's  left.  Now  a  notion  is  getting  wide  cur- 
rency that  there  are  some  things  a  man  ought  not  to  do 
merely  because  he  can,  and  other  things  that  he  ought  to 
do  merely  because  he  can  —  he  ought  not  to  ravage  his 
neighbors  because  he  can;  and  if  he  is  strong  enough  to 
ravage  them,  he  is  strong  enough  to  help  them,  and  ought 
to  help  them,  merely  because  he  can. 

Perhaps  more  complexities  arise  from  the  strong  man's 
being  able  to  make  things,  than  from  even  his  being  able 
to  take  them  —  especially  from  his  ability  to  make  them 
with  other  people's  hands  as  well  as  his  own.  Under  his 
direction  men  will  make  enough  more  to  be  better  off  than 
under  their  own  direction,  and  in  addition  make  him  better 
off  than  any  of  them.  Under  him  they  can  create  a  sur- 
plus which  would  not  exist  at  all  if  he  did  not  show  them 
how  to  make  it.  A  part  of  this  surplus  he  generally  takes, 
but  sometimes  all  of  it,  and  sometimes  more  than  all  of  it. 

These  things  are  recondite.  Some  people  can't  see 
even  the  fundamental  one,  although  they  see  it  occurring 
every  day,  and  blazoned  several  times  in  every  news- 
paper —  that  ordinary  people  do  more  under  extraordi- 
nary directors  than  they  can  do  of  themselves  —  that  the 
factory,  the  store,  the  railroad,  the  army,  that  fails  under 
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one  man,  succeeds  under  another.  But  the  ordinary 
man  can't  see  it:  can't  see  that  the  extraordinary 
man's  fortune  is  but  a  part  of  what  the  ordinary  man 
makes,  and  that  he  would  not  make  if  it  were  not  for 
the  extraordinary  man's  direction.  On  the  contrary,  the 
ordinary  man  thinks  the  extraordinary  man's  fortune 
is  filched  from  what  the  ordinary  man  would  have  made 
anyhow  —  that  the  extraordinary  man  is  a  brigand  or 
at  best  a  thief.  Hence  The  Grouch.  Sometimes  the  ex- 
traordinary man  is  a  brigand  or  a  thief.  Hence  some 
warrant  for  The  Grouch,  though  not  warrant  enough:  for 
he  is  not  a  brigand  or  a  thief  any  oftener,  if  as  often,  as 
the  man  with  The  Grouch  is. 

Lately  The  Grouch  has  been  growing  at  a  tremendous 
rate.  The  church  long  taught  folks  contentment  with 
the  condition  in  which  it  had  pleased  the  Lord  their 
God  to  place  them.  But  early  in  the  last  century,  and 
especially  about  the  middle  of  it,  folks  began  to  see  that 
a  good  many  things  which  the  church  had  taught  them 
were  not  so,  and  under  modern  production  and  exchange 
they  saw  many  people  getting  out  of  the  conditions  in 
which  it  had  pleased  the  Lord  their  God  to  place  them, 
and  the  generations  rapidly  became  perverse  generations 
desiring  new  things. 

There  had  always  been  considerable  starving  and  shiver- 
ing going  on,  too  much  of  it  undeserved,  and  all  of  it 
stopable  —  temporarily  at  least,  even  if  at  the  cost  of 
farther  pauperization  —  if  a  part  of  the  waste  of  the 
rich  could  be  turned  to  the  relief  of  the  poor.  Hence 
intensity  of  The  Grouch. 

So  far,  The  Grouch  was  not  very  articulate,  and  it  was 
probably  not  as  intense  among  the  comparatively  dumb 
as  among  those  of  higher  intelligence,  who,  though  they 
did  not  starve  or  shiver  in  the  body,  starved  and  shivered 
in  the  spirit,  from  lack  of  knowledge  and  refined  living 
and  opportunity.  The  few  who  can  gain  them,  do  it  and 
keep  still,  and  feel  little  or  none  of  The  Grouch,  but  the 
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many  who  nowadays  can  get  only  that  dangerous  thing  — 
a  little  knowledge,  take  it  out  in  talking  and  writing,  and 
feel  The  Grouch  worse  than  anybody  else. 

These  are  they  who  want  the  prizes.  As  a  rule  Nature 
leaves  her  prizes  to  be  won.  Those  who  want  them  and 
can't  win  them  generally  accuse  the  winners  of  violence 
and  cheating,  especially  regarding  the  money  prizes,  which, 
however,  the  accusers  nevertheless  generally  affect  to  de- 
spise. Yet  of  all  manifestations  of  The  Grouch,  per- 
haps the  most  violent  is  against  those  with  wealth  they 
did  not  get  by  their  own  efforts,  and  perhaps  The  Grouch 
is  most  justified  in  America,  where,  less  than  elsewhere 
in  civilization,  is  the  leisure  wealth  gives  used  for  the 
service  of  the  community.  A  few  of  our  rich  men  give 
their  money  very  nobly;  but  our  rich  class  does  not  give 
itself,  at  least  not  to  the  extent  that  the  same  class  does 
in  other  civilized  lands,  especially  in  England. 

But  there  are  some  who  want  the  prizes  who  don't 
even  try  for  them,  and  yet,  because  they  do  not  get  them, 
entertain  The  Grouch.  Perhaps  it  is  at  its  very  worst 
among  some  of  those  who  have  deliberately  chosen  the 
intellectual  life,  in  full  knowledge  that  it  does  not  yield 
the  material  prizes.  Many  men  on  professional  salaries, 
though  they  may  not  acknowledge  it  to  themselves, 
regret  their  vows  of  poverty,  and  preach  the  same  doc- 
trines of  communism,  even  of  anarchy,  that  are  preached 
by  those  who  have  tried  and  failed. 

Well,  if  you  have  had  the  patience  to  read  all  this,  you 
will  understand  why  we  think  our  talented  young  corre- 
spondent was  suffering  from  The  Grouch. 

And  now  much  of  what  little  joke  there  may  be  in  the 
correspondence  recoils  on  us,  and  we  can't  be  mean  enough 
with  you  who  trust  us,  to  keep  it  to  ourselves.  Here  are 
some  extracts  from  a  letter  we  received  after  the  foregoing 
paragraphs  were  written.  Our  reasons  for  giving  more 
than  is  necessary  to  develop  the  joke,  we  trust  will  be 
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obvious.  We  find  the  letter  a  very  instructive  and  sug- 
gestive human  document  —  and  something  more: 

.  .  .  But,  my  dear  Mr. how  old  do  you  want  me  to  get? 

You  say  "it  may  pay  for  us  to  understand  each  other,  especially 
after  you  get  a  little  older."  .  .  I  was  fifty  years  old  in  May, 

was  an  Episcopal  clergyman  from to having 

been  charged  with  heresy  ...  I  gave  up  my  church  .  .  .  went 

to took  a  Doctor's  degree  at  the  tender  age  of  45  ... 

and  have  since  taught  philosophy. 

I  grieve  to  think  that  you  cannot  see  the  delicious  propriety 
of  the  coupling  of  the  I.  W.  W.  and  the  American  Manufacturers 
Association:  or  that  the  whole  paper  was  conceived  in  a  spirit  of 
mocking  humor. 

As  for  the  Stock  Exchange,  I  have  not  said  nor  implied  that 
it  was  dishonest  though  it  is,  in  just  the  same  way  that  the 
various  other  institutions  named  are  dishonest.  I  I  know  well 
that  the  brokers  have  to  be  honest  in  dealing  with  one  another 

on  the  Exchange  ...  I  have  a in  the  street  and  several 

other  relatives,  and  I  am  somewhat  intimately  acquainted  with 
the  way  things  are  done  —  besides  being  a  student  and  teacher 
of  economics  myself. 

I  know  of  no  magazine  or  paper  unless  it  be  the  New  Republic 
(you  see  I  have  no  "grouch"  against  them  because  they  did 
not  print  my  article)  which  deals  with  public  questions  in  a 
spirit  of  candid  investigation.  All  other  journals  (possibly  I 
might  except  Harper's  Weekly)  are  partisan,  prejudiced,  prop- 
agandist. 

Now  I  flatter  myself  that  I  can  take  criticism  as  well  as  the 
next  man.  .  .  But  I  can  never  be  convinced  by  men,  or  insti- 
tutions or  journals  which  have  a  parti  pris. 

I  will  make  a  confession  to  you.  I  am  so  far  from  being  young, 
I  am  so  unutterably  old  and  wearied  in  mind  that  I  have  de- 
cided to  give  up.  I  shall  attempt  to  reform  nothing  hereafter. 
Reformers  and  prophets  have  always  got  their  reward  —  oblo- 
quy and  penury.  I  don't  like  either.  .  .  My 

article  was  an  endeavor  to  show  that  I  was  somewhat  amused 
at  the  pretentious  hypocrisy  of  the  whole  game.  Naturally, 
not  many  people  will  like  it,  in  spite  of  its  being  well  written 
("very  nicely").  It  was  good  of  you  to  take  an  interest  in  one 
whom  you  thought  to  be  a  youthful  radical  who  might  outgrow 
his  heresies.  I  thank  you  in  the  name  of  the  youth  whom  I 
am  not!  .  .  . 

Your  letter  has  so  interested  me  that  I  am  going  to  ask  if  I 
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may  not  call  upon  you  sometime.  And  to  do  my  worst  at  the 
start,  I  will  say  that  in  addition  to  writing  I  am  taking  up 
Life  Insurance.  .  .  But  you  are  safe;  your  age  protects 
you. 

Perhaps  the  foregoing  joke  on  us  is  offset  by  another  one: 
we  have  printed  two  essays  by  a  writer  whom  we  supposed, 
from  the  first  one,  to  be  a  well-learned  man  of  fifty,  and 
we  found  him  to  be  a  boy  of  twenty-three. 

The  Hard  Path  of  the  Reformer 

WE  have  just  had  it  illustrated  by  the  number  of  ap- 
plications we  have  received  for  the  pamphlet  on  Econ- 
omized Commercial  Spelling  which,  in  our  last  issue,  we 
offered  to  send  to  any  subscriber  asking  for  it.  There 
has  been  just  one.  Evidently  you  have  not  regarded 
what  we  offered,  as  much  of  a  chromo,  and  we  did  not 
intend  it  as  one.  We  wonder,  by  the  way,  if  the  meaning 
of  "chromo"  in  this  connection  is  known  to  all  of  you! 
Before  some  of  you  were  born,  it  was  the  favorite  premium 
offered  to  attract  subscribers. 

Well!  Not  many  of  the  likes  of  you  would  be  subscribers 
if  we  offered  premiums,  and  neither  would  you  be  if  we  were 
the  sort  of  reformer  who  is  discouraged  by  indifference.  If 
you  stick  by  us,  you  will  have  to  put  up  with  more  little 
disquisitions,  which  you  can  skip,  on  that  subject  which, 
so  far,  interests  you  so  little.  But  we  will  work  all  the 
harder  to  give  you  "good  stuff"  on  the  topics  which  we 
know  do  interest  you.  And  as  long  as  we  do  not  insert  any 
improved  spellings  in  our  text,  we  trust  you  will  not  re- 
gard our  reforming  as  of  the  wild  kind.  The  wild  kind 
is  that  which  urges  the  immediate  attempt  to  operate 
ideals  before  people  are  willing  or  able  to  operate  them. 
That  is  what  this  review  was  founded  to  fight.  The 
reasonable  reformer  tries  to  interest  people  first,  and 
cramming  reforms  down  their  throats  is  hardly  the  way 
to  do  that. 
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Preparedness 

OUR  great  apostle  of  belligerency  is  in  eruption  once 
more.  He  has  replenished  his  arsenal  of  epithets,  and 
any  person  who  ventures  to  doubt  whether  we  ought  to 
proceed  at  once  to  fortify  the  Canadian  boundary  line,  or 
whether  we  can  afford  to  mortgage  the  house  to  buy  burg- 
lar alarms,  or  any  person  who  urges  that  some  other 
than  military  and  naval  lines  of  preparedness  are  to  be 
considered,  is  branded  for  all  time  as  a  coward,  poltroon, 
mollycoddle,  sissy,  saphead,  and  worst  of  all,  a  peace-at- 
any-p  rice-pacifist. 

But  who's  afraid  anyway,  the  man  who  goes  about 
with  a  gun  in  each  hand  and  a  knife  between  his  teeth,  or 
the  man  like  the  sheriff  at  Bayonne,  who  goes  unarmed,, 
into  the  presence  of  a  mob?  It  seems  a  little  odd  that 
the  man  who  wants  us  to  be  armjed  to  the  teeth  to  protect 
our  honor  should  be  the  same  one  who  so  distrusts  our 
honor  as  to  protest  our  making  treaties,  for  fear  we  might 
not  have  honor  enough  to  abide  by  them. 

Is  it  impertinent  for  us  now,  as  it  would  have  been  at 
the  time  of  that  shocking  occurrence  that  stirred  the 
whole  country  with  both  concern  for  the  Colonel's  wel- 
fare, and  admiration  for  his  fortitude,  to  draw  certain 
lessons  from  his  experience  with  an  assassin,  just  as 
lessons  are  being  drawn  from  the  experience  in  the  present 
crisis  of  inadequately  prepared  nations?  The  Colonel 
evidently  was  not  prepared  for  that  particular  kind  of 
attack.  Shall  we  say  that  the  gun  which  he  carries  in 
his  hip  pocket  should  have  been  in  his  hand?  But  his 
life  was  really  saved  not  by  the  impact  of  his  well-trained 
fist,  or  the  contents  of  his  quick-acting  pistol,  but  by  the 
thickness  of  his  manuscript,  the  toughness  of  his  eye- 
glass case,  the  intervention  of  an  unarmed  man,  and  the 
splendid  efficiency  of  those  vital  processes  which  enter  quite 
as  much  into  physical  welfare  as  into  physical  prowess. 

Shall  we  say  then  that,  as  a  precaution  against  such 
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a  catastrophe,  which  is  likely  to  come  to  any  man,  we 
should  all  carry  guns  in  our  hands,  or  pad  ourselves  with 
manuscript,  or  line  our  pockets  with  steel?  Or  had  we 
better  surround  ourselves  with  quick-acting  friends,  and 
promote  to  the  utmost  the  efficiency  of  our  vital  processes? 

The  sheriff  at  Bayonne  when  he  faced  the  excited  men 
he  sought  to  calm,  considered  himself  safer  unarmed 
than  armed.  It  may  well  be  that  Uncle  Sam  will  have 
quite  as  much  influence  at  the  present  crisis  if  he  does  not 
display  too  much  timidity  by  hastily  reaching  for  his 
own  gun. 

In  the  Colonel's  case,  the  country  rejoices  that  his 
honor  was  not  involved,  and  that  we  are  not  driven  to 
mourn  its  loss  or  diminution.  Perhaps  Uncle  Sam  may 
escape  with  his,  even  if  his  gun  is  not  in  his  hand. 


So  far  our  amiable  contributor,  but  we  are  not  quite  so 
amiable.  But  to  come  right  down  to  hard  tacks  (We 
wonder  if  that's  an  onomatopeia  for  facts)  Uncle  Sam 
is  not  going  to  need  any  gun  unless  Germany  wins.  The 
idea  of  little  Japan  coming  over  here  to  attack  us,  is  as 
absurd  and  pusillanimous  an  idea  as  was  ever  put  on 
paper.  But  if  Germany  wins,  we  can  get  ready  for  her 
before  she  gets  her  breath,  and  we  shall  be  unwise  if  we 
don't.  If  she  loses,  the  war  will  have  been  one  that  it 
will  take  two  generations  to  forget,  and  we  are  optimistic 
enough  to  think  that  in  that  event  the  progress  in  peace 
machinery  and  in  the  disposition  of  men  will  be  great 
enough  either  to  make  defense  preparations  superfluous, 
or  at  the  worst,  to  make  them  at  present  premature. 
Whatever  hibernicism  there  is  in  that  sentence,  you  will 
please  amiably  dispose  of  yourselves. 

So  our  position  up  to  this  point  is  that  if  the  country  is 
content  to  sit  still  and  let  Germany  win,  we  may  as  well 
sit  still  until  she  does. 

But  are  we  willing  to  sit  still  and  let  her  win?  If  we  are, 
we  are  the  biggest  fools  in  history.  Therefore  we  had  I 
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better  at  once  begin  preparations  to  prevent  it.  The 
ounce,  if  you  please,  but  it  had  better  be  a  generous 
ounce.  The  biggest  of  dreadnaughts  that  can  be  blown 
up  by  the  smallest  of  submarines  does  not  seem  quite  as 
good  an  investment  as  the  same  money,  or  even  much  less, 
would  be  in  submarines;  but  schools  like  that  at  Platts- 
burg,  and  arrangements  that  can  quickly  turn  factories  of 
comparative  superfluities  into  factories  of  war  munitions 
seem  above  question,  even  on  the  ground  of  expense. 

Take  it  all  in  all,  it  looks  to  us  as  if,  while  Uncle  Sam 
had  better  not  keep  himself  armed  like  a  brigand  or  a 
pirate  or  a  German  or  a  German  brigand  and  pirate,  he 
had  better  nevertheless  have  a  gun  within  ready  reach, 
and  if  possible  a  gun  that  will  carry  to  anybody  coming, 
before  his  gun  can  carry  to  Uncle  Sam. 

Votes  for  Women 
Such,  in  yellow,  was  at  the  head  of  the  following  letter: 

To  the  Author  of  Confessions  of  an  Anti: 

Dear  Sir — You  took  nineteen  pages  to  state  your  belief  that 
the  best  use  women  can  make  of  themselves  is  to  spend  their 
time  in  making  men  comfortable. 

You  used  8,645  words  to  express  your  idea,  the  Bible  expresses 
the  same  idea  in  six  (6)  words,  viz:  "Wives,  submit  yourselves 
unto  your  husbands." 

Even  in  benighted  New  York  more  than  one-half  million 
men  voted  their  belief  that  women  should  be  permitted  to  have 
other  objects  of  interest  in  life  than  husbands  and  maternal 
cares. 

No  slave  class  has  ever  freed  itself  —  in  the  case  of  women 
help  must  come  from  men. 

This  makes  it  imperative  that  women,  that  native-born 
American  women  beg  of  Negroes,  Jews,  Italians,  Huns,  Poles, 
Germans,  and  the  scum  of  all  European  and  other  countries, 
beg  of  them  to  be  set  free  from  the  bondage  in  which  they 
were  placed  by  the  founders  of  this  government.  You  are 
willing  to  profit  by  this  unjust  and  monstrous  law  and  in  spirit 
you  are  as  guilty  as  the  slave  owners  who  formulated  this 
government. 

May  the  day  soon  come  when  every  wife  will  be  ashamed  to 
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be  supported  by  her  husband,  for  then  she  will  secure  for  her- 
self an  independent  income  —  then  and  then  only  will  wives 
be  free.  Political  freedom,  economic  freedom,  free  motherhood 
—  these  are  the  trinity  of  woman's  emancipation.  Without 
either  she  is  a  dependent  and  a  dependent  cannot  be  free  — 
the  terms  are  a  contradiction. 

Had  Theodore  Roosevelt  been  elected  President  in  1912 
there  would  have  been  war  —  war  with  Mexico,  war  with  Ger- 
many and  fewer  men  to  vote  against  woman  suffrage  in  1915. 

Here's  hoping  Roosevelt  will  be  the  next  President  and  con- 
tinue to  be  president  until  after  the  next  woman  suffrage  refer- 
endum in  New  York  state. 

As  the  majority  of  the  voters  are  antis  so  the  majority  of 
soldiers  will  be  antis,  a  dead  soldier  will  be  a  dead  anti  and  a 
dead  anti  is  a  good  anti. 

MILITANT. 

The  letter  is  a  fair  specimen  of  the  amount  of  mind,  and 
state  of  mind,  of  very  many  of  the  advocates  of  woman 
suffrage.  It  speaks  for  itself,  except  regarding  "free 
motherhood."  By  that,  does  the  author  mean  race- 
suicide  or  promiscuity? 

All  women  who  entertain  these  opinions  want  the  suf- 
frage, though,  thank  God,  not  all  who  want  the  suffrage 
entertain  these  opinions.  The  first  of  these  facts  is,  to  our 
mind,  the  chief  argument  against  giving  the  suffrage  to 
women.  But  not  everybody  realizes  that  it  is  also  the  most 
"  practical "  argument.  Of  the  practical  arguments  —  those 
that  deal  with  pure  mechanics,  it  was  not  till  after  the 
recent  voting  on  woman  suffrage,  and  weeks  after  our 
last  humble  contributions  to  the  discussion,  that  we  first 
met  with  the  one  which  seems  to  us  fundamental.  Though 
for  the  time  being,  the  controversy  is  settled  in  several  of 
the  most  important  states,  we  have  not  heard  the  last  of 
it,  and  as  many  of  our  readers  may  not  yet  have  met  with 
the  argument  that  so  lately  and  deeply  impressed  us,  it 
seems  worth  while  to  give  its  substance.  It  is  contained  in 
a  pamphlet  by  Dr,  Rossiter  Johnson  called  The  Blank  Car- 
tridge  Ballot,  and  published  by  the  Guidon  Club  at  49  East 
Fourteenth  St. 
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His  course  of  reasoning  is  that  as  a  paper  dollar  has  no 
power  without  a  unit  of  force  behind  it  —  (gold  at  present 
being  the  most  convenient,  and  silver  next),  so  a  ballot 
is  nothing  without  a  unit  of  force  behind  it  —  in  a  man 
capable,  if  necessary,  of  opposing  a  man  casting  an  op- 
posing ballot.  The  force  that  can  be  brought  to  bear  from 
the  gold  or  the  man  is  not  actually  brought  to  bear  in  more 
than  one  case  in  many  millions :  the  certainty  that  it  is  there 
and  can  be  used  at  need,  is  all  that  is  necessary:  in  all  ordi- 
nary cases  men  act  in  accordance  with  these  facts.  But  in 
certain  extraordinary  cases,  and  those  are  generally  the 
most  important  ones,  the  force  has  to  be  put  into  actual  use. 

Now  if,  in  crucial  cases,  the  majority  is  not  able-bodied 
to  enforce  the  will  it  has  declared,  there  is  an  end  to  ma- 
jority government,  and  anarchy  comes  in.  Imagine  an 
election  carried  by  three  million  women  and  a  million 
men  against  half  a  million  women  and  three  million  men: 
the  force  effective  for  carrying  out  the  victorious  policy 
is  one  million  men  against  three  million.  Is  anybody 
optimistic  enough  to  think  that  under  such  conditions 
government  could  go  on?  It  has  gone  on  under  woman 
suffrage  for  a  few  years  in  a  few  states.  But  the  extreme 
situation  may  not  yet  have  occurred,  and  if  it  has  or  has 
seemed  impending,  over  the  majority  reaches  the  invin- 
cible arm  of  the  United  States,  pledged  by  our  wonderful 
constitution,  that  sometimes  seems  as  if  it  reached  every- 
where, to  secure  to  each  state  a  republican  form  of  gov- 
ernment. But  if  no  case  calling  for  that  mighty  arm  has 
yet  arisen,  it  would  be  fatuous  to  assume  that  woman 
suffrage  could  spread  much  more  widely  without  creating 
such  cases,  or  that  there  would  not  arise  hosts  of  local 
cases  too  petty  for  the  majority  will  to  be  vindicated  by 
the  invincible  arm.  But  it  is  not  in  either  of  these  situa- 
tions that  the  main  difficulty  lies.  What  of  the  situation 
where  the  policy  of  the  United  States  itself  should  be 
declared  by  a  majority  of  women  unable  to  enforce  it 
against  a  minority  of  men? 
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We  have  called  this  the  most  inclusive  and  conclusive 
argument  that  we  know  upon  the  subject.  Until  it  is 
enforced,  all  others  are  merely  academic.  But  the  demon- 
stration, if  it  be  one,  that  in  the  present  stage  of  civiliza- 
tion woman  suffrage  cannot  endure,  does  not  prove  that 
it  cannot  endure  long  enough  to  do  many  evils,  among 
which  we  count  the  chief,  its  effect  on  woman's  character. 
This  is  not  speculative:  it  is  demonstrated  by  such  litera- 
ture as  we  quoted  above,  and  the  make-up  of  every 
feminist  gathering. 

Reverting  a  moment  to  the  argument  that  a  vote  not 
backed  by  power  cannot  prevail,  it  is  easy  enough  to  say 
that  the  will  of  the  majority  ought  to  prevail.  But  as 
the  world  is  at  present,  the  only  thing  that  can  be 
counted  on  to  prevail  is  physical  power.  The  decisions  of 
the  very  courts,  no  less  than  those  of  the  elections, 
prevail  only  because  there  is  force  behind  them.  Not 
until  the  world  comes  to  be  governed  by  virtue  in  the 
modern  sense,  if  the  feminists  leave  us  enough,  will  it  be 
time  to  consider  giving  women  the  ballot.  But  as  long  as 
the  world  is  governed  by  virtus  in  the  ancient  sense,  to 
talk  about  giving  women  the  ballot  is  mere  sentimentalism 
—  rather  lofty  sentimentalism  sometimes,  but  senti- 
mentalism all  the  same.  And  sentimentalism  is  the  special 
curse  of  this  age:  it  spells  anarchy  if  anything  in  sight  does. 
Hard  sentimentalism  dynamited  the  Los  Angeles  Times,  no 
less  than  it  ravaged  Belgium  and  sank  the  Lusitania,  and 
soft  sentimentalism  drives  some  of  our  best  women  mad. 

We  strongly  recommend  Doctor  Johnson's  pamphlet 
to  everybody  interested  in  the  subject,  and  everybody 
ought  to  be.  We  append  a  few  extracts: 

A  ballot  put  into  the  box  by  a  woman  would  be  simply  a  blank 
cartridge.  When  we  elect  a  president  by  a  popular  majority  of 
less  than  one  per  cent,  of  all  the  votes,  there  must  always  be  a 
temptation  to  the  defeated  party  to  make  the  experiment  of 
not  submitting,  and  we  have  seen  what  this  led  to  in  one  notable 
instance.  Nor  is  that  the  only  instance.  When  a  newly  elected 
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legislative  body  shows  an  almost  even  division  of  parties,  there 
is  pretty  certain  to  be  an  attempt  on  the  part  of  the  minority 
to  seize  the  place  and  power  of  the  majority.  Then  we  see  a 
city  hall  besieged,  or  the  doors  of  an  assembly-chamber  bat- 
tered down  with  axes.  To  make  any  party  victorious  at  the 
polls  by  means  of  blank-cartridge  ballots  would  only  present 
an  increased  temptation  to  the  numerical  minority  to  assert 
itself  as  the  military  majority. 

Here  is  an  old  argument  presented  better  than  we  have 
ever  seen  it  elsewhere: 

"But,"  says  a  woman  who  seeks  to  be  a  voter,  "I  own 
property,  and  I  pay  taxes  on  it,  and  I  cannot  think  that  taxa- 
tion without  representation  is  just."  .  .  There  are  two  kinds 
of  taxes  —  a  money  tax,  and  a  service  tax.  .  .  The  service 
tax  is  levied  on  men  alone.  It  calls  for  jury  service,  police 
service,  military  service,  and  every  man  takes  his  chances 
on  it.  .  .  Representation  goes  with  this  kind  of  taxation,  and 
not  with  the  other.  Property  is  protected  by  the  Govern- 
ment, as  women  are;  but  property,  whether  man's  or  woman's, 
has  no  representation.  .  .  Mr.  Astor  has  one  vote,  the  sweeper 
has  one  vote,  and  I  have  one  vote.  And  the  reason  is  plain 
and  unanswerable;  it  is  because  Mr.  Astor  can  carry  one 
musket,  the  sweeper  can  carry  one  musket,  I  can  carry  one 
musket.  .  .  Mr.  Astor  enjoys  his  great  property  because  the 
sweeper  and  I  are  ready  to  shoulder  our  muskets  to  protect 
him  in  it;  the  sweeper  is  secure  in  his  little  earnings  because 
Mr.  Astor  and  I  are  ready  to  stand  by  him  with  our  muskets; 
I  find  it  worth  while  to  be  industrious  because  Mr.  Astor  and 
the  sweeper  make  it  dangerous  for  anybody  to  molest  me. 
Without  this  protection,  our  possessions  would  be  of  no  value; 
this  protection  we  contribute  in  equal  measure,  man  for  man; 
and  this  same  protection  we  extend  to  our  sisters,  our  cousins, 
and  our  aunts.  .  .  The  Woman-suffragists,  so  far  from  suffering 
taxation  without  representation,  are  asking  to  be  represented 
where  they  are  not  taxed. 

Another  Amende 
We  have  received  the  following  letter: 

The  article  "Confessions  of  an  Anti"  in  your  October  number 
contains  the  following  sentence:  "If  I  ever  join  the  Catholic 
Church,  it  will  be  to  worship  a  woman,"  the  implication  being 
that  Catholics  do  worship  a  woman.  This  is  a  baseless  perver- 
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sion  of  the  truth,  and  the  most  casual  acquaintance  with  Catholic 
dogma,  or  literature,  would  convince  anyone  of  its  falsity. 

The  article  being  anonymous,  responsibility  for  it  rests,  in 
some  measure,  on  you.  For  the  sake  of  your  own  reputation  for 
honesty  you  should  take  the  earliest  opportunity  of  disavowing 
the  slander,  and  of  apologizing  to  Catholics  —  who  have  been 
slandered. 

We  stand  corrected.  We  have  not  intended  to  admit 
to  our  pages  any  misrepresentation  of  anybody.  We 
can  hardly  feel,  however,  that  we  abetted  "a  baseless  per- 
version of  the  truth."  Perversion  we  believe  connotes  in- 
tention; and  having  seen  images  of  the  Virgin  surmount- 
ing the  towers  of  Catholic  churches  at  Marseilles  and 
Burlington,  Vermont,  we  naturally  supposed  that  she  was 
an  object  of  worship.  But  many  such  distinctions  are 
beyond  us. 

And,  after  all,  we  don't  see  any  more  objection  to  wor- 
shipping a  woman  than  to  worshipping  a  man,  not  quite 
so  much,  in  fact:  for,  among  other  reasons,  a  tendency 
toward  worshipping  women  seems  to  help  toward  tem- 
perance in  language. 

A  friend  has  given  us  some  information  perhaps  worth 
disseminating.  He  said  that  the  Catholics  have  separate 
words  for  the  worship  of  God,  and  the  service  of  Mary 
and  the  saints.  He  continues: 

The  two  words  are  \arpeia,  (latreia),  from  which  we  get 
idolatry  (which  should  be  idololatry),  mariolatry,  etc.  This  is 
the  term  the  Catholics  reserve  for  the  worship  of  God,  deny- 
ing the  charge  of  mariolatry.  The  other  word  is  SovXeia 
(douleia),  or  in  heightened  form  hyperdouleia,  which  they  offer 
to  Mary  and  the  Saints.  This  properly  means  service  or  servi- 
tude. But  latreia  also  really  means  in  its  ordinary  classical  use 
the  same  thing.  Ordinarily  Catholic  theologians  use  the  Latin- 
ized forms  latria,  dulia,  and  hyperdulia.  In  fact  I  do  not  believe 
there  are  any  corresponding  words  of  pure  Latin  origin.  You 
will  find  these  words  in  the  Century  Dictionary,  and  I  suppose 
other  dictionaries. 

Now  the  Council  of  Trent  undoubtedly  makes  a  real  distinc- 
tion between  latreia  and  douleia  (I  do  not  remember  the  Latin 
equivalents  used),  but  that  distinction  has  been  shaded  down 
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nearly  to  disappearance  by  various  writers  of  devotional  books 
to  the  Virgin,  and  it  is  entirely  lost  in  the  minds  of  ignorant 
worshippers.  Does  any  Catholic  honestly  suppose  that  when 
the  ordinary  man  prays  to  Mary  as  the  "Mother  of  God" 
(fleoToVo?,  Mater  Dei),  he  keeps  in  mind  the  scholastic  dis- 
tinctions between  the  kinds  of  worship?  I  confess  the  distinc- 
tion is  lost  to  me  when  I  read  such  a  prayer  as  this  from  St. 
Bernard  (quoted  from  Harnack,  VI,  316): 

"Let  us  also  strive  to  ascend  by  her  to  Him  who  by  her  de- 
scended to  us;  by  her  to  come  into  the  grace  of  Him  who  by  her 
came  into  our  misery.  By  thee  may  we  have  access  to  the  Son, 
0  blessed  contriver  of  grace  (inventrix  gratia),  author  of  life, 
mother  of  salvation,  that  through  this  He  may  receive  us.  .  .  . 
Let  thy  abundant  love  cover  the  magnitude  of  our  sins,  and 
thy  glorious  fecundity  confer  on  us  fecundity  of  merits."  If  it 
is  not  worship  to  use  such  words  as  inventrix  gratia,  genetrix 
vita,  mater  salutis,  what  is  worship  ? 

We  hope  it  is  superfluous  to  say  that  so  far  as  we  are 
concerned,  the  matter  ends  here. 

The  Table  of  Dives 

HAPPILY,  it  generally  takes  big  men  to  make  big  for- 
tunes, but  inheriting  them  sometimes  seems  the  special 
prerogative  of  fools.  Of  course  these  generalizations  tend 
to  be  too  wide:  for  at  one  time  it  seemed  as  much  the  rule 
that  a  trust-magnate  was  small  enough  to  get  rid  of  his  old- 
time  wife,  and  if  possible  get  some  other  man's  new-time 
one,  as  that  a  youth  born  to  wealth  did  the  same  thing. 
All  this  of  course  provided  either  man  was  not  captured, 
as  a  side  issue,  by  some  divinity  of  the  footlights. 

And  then  the  social  climb  —  if  a  man  is  small  enough 
or  has  a  wife  small  enough  to  care  for  it!  What  heart- 
burnings! There  is  no  longer  a  leader  of  the  four  hundred 
to  hire  for  the  job  —  generally  without  success;  but  there 
is  more  success,  not  to  speak  of  delicacy,  in  the  new  dodge 
of  employing  professionally  a  lawyer  or  a  doctor  or  a 
parson  or  some  other  professional  man  of  real  parts  and 
social  standing,  who  will  do  anything  not  distinctly  dis- 
honest, or  possibly  something  that  is,  for  a  client  who  is 
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judiciously  reckless  with  his  fees.  One  sometimes  reads 
familiar  names  that  look  strange  in  the  newspaper  ac- 
counts of  unworthy  parvenus'  feasts,  and  sees  faces  that 
look  strange  in  unworthy  parvenus'  opera  boxes  —  some- 
times so  often  that  they  have  ceased  to  be  strange. 

What  a  beautiful  virtue  is  charity!  Is  it  more  beautiful 
for  gilded  sin  than  for  squalid  sin?  Perhaps  that  depends 
on  the  sin.  If  a  man  is  in  prison,  there  is  pretty  high  au- 
thority for  visiting  him.  But  the  same  authority  did 
not  seem  to  have  the  same  idea  regarding  visiting  Dives' 
table. 

And  suppose  the  sin,  because  of  sudden  passion  or 
temptation,  does  not  put  Dives  in  jail,  but  leaves  him  at 
large  and  prominent,  after  a  deliberate  attack  on  the  fun- 
damental institution  of  civilization,  and  the  deliberate  de- 
struction of  a  home  —  perhaps  two  homes  —  that  of  an- 
other man,  and  that  of  his  own  wife  and  children?  How 
about  attendance  at  Dives'  table  then?  How  about  such 
attendance  encouraging  the  man  who  sees  it  or  reads 
about  it,  to  go  and  wreak  the  same  destruction? 

Was  the  crime  for  which  the  Romans  decreed  no  punish- 
ment, because  it  was  unsupposable,  as  bad  as  some  we  see 
every  day,  for  which  we  too  decree  no  punishment? 

There  was  once  a  very  rich  man  who  gave  very  taste- 
ful artistic  entertainments;  and  among  others  who  had 
standing  invitations  to  them  were  a  poet  and  a  psychol- 
ogist and  a  man  of  affairs,  the  last  being  more  interested 
than  either  of  the  others  in  the  art  at  the  base  of  the 
entertainment.  And  these  three  met  one  day  shortly 
before  the  hour  when  the  entertainment  was  on,  and  two 
of  them  would  not  go,  because  the  rich  man  was  generally 
believed  to  have  corrupted  a  legislature. 

Now  which  two  were  they? 

And  two  of  the  three  were  married.  The  wife  of  one  of 
them  went,  and  the  other  wife  would  not.  Whose  wife 
was  each? 
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As  to  Contentment 

AN  income  large  enough  to  give  a  man  what  he  wants 
when  he  wants  it,  apparently  cannot  make  as  much  for 
happiness  as  a  smaller  one,  because,  paradoxical  as  it  may 
seem,  the  man  with  the  big  income  is  probably  not  as  well 
off  as  regards  luxuries :  champagne  every  day  ceases  to  be  a 
luxury;  so  with  anything  else  —  toujours  perdrix.  A  thing 
can  be  best  enjoyed  only  when  it  is  barely  within  reach, 
when  its  selection  involves  its  recognized  superiority  to 
something  else,  and  even  a  dash  of  sacrifice  of  something 
else.  Many  a  man  to  whom  in  early  years  the  shopping 
district  was  a  perennial  delight,  now  goes  through  it  wish- 
ing that  there  were  only  something  left  for  him  to  want. 

Of  course  there  may  be  enough  big  things,  even  big 
enough  to  be  beyond  his  reach:  he  may  vainly  want  a 
Velasquez  or  a  steam  yacht,  but  by  the  time  a  man  is 
able  to  have  them,  the  joy  in  little  things  is  probably 
gone,  and  much  of  life  is  made  up  of  little  things. 

A  big  fortune  can  be  enjoyed,  but  it  takes  a  big  man 
to  do  it:  it  is  apt  to  send  an  average  man's  health  and 
family  life  to  the  devil,  and  sure  to  send  a  small  man's. 
If  the  possessor  of  unlimited  means  and  leisure  has  none 
of  the  inexhaustible  sources  of  enjoyment,  in  a  taste  for 
nature  or  literature  or  art  or  philanthropy,  after  all 
ordinary  resources  are  exhausted  he  is  sure  to  turn  to 
strange  ones  and  morbid  ones,  and  go  to  the  aforesaid 
devil. 

What  Will  Money  be  Worth  After  the  War? 

IT  is  about  the  only  commodity  that  isn't  being  de- 
stroyed. The  governments  of  Europe  are  pouring  it  out 
for  purchases  and  services,  and  pumping  it  back  in  taxes 
and  loans,  but  they  are  not  smashing  it,  or  burning  it,  or 
blowing  it  up.  There  will  probably  be  as  much  of  it  after 
the  war  as  there  was  before.  But  vast  stores  of  the  things 
it  exchanges  for  will  be  gone,  and  its  value  in  comparison 
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with  those  things  won't  be  quite  the  same  that  it  was 
before.  Will  it  be  greater  or  less  ? 

Some  of  our  national  vociferators  are  elated  over  Uncle 
Sam's  balance  of  trade.  That  we  are  receiving  gold 
instead  of  goods  in  exchange  for  our  exports  is  deemed  to 
mean  for  us  great  increase  of  wealth.  But  suppose  we 
got  all  the  money  there  is,  and  the  belligerent  nations 
are  left  without  any,  would  it  be  worth  much  more  to 
us  than  it  was  to  Robinson  Crusoe?  Of  course  the  rest 
of  the  world  would  want  money,  but  it  would  want  more 
something  to  eat  or  to  wear.  It  would  have  nothing  to 
sell  us.  And  if  we  had  to  spend  all  the  world's  cash 
within  our  own  borders,  wouldn't  the  supply  exceed  the 
demand?  Or  would  money  depreciate,  and  prices  rise? 

Perhaps  some  economist  will  tell  us  how  long  it  is 
going  to  be  profitable  to  exchange  useful  commodities 
for  one  that  a  little  later  may  be  a  drug  in  our  own  market. 

But  whatever  we  do  with  the  money,  don't  let's  "blow 
it  off"  as  the  rest  of  the  world  is  doing,  if  we  can  help  it. 

On  Disappointing  the  Family 

HAVE  you  done  it,  too?  Have  you  struggled  bravely 
on,  far  —  much  farther  than  Providence  had  ever  intended 
that  you  should  —  and  then  turned,  hopefully,  only  to 
find  them  staring  at  you  with  dreamy,  unresponsive  eyes? 
And  do  you  find  yourself  now,  at  last,  up  flat  against  your 
wall,  battered  and  apologetic,  but  unregenerate?  Yes, 
so  do  we.  So  do  a  lot  of  other  people,  too.  And  that's  a 
most  remarkable  thing:  for,  as  almost  anyone  will  admit, 
all  babies  are  beautiful  and  charming  and  unusually  strong 
and  abnormally  clever.  They  always  show  remarkable 
responsiveness  to  music  and  light  and  color,  which  is  a 
splendid  sign.  And  they  always  promise  unbelievable 
things.  Always!  Really,  as  you  look  about  you,  don't 
you  wonder  what  has  happened  to  all  those  little  paragons? 

You  know  what  has  happened.  They  have  grown  up. 
And  as  they  grew,  they  got  uglier  and  uglier  and  stupider 
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and  stupider  and,  above  all,  infinitely,  simply  infinitely, 
less  promising.  But  of  course  their  families  have  never 
noticed  that.  No  indeed.  How  could  they?  You  can't 
see  the  hand  of  your  watch  go  around.  Only,  if  you  look 
at  it  suddenly,  after  a  long  time,  you  notice  that  it  has 
moved.  There  is  never  a  long  time  between  a  child  and 
its  family.  But  there  they  are  at  last  (those  wonderful 
babies)  all  grown  up  into  dull,  taciturn  or  gay,  frivolous 
people  with  not  a  trace  of  their  former  clever  ways,  and, 
perhaps,  just  the  faintest  reminiscence  of  that  erstwhile 
beatific  beautifulness. 

All  this  is  why  the  friend  of  the  family,  who  has  been 
away  for  years,  stares  when  he  comes  back  and  visits  at 
the  home.  He  stares,  with  a  dreadful  imitation  of  a 
smile,  and  cries  out:  —  "Why,  look  here,  young  fellow  (or 
young  lady),  the  last  time  I  saw  you  you  were  just  about 
so  high  (indicating  with  what  he  flatters  himself  to  be  a 
highly  histrionic  sweep  in  the  general  direction  of  the 
floor)  and  the  cutest  little  tad!  How  you  have  changed!" 
Here  he  stops  and  stares  again,  conveying  the  impression 
that  he  is  completely  bowled  over  by  the  phenomenon  of 
growth  in  the  youth  before  him,  and  that  this,  and  this 
alone,  has  caused  his  dismay.  Well,  all  that  is  benevolent 
enough,  and  it  always  works,  so  far  as  the  mother  and 
father  are  concerned.  They  beam.  Sometimes  the  young 
person,  too,  is  included  in  the  deceit.  But,  within  him- 
self, the  old  friend  of  the  family  knows  what  he  thinks. 
Sternly  he  reminds  himself  that  he  stood  godfather  for 
this  young  thing. 

;  jWhy  don't  those  good  old  friends  of  the  family  ever 
tell  what  they  think?  They  might  save  pain  if  they  only 
would.  A  parent  who  isn't  an  enlightened  parent  is  really 
no  parent  at  all.  But  what  so  important  as  that  a  parent 
should  be  enlightened  on  the  subject  of  his  own  child? 
And  what  so  rare?  Alas,  the  ones  who  are  —  those 
occasional,  dyspeptic  polytheists  whom,  for  the  lack  of  a 
truer  name,  we  call  pessimists  —  confine  their  endeavors 
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to  keeping  the  children  out  of  the  way.  But  in  general 
we  see  nothing  like  that.  Parents  stuff  their  offspring  as 
full  of  fables  of  their  own  virtues  as  a  pudding  is  stuffed 
full  of  plums.  Then,  having  declared  them  great,  they 
urge  them  to  prove  it.  Indeed  yes.  JEneas,  just  after 
reading  the  ^Eneid,  may  have  felt  and  looked  like  one  of 
these.  How  in  human  nature  could  he  seem  to  doubt  all 
those  lovely  tales?  Yet  who  shall  say  what  horrible  mis- 
givings he  may  have  felt  within?  Well,  the  pudding  is 
expected  to  disgorge  its  plums  in  time. 

It's  no  use.  When  young  son  steps  into  a  clerkship  in  a 
law  office,  at  thirty  dollars  a  week,  the  old  friend  of  the 
family  may  come  round  on  purpose  to  clap  him  on  the 
back  and  offer  to  shake  his  hand  (reserving  to  himself  the 
observation  that  he  didn't  think  the  boy  had  it  in  him). 
But  father  smiles  painfully,  and  recalls  how,  at  that  age, 
he  had  an  office  of  his  own  (with  an  income  vaguely  large), 
and  mother  wants  to  know  how  soon  her  son  will  be  taken 
into  the  firm.  As  for  the  boy  himself,  if  he  feels  at  all  on 
the  subject,  it  is  a  vague  surprise  that  he  —  who  still 
knows  himself  to  be  a  child  —  should  be  worth  real 
money  to  a  cold  business  concern.  Other  things  one  feels 
that  one  may  be  worth.  But  money!  Money  is  important 
and  hard  and  tangible  and  obvious.  As  for  thirty  dollars  a 
week  —  on  the  whole  he  is  more  than  satisfied. 

Things  have  always  been  like  this.  But  of  recent  years 
there  has  been  coming  something  else,  worse. 

Nothing  has  been  expected  of  a  girl.  She  must  marry 
well  and  bloom  rosily  in  the  social  flower  garden;  but, 
this  accomplished,  it  has  been  man's  pleasure  and  duty  to 
keep  her  in  idleness.  The  same  family  that  nurtured  such 
topping  ambitions  for  the  boy  peered  not  into  the  mind  of 
the  girl.  She  needed  not  to  display  the  elements  of  success. 
It  was  not  expected  of  her  by  her  elders.  And  what  one's 
elders  don't  expect  they  don't  want. 

But  hence  develops  the  appalling  situation  of  to-day. 
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Something  has  come  into  the  air,  and  young  women  have 
changed.  Right  and  left,  with  a  perversity  that  is  too 
unpleasant,  they  are  refusing  to  be  kept  in  idleness.  Not 
that  all  aspire  to  greatness.  Far  from  it.  Indeed  families, 
from  the  beginnings  of  time,  have  shown  themselves 
pathetically  ready  to  bow  to  the  demands  of  genius,  if 
it  came  to  that.  But  why  a  sweet,  delicately  bred  young 
woman  should  desire  to  go  forth,  to  throw  herself  into 
combat  with  the  world  in  its  roughness,  to  grub  along  and 
make  her  way  —  ah,  the  gods  only  know.  But  she  does. 
Young  girls,  just  home  from  college,  talk  about  "what  they 
are  going  to  do"  in  the  most  matter  of  fact  way.  It  makes 
father  smile  and  look  up  from  the  paper.  He  says:  — 
"You  won't  have  to  do  anything,  my  dear.  Your  old  dad 
will  take  care  of  you  till  the  right  young  man  comes  along." 
Later,  when  the  suggestion  has  reappeared  persistently, 
mother  audibly  reflects  that  the  fine  old  spirit  of  leisure 
is  dead.  "What  do  you  want,  daughter?"  she  says. 
"You  have  a  beautiful  home  and  pleasant  friends.  I 
should  be  glad  to  have  you  take  some  music  lessons  if 
you  like."  The  daughter  looks  miserable  and  explains 
what  she  wants,  but  is  unable  to  say  why  she  wants  it. 
She  would  like  to  open  a  catering  shop,  perhaps,  or  take 
a  position  as  a  private  secretary,  or  even  (it  has  been 
known)  manufacture  a  new  button  which  she  has  evolved 
from  the  deeps  of  her  "pretty  little  head."  Frequently, 
frequently  she  aspires  to  be  a  doctor  or  a  lawyer  or  a 
journalist.  Do  you  wonder  that  father  snorts? 

Well,  there  you  are!  The  family  is  disappointed  again. 
But  really,  is  there  anything  to  do  about  it?  And,  if  so, 
why  doesn't  somebody  get  about  doing  it?  For,  between 
the  failure  sons  who  can't  do  everything,  and  the  failure 
daughters  who  won't  do  nothing,  life  has  no  hope  to  soften 
one's  declining  years.  Why,  the  tremendous  number  of 
the  nice  old  disappointed  families  to  be  seen  on  all  sides 
is  enough  to  bring  tears  to  the  eyes  of  the  most  calloused 
nice  old  friend-of-the-family  in  the  world. 
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THE    CONTINENTAL  ARMY 

NO  feature  of  the  administration  plan  for  army  in- 
crease has  been  more  severely  condemned  than  the 
scheme  of  a  Continental  Army  of  volunteers,  and  none 
more  unjustly.  It  is  proposed  to  raise  a  force  of  400,000 
volunteers  in  annual  levies  of  133,000.  The  training  is 
to  be  a  modification  of  the  Swiss  system.  For  three  years 
of  service  in  the  first  line,  the  recruits  are  to  have  short 
terms  of  intensive  training  in  camp  and  in  manoeuvres, 
probably  not  more  than  three  months  in  all.  For  a 
succeeding  period  of  three  years  in  reserve,  the  training 
would  be  in  shorter  continuation  camps.  After  six  years 
the  Continental  Army  would  thus  consist  of  400,000  men 
in  the  first  line,  and,  because  of  losses  and  promotions  to 
commissions,  slightly  less  in  reserve.  This  with  the  pro- 
posed regular  army  of  125,000  would  constitute  an  ade- 
quate defensive  provision,  on  the  assumption  that  the 
Continental  Army  was  efficient. 

Hostile  criticism  has  naturally  attacked  the  plan  on 
this  score.  Col.  Roosevelt  in  particular  has  treated  the 
scheme  with  contumely,  asserting  that  good  soldiers 
cannot  be  made  with  such  brief  training.  Evidently  the 
quality  of  the  training  would  depend  upon  the  teaching 
force  which  the  Regular  Army  can  detail  to  this  new 
service,  and  the  experience  of  Switzerland,  whose  entire 
defence  consists  of  short-term  troops,  shows  that  efficiency 
may  thus  be  obtained.  Col.  Roosevelt  insists  that  short 
of  a  big  professional  army  there  is  no  adequate  defence 
possible.  In  all  our  military  history  it  has  been  shown 
that  the  cheapest  and  most  effective  way  to  fight  was  with 
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regular  troops.  But  it  should  also  be  said  that  volunteer- 
ing has  broken  down  for  the  evident  reason  that  the  call 
for  troops  is  made  after  war  begins  and  the  volunteer 
regiments  go  in  raw.  The  administration  plan  at  least 
has  the  merit  of  encouraging  volunteering  in  time  of 
peace  and  of  training  the  citizen  army  before  it  goes  to 
the  firing  line.  A  more  penetrating  criticism,  urged  by 
the  pacifist  editor,  Mr.  Oswald  Garrison  Villard,  is  that 
the  new  work  of  instruction  would  seriously  hamper  the 
Regular  Army.  At  the  moment  when  it  ought  to  be 
vigorously  pursuing  its  own  higher  military  education  it 
must  divert  much  of  its  energy  to  the  elementary  educa- 
tion of  recruits.  To  be  sure  this  criticism  is  vitiated  from 
the  fact  that  it  comes  from  a  foe  of  all  army  increase, 
but  it  raises  a  valid  objection.  In  common  sense,  how- 
ever, it  is  plain  enough  that  any  considerable  expansion 
of  our  army  defence  must  devolve  some  such  gigantic 
task  of  education  upon  our  regular  establishment.  This 
is  an  unavoidable  duty  forced  upon  the  army  by  genera- 
tions of  national  indifference  to  our  military  interests. 
More  serious  than  the  opposition  of  Col.  Roosevelt,  the 
political  animus  of  which  is  only  too  evident,  and  of  Mr. 
Villard  whose  pacifist  bias  sticks  at  no  controversial  ex- 
pedient, is  the  general  coldness  of  the  high  command 
of  the  Regular  Army  towards  the  so-called  Garrison  plan. 
In  private  our  army  experts  declare  that  the  idea  is  none 
of  theirs,  in  public,  before  the  Congressional  Committee 
on  Military  Affairs,  General  Wood  and  others  have  ex- 
pressed deep  misgivings  as  to  the  success  of  the  scheme. 
Their  scepticism  seems  to  be  based  on  the  feeling  that 
nothing  like  the  proposed  volunteer  force  of  400,000  can 
be  recruited.  The  Continental  Army  will  fall  far  short 
of  its  paper  strength.  From  a  purely  military  standpoint 
the  prognostic  is  probably  justified.  But  the  criticism 
of  our  generals  naturally,  perhaps  happily,  fails  to  take 
note  of  the  political  utility  nay,  necessity  of  the  plan.  I 
shall  hope  to  show  that  the  scheme  will  be  almost  equally 
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valuable  to  the  nation  whether  it  succeeds,  fails,  or  suc- 
ceeds only  in  part.  It  represents  about  the  only  device 
by  which  our  nation  suddenly  projected  into  a  new  and 
complicated  problem,  and  in  direst  confusion  as  to  ways 
and  means,  may  be  led  to  make  up  its  mind  on  the  all  im- 
portant matter  of  its  military  policy. 

Doubtless  the  nation  is  shaken  in  its  faith  in  volun- 
teering, but  it  is  not  yet  ready  to  face  the  eminently  prac- 
tical and  democratic  expedient  of  manhood  service  for 
defence.  We  realize  that  volunteering  has  ever  involved 
a  period  of  demoralization  which  in  a  war  with  a  strong 
power  might  be  fatal.  We  realize  also  the  frightful  and 
quite  unnecessary  toll  of  life  and  vigor  and  treasure  that 
has  been  exacted  in  all  our  wars.  We  know  that  in  the 
War  of  Independence  and  in  the  Civil  War  alike,  volun- 
teering broke  down,  even  in  a  merely  quantitative  way. 
It  produced  a  scandalous  regime  of  bounties,  including 
the  most  repugnant  transaction  that  can  be  imagined 
in  a  democracy,  that  a  rich  man  should  be  permitted 
to  bribe  a  poor  man  to  risk  death  for  him.  We  perceive 
that  volunteering  produces  an  extravagant  and  often 
shameful  debauch  of  pensions.  To-day  a  third  of  our 
army  expenditure  is  for  Civil  War  pensions.  Some  claim 
that  had  the  United  States  entered  that  war  with  a 
rational  military  system,  the  pension  bill  would  have 
been  reduced  by  nineteen- twentieths.  From  such  con- 
siderations we  should  perhaps  draw  the  conclusion  that 
the  volunteer  system  is  in  itself  essentially  vicious  and 
lopelessly  ineffective.  This  is  the  view  of  many  military 
cperts.  But  a  nation  cannot  and  should  not  so  suddenly 
ind  radically  reverse  the  mental  habits  it  has  indulged  for 
its  whole  existence,  especially  when  these  habits  are 
mnd  up  with  its  dearest  idealisms.  It  takes  time  and  ex- 
>eriment  to  revise  or  supplant  these  deep-seated  generous 
lotions.  If  Congress  were  miraculously  converted  to  the 
leoretically  sound  plan  of  compulsory  service  under  the 
>wiss  plan,  and  should  pass  a  law  to  that  effect,  it  would 
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find  the  country  dangerously  sullen  and  bewildered.  This 
is  a  most  important  factor  which  the  army  experts  fail 
to  take  into  account. 

What  the  administration  has  done  is  loyally  to  accept 
the  country's  predilection  for  a  volunteer  system  and 
put  it  to  good  use.  It  virtually  says:  volunteering  in  the 
past  has  always  produced  a  costly  and  wasteful  confu- 
sion. Was  the  trouble  with  volunteering  itself,  or  with 
the  lack  of  system?  Plainly  much  of  the  trouble  was  due 
to  lack  of  system.  That  we  shall  try  to  amend.  The 
radical  evil  was  that  the  volunteers  appeared  only  after 
the  declaration  of  war,  were  trained  by  casual  and  in- 
ferior instructors,  and  were  sent  soft  and  raw  into  the 
field.  These  evident  evils  we  may  be  able  to  remedy. 
We  will  ask  our  volunteers  to  come  forward  in  sufficient 
numbers  in  time  of  peace,  we  will  give  them  the  best 
instruction;  thus  if  war  comes  we  shall  be  able  to  send 
them  into  the  field  hard  and  disciplined.  That  in  briefest 
words  is  the  import  of  Secretary  Garrison's  plan  for  a 
Continental  Army.  It  is  a  crucial  test  of  the  volun- 
teer ideal.  If  the  plan  works  well,  it  will  show  that 
the  defect  of  our  national  habit  of  providing  for  de- 
fence through  volunteers  is  not  inherent  and  radical  but 
technical.  We  have  volunteered  at  the  wrong  time  and 
in  the  wrong  way.  Perhaps  volunteering  at  the  right 
time  and  in  a  sensible  way  would  meet  all  our  military 
needs. 

The  Garrison  plan  has,  as  I  have  already  said,  the 
exceptional  merit  of  being  useful  whether  it  succeeds  or 
fails.  Suppose  it  does  give  us  a  capable  first  line  of  citizen 
soldiers.  That  will  mean  the  brilliant  vindication  of  our 
American  enthusiasm  for  volunteering.  It  will  give  us 
without  great  cost  and  in  a  way  consonant  with  our 
traditions  an  adequate  military  defence.  Suppose  on  the 
contrary  it  fails  either  in  quality  or  quantity  or  in  both, 
giving  us  say  far  less  than  the  400,000  soldiers  and  those 
inadequately  disciplined.  Why,  then  the  country  will 
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have  had  the  experimental  demonstration  it  requires. 
It  will  have  been  shown  that  we  cannot  provide  for  our 
national  defence  even  under  the  most  skilfully  amended 
system  of  volunteering.  Before  such  a  demonstration  the 
country  would  have  to  choose  between  disarmament  on 
the  Chinese  plan  or  some  genuinely  democratic  form  of 
compulsory  service  along  Swiss  lines.  Merely  to  clarify 
the  national  mind  the  plan  would  be  worth  trying.  But 
it  also  has  the  positive  merit  that  its  relative  failure  would 
not  be  disastrous,  and  would,  on  the  contrary,  contrib- 
ute substantially  towards  building  up  some  better  sys- 
tem. Suppose  that  instead  of  the  desired  400,000  Con- 
tinentals we  shall  get  150,00x3.  At  least  the  most  soldierly 
youth  of  the  country  will  have  responded  in  considerable 
numbers.  These  are  the  natural  officer  material  of  the 
nation.  To  have  them  trained  will  greatly  advantage 
any  military  system  which  we  may  later  frame.  More- 
over, even  though  the  Continental  Army  as  such  never 
be  fully  recruited,  a  great  work  in  organizing  instruction 
camps  will  have  been  well  begun.  All  this  machinery 
and  experience  will  be  so  much  gain,  and  entirely  avail- 
able for  any  subsequent  better  system. 

Thus  it  seems  to  us  that  both  the  champions  of  the 
volunteer  system  and  the  advocates  of  compulsory  mili- 
tary service  should  stand  by  the  plan  for  a  Continental 
Army.  It  represents  an  honest  endeavor  to  read  the 
lessons  of  the  past  and  to  rectify  the  proved  evils  of  the 
volunteer  method.  It  is  in  fact  the  only  way  in  which 
our  traditional  system  can  be  rehabilitated  and  made 
useful.  Or,  if  the  volunteer  notion  be  indeed  bankrupt, 
then  this  will  be  the  convincing  demonstration  of  that 
fact.  It  will  smooth  the  road  towards  some  really  effective 
military  policy.  Hence  every  reader  of  the  UNPOPULAR 
REVIEW  who  believes  that  this  nation  should  have  a 
reasonable  military  defence  should  write  to  his  Congress- 
man and  senator  to  support  a  bill  including  the  plan  for  a 
Continental  Army. 


228         The   Unpopular   Review 

Since  opposition  to  the  plan  is  already  taking  the  form 
of  championship  of  the  militia  we  are  forced  to  consider 
the  somewhat  delicate  question  of  the  relation  of  the  Na- 
tional Guard  to  army  reorganization.  After  the  Spanish 
war,  by  a  fatuity  exceptional  even  in  our  military  history 
the  militia  was  formally  put  in  the  first  line  of  defence. 
It  must  be  given  the  preference  over  new  volunteer  regi- 
ments in  time  of  war.  This  action  was  taken  at  the 
moment  when  it  had  been  shown  at  Santiago  that  the 
best  militia  regiments  were  unfit  for  war  service  without 
extensive  preliminary  training.  Naturally  the  first  step 
towards  genuine  reorganization  must  be  to  undo  this 
mistake.  For  the  rest  we  must  consider  the  possible  use 
of  the  militia  in  any  general  scheme  of  defence,  and  the 
effect  upon  the  militia  of  the  recruiting  of  the  Continental 
Army.  Here  there  has  already  been  much  unfortunate 
talk  of  unfair  rivalry  partly  due  to  honest  misapprehen- 
sion on  the  part  of  our  Congressmen,  partly  due  to  less 
creditable  political  motives.  To  champion  the  militia 
is  a  way  of  securing  political  influence  and  also  a  way  of 
blocking  in  the  name  of  patriotism  any  adequate  army 
reform.  In  these  matters  we  need  chiefly  candor. 

First,  the  general  popularity  of  the  National  Guard  has 
caused  much  misunderstanding  of  its  real  military  value. 
Under  the  actual  conditions  of  training  the  militia  never 
can  produce  regiments  fit  for  war  on  short  notice.  Nor  un- 
der present  conditions  can  the  militia  hope  to  constitute 
itself  a  serious  and  coherent  army  of  defence.  It  is  under 
forty-eight  separate  jurisdictions.  Its  efficiency  is  very 
uneven.  The  time  its  members  can  give  to  training, 
ordinarily  some  forty  evenings  a  year  in  the  armory  and 
a  week  of  camp,  is  not  enough  either  to  harden  the  men 
physically  or  to  produce  dependable  morale.  And  there 
is  no  way  of  reforming  the  militia  except  to  reform  it 
altogether  —  take  it  out  of  the  hands  of  the  states  and 
place  it  in  sole  charge  of  the  nation.  But  if  this  were 
done  the  militia  would  virtually  cease  to  exist.  The 
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nation  would  require  an  amount  of  time  that  the  average 
militiaman  cannot  give.  The  actual  result  of  nationaliz- 
ing the  militia  would  be  to  incorporate  in  our  new  armies 
the  few  historic  militia  regiments  which  could  adapt  them- 
selves to  the  sterner  requirements.  This  theoretically 
would  mean  a  fine  nucleus  of  patriotic  tradition  and 
military  good  will.  There  is,  for  example,  in  the  world 
no  prouder  membership  than  that  of  the  Philadelphia 
City  Troop,  which  has  on  its  armory  walls  the  colors 
carried  in  four  wars  and  the  letter  in  which  General 
Washington  thanks  the  Troop  for  its  services  as  his  body- 
guard in  the  dark  days  of  Valley  Forge.  Yet  from  a 
military  standpoint,  to  merge  the  militia  in  a  new  citizen 
army  would  be  to  denature  an  organization  which  has 
its  distinct  character  and  usefulness,  without  adding  to 
the  new  armies  any  appreciable  element  of  real  strength. 

The  National  Guard  affords  a  scope  for  more  than  a  hun- 
dred thousand  patriotic  young  men  who  cannot  afford 
the  time  for  extensive  military  training.  It  keeps  their 
military  interest  alive,  gives  some  elementary  training. 
It  cannot  and  does  not  produce  the  discipline  that  makes 
an  effective  soldier.  As  a  mere  matter  of  arithmetic  a 
college  student  who  goes  to  a  five  weeks'  summer  camp, 
spends  more  than  three  times  as  many  hours  in  tactics 
as  a  militiaman  does  in  a  year.  Moreover,  he  has  the 
great  advantage  of  putting  in  his  hours  consecutively, 
and  under  superior  professional  instruction,  whereas  the 
militiaman  scatters  his  hours  through  the  year,  generally 
under  mediocre  amateur  instruction.  Besides  the  Platts- 
burg  volunteer  is  serving  under  military  conditions,  living 
under  canvas,  eating  army  food,  associating  with  the 
regulars,  marching  and  manoeuvring,  while  the  militia- 
man's experience,  barring  his  summer  week  of  camp, 
which  he  by  no  means  always  gets,  is  leading  the  life  of  a 
civilian,  and  his  training  is  the  very  little  that  can  be 
given  under  the  restrictions  of  an  armory. 

With  its  necessary  limitations  the  militia  performs  a 
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valuable  and  distinctive  service.  For  its  loyalty  under 
serious  drawbacks  it  deserves  unstinted  praise.  It 
fosters  active  patriotism  and  gives  a  modicum  of  military 
training  to  young  men  who  could  get  it  in  no  other  way. 
In  the  past  it  has  always  been  an  important  source 
of  officer  material  for  new  volunteer  levies.  This  has 
been  and  is  its  chief  military  use.  Nobody  doubts  that 
in  time  of  war  all  the  better  militia  regiments  would 
repeat  their  Civil  War  record  by  contributing  half  their 
membership  as  volunteer  officers.  But  in  so  doing  the 
militia  would  still  further  impair  its  efficiency  as  military 
units.  In  short  the  militia  should  not  be  regarded  as 
potential  fighting  regiments  but  as  an  auxiliary  officer  re- 
serve. Any  plan  for  greatly  increasing  the  militia  or  for 
lavishing  appropriations  upon  it  should  be  looked  at  with 
grave  suspicion.  What  the  militia  can  reasonably  hope 
to  do  it  is  beginning  to  do  very  well.  Merely  in  the 
business  aspect,  to  spend  an  additional  dollar  on  a  train- 
ing necessarily  desultory  is  to  get  possibly  twenty-five 
cents'  worth  of  additional  military  value.  It  is  a  pro- 
gramme of  extravagance  to  which  no  intelligent  nation 
can  subscribe. 

Looking  to  the  future,  the  destiny  of  the  militia  is  to 
decrease  rather  than  increase.  Its  obsolescent  police 
function  can  be  more  economically  and  effectively  exer- 
cised by  state  constabularies.  Its  scattered  companies, 
which  by  a  great  effort  are  maintained  at  low  military 
efficiency,  will  naturally  disappear  whenever  there  is  a 
general  military  reorganization.  Many  of  the  ex-militia- 
men will  go  into  the  new  armies,  welcoming  the  chance 
of  thorough  training.  Eventually  the  militia  will  prob- 
ably be  reduced  to  the  historic  crack  regiments.  Thus 
the  Congressmen  who  urge  pay  for  the  militia  or  army 
reorganization  on  a  militia  basis  are  merely  honestly 
ignorant  on  military  matters,  or  covert  enemies  of  all 
plans  for  the  national  defence,  or  seeking  a  new  and 
politically  profitable  distribution  of  the  contents  of  the 
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proverbial  pork  barrel.  In  no  case  are  such  self-styled 
advocates  of  the  militia  really  its  friends.  They  offer  to 
it  not  increased  efficiency  but  doles;  they  mistake  its 
functions  and  impose  upon  it  duties  for  which  it  is  by  no 
means  fit.  They  imperil  the  whole  organization  of  the 
national  defence  for  reasons  which  are  sentimental  or 
worse. 

If  the  Continental  Army,  as  well  may  be,  should  draw 
off  many  of  the  militiamen,  the  National  Guard  will,  we 
believe,  accept  the  dispensation  with  loyal  equanimity. 
Historically  its  function  has  been  to  be  drawn  on  in 
precisely  this  way.  That  is  the  kind  of  service  that  it 
can  best  render  to  the  nation,  and  the  only  service  that 
it  can  render  effectively.  The  historic  regiments  which 
are  already  strong  will  only  be  strengthened  by  the  gen- 
eral reform  of  our  national  defence.  Without  renouncing 
their  relation  to  the  states,  they  cannot  be  organically 
included  in  a  national  establishment,  and  it  is  neither 
desirable  nor  necessary  that  they  should  be.  As  allies  of 
the  national  armies  they  should  continue  in  the  future 
the  patriotic  service  they  have  creditably  rendered  in 
the  past.  Unquestionably  the  keenest  militiamen  would 
like  to  see  the  National  Guard  made  the  nucleus  of  a 
new  citizen  army,  and  the  Garrison  plan  provides  for 
this,  by  allowing  the  militia  to  come  into  the  Continental 
Army  of  its  own  volition.  There  it  would  serve  as  a 
leaven.  To  give  the  militia  other  or  more  expensive  con- 
sideration would  simply  be  to  waste  the  nation's  money. 

If  the  plan  for  a  Continental  Army  should  fail,  we  are 
fairly  in  sight  of  some  form  of  compulsory  military  serv- 
ice, on  penalty  of  neglecting  the  national  defence  al- 
together. And  here  might  be  the  time  to  face  the  bogey 
of  compulsion.  The  word  sounds  hard  in  the  ear  of  a 
citizen  of  a  free  republic.  Yet  only  because  he  doesn't 
stop  to  think.  He  is  used  to  being  compelled  to  pay  his 
taxes  and  to  keep  the  more  important  laws.  He  isn't  used 
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to  being  compelled  to  carry  a  pack  and  shoulder  a  rifle. 
Yet  if  one  considers  the  sense  of  the  matter,  it  is  more 
democratic  to  impose  the  burden  of  defending  the  nation 
by  arms  impartially  upon  all  citizens,  rich  and  poor  alike, 
than  it  is  to  pay  a  small  class  of  professional  soldiers  to 
do  the  work,  or  than  it  is  to  beg  the  more  valiant  and 
generous  spirits  to  volunteer  their  services.  And  if  war 
came  it  certainly  would  be  more  sensible  to  divide  its  risks 
among  the  whole  community  than  to  let  them  fall  upon 
precisely  those  individuals  which  the  nation  can  least 
afford  to  lose.  Finally,  the  ugly  word  compulsion  would 
lose  much  of  its  shock  if  we  ceased  to  consider  it  as  a 
repellent  exhibit  in  the  dictionary  and  asked  like  sensible 
men  what  in  fact  the  word  actually  means. 

It  means  that  for  a  few  of  their  vigorous  years  all  the 
young  men  in  the  country  who  were  physically  fit  or 
not  for  good  reason  excused,  would  be  compelled  to 
spend  a  few  months  a  year  in  interesting  exercise  and  im- 
proving studies.  They  would  be  compelled  to  accept 
more  favorable  physical  and  moral  conditions  than  they 
had  known  in  civil  life.  And  this,  we  believe,  is  even 
more  true  of  the  rich  than  of  the  poor.  They  would  be 
compelled  to  obey  and  learn  from  a  singularly  efficient 
and  honorable  class  of  their  fellow  citizens,  the  officers 
of  the  Regular  Army.  They  would  be  compelled  for  a 
few  months  of  their  youth  to  lead  regular  lives,  to  spend 
their  strength  intelligently,  to  know  their  own  bodies, 
and  to  command  their  own  minds.  Those  who  shudder 
at  the  word  compulsion  think  of  reluctant  recruits  bru- 
talized through  dreary  years  by  tyrannical  superiors. 
Something  of  that  may  be  necessary  in  a  state  that  aspires 
to  Weltmacht  along  military  lines.  Nothing  of  that  is 
necessary  in  a  state  that  simply  wishes  to  keep  its  own 
frontiers  inviolate.  The  example  of  the  free  democracies 
of  Switzerland  and  of  Australia  has  proved  it.  That 
Switzerland  was  not  the  stepping  stone  to  France  is  due 
to  her  half-million  trained  riflemen.  The  soldiers  of 
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Australia  have  repeatedly  shown  their  fibre  on  the  crags 
of  Gallipoli.  The  briefer  and  kinder  compulsion  serves 
every  purpose  for  a  nation  which  only  wishes  to  defend 
itself. 

It  may  be  that  the  proposed  Continental  Army  will 
fill  its  roster  and  achieve  efficiency.  If  so  the  theory 
of  volunteering  is  still  valid.  In  the  other  event  we  shall 
have  before  us  the  palpable  alternative  of  defencelessness 
or  compulsory  service.  Such  a  state  of  things  would 
rob  the  word  of  its  unpopularity.  But  the  country  will 
not  willingly  accept  the  idea  of  compulsion  until  the  volun- 
teer system  has  been  fairly  retried  in  the  light  of  the 
present  state  of  military  science.  If  the  experiment 
fails,  we  have  no  doubt  that  the  nation  will  resolutely 
take  the  next  step.  And  the  only  way  that  the  experiment 
can  be  tried  is  for  Congress  to  vote  the  Continental 
Army.  Should  it  fail  to  do  so,  it  will  throw  into  confusion 
and  postpone  indefinitely  all  plans  for  the  national  de- 
fence. Such  theoretically  sound  plans  as  that  of  the  late 
Chief  of  Staff  General  Wotherspoon  are  still-born  because 
there  is  no  public  opinion  behind  them.  The  Garrison 
plan  aims  straight  at  the  formation  of  a  right  public 
opinion  on  our  military  policy,  and  for  that  reason  it 
should  be  supported  even  by  those  who  are  troubled  by 
its  theoretical  defects. 


When  this  article  was  written  there  was  an  administra- 
tion plan  for  a  Continental  Army.  President  Wilson  has 
withdrawn  support  from  the  plan,  Secretary  Garrison  has 
resigned.  Congress  is  to  thresh  out  the  problem  of  the 
national  defence  without  pressure  or  guidance  from  the 
administration.  It  seems  likely  that  in  lieu  of  a  new 
citizen  army  under  national  control,  we  shall  have  some 
form  of  militia  pay  act  and  an  endeavor  to  "  nationalize 
the  National  Guard,"  while  largely  increasing  its  member- 
ship. The  project  presents  all  the  difficulties  inherent 
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in  the  plan  for  a  Continental  Army  and  as  well  a  number 
of  more  serious  difficulties  all  its  own.  For  example, 
those  who  thought  it  impossible  to  recruit  a  new  citizen 
army  of  400,000,  know  perfectly  well  that  a  like  number 
of  nationalized  militia  can  be  obtained  only  by  keeping  the 
standard  of  training  dangerously  low.  What  we  are 
likely  to  get  is  mere  numbers  of  poorly  trained  men,  the 
illusion  and  not  the  reality  of  a  national  defence.  Politics 
and  patronage  are  trying  to  lull  us  into  a  false  security. 
The  President  acquiesces  in  the  process.  The  danger  is 
not  so  much  that  we  shall  get  an  inferior  military  provi- 
sion, but  that  we  shall  get  one  that  makes  a  good  system 
doubly  difficult  of  attainment.  Every  partial  success  of 
the  Continental  Army  is  pro  tanto  military  value,  while 
nothing  can  be  predicted  of  the  militia  plan  save  that  the 
foundation,  the  militia  itself,  is  weak.  Morever  it  is 
not  even  certain  that  proper  national  control  over  the 
choice  of  officers  and  the  general  training  is  legally  pos- 
sible. Secretary  Garrison  believed  it  was  not. 

We  face  a  crisis,  and  the  solution  has  been  entrusted 
to  ignorance  and  self-interest.  The  President  has  abdi- 
cated the  function  of  firm  leadership  which  he  exercised 
so  successfully  in  the  Tariff  and  Currency  bills.  The 
hour  is  dark  for  those  who  have  the  military  interests 
of  the  country  at  heart.  All  the  more  reason  that  we 
should  stand  on  the  simple  principle  that  the  nation 
must  control  its  citizen  armies,  and  that  it  should  not 
trust  its  defence  to  state  forces  which  it  can  only  inade- 
quately control. 


THE  PRINCIPLES  AT  WAR 

//  n'y  a  rien  de  plus  grand  qu'une  force  d'evastatrice  qui 

se  regie 

Andre  Suares :  SUR  LA  VIE 

TO  many  of  those  for  whom  history  is  more  than  a 
stirring  of  dry  bones,  who  have  —  at  least  in  a  ge- 
ographical sense  —  seen  something  of  the  world,  or  whose 
destiny  has  given  them  to  live  in  countries  other  than 
their  own,  nothing  can  be  more  incomprehensible  than 
the  pacifist  movement  in  America.    The  present  writer  by 
no  means  proposes  to  go  on  record  as  standing  for  the 
continuance  of  hostile  relations  between  peoples,  rather 
than  that  state  of  harmony  out  of  which  alone  can  come 
the  happiest  fruits  of  civilization.     But  the  doctrine  of 
peace  at  any  price  is  one  which  he  confesses  himself  un- 
able to  understand.     He  cannot  but  marvel  how  that 
ideal  of  a  Sybaritic  ease  can  prevail,  even  in  the  most 
timid  mind,  above  the  sterner  and  loftier  one  implied  by 
a  war  of  national  defense.    And  least  of  all  can  he  account 
for  the  fact  that  a  politician  of  the  experience  of  Mr. 
Bryan,  who  may  be  all  his  critics  claim,  but  who  never- 
theless was  permitted  to  make  his  way  to  one  of  the 
highest  public  posts  in  a  great  country,  that  an  educator 
such  as  Dr.  David  Starr  Jordan,  that  a  successful  and 
presumably  not  illiterate  man  of  affairs  like  Mr.  Henry 
Ford,  that  a  woman  of  the  personality  and  intelligence 
of  Miss  Jane  Addams,  who  are  four  more  conspicuous 
representatives  of  a  considerable  public,   can   seriously 
believe,  as  apparently  they  do,  that  there  is  no  reason 
for  the  war  which  is  now  shaking  the  world,  and  that  its 
immediate  discontinuance  could  only  further  the  hap- 
piness of  all  concerned. 

What,   the  pacifists    ask,   is    the  war   about?     What 
common   cause   could   unite   such   totally   different  civ- 
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ilizations  as  the  English,  the  Japanese,  the  Latin,  and  the 
Slav,  and  as  the  Teuton  and  the  Turkish,  and  array  one 
group  against  the  other?  The  question  is  an  extremely 
pertinent  one  —  and  extremely  complex.  So  many  per- 
sonal sympathies  are  involved  in  it,  so  many  selfish  inter- 
ests, so  many  political  loyalties,  so  many  inconsistencies 
of  all  kinds,  that  no  one  can  hope  to  dispose  of  them  one 
by  one  and  emerge  triumphant  with  a  shining  theory 
which  pacifist  and  belligerent  alike  will  at  once  recognize 
as  incontrovertible.  Yet  to  more  than  one  witness  of 
that  terrific  conflict  it  seems  obvious  that  a  cause  is  at 
stake  which  is  dearer  than  life.  It  also  seems  obvious 
enough  that  the  forces  for  and  against  that  cause  had 
grown  into  an  antagonism  too  acute  for  them  to  go  on 
living  at  peace  on  the  same  continent.  And  I  venture  to 
add  that  if  this  war  does  not  result  in  the  victory  of  that 
cause,  other  wars  must  inevitably  follow  until  men  finally 
acknowledge  the  reasonableness  and  justice  of  the  cause. 

In  a  quarter  of  the  globe  where  the  modest  locution 
"God's  country"  is  understood  among  friends  to  refer 
to  certain  territories  between  the  Arctic  Circle  and  the 
Tropic  of  Cancer,  separating  the  Atlantic  and  Pacific 
oceans,  the  word  empire  is  one  to  be  used  with  circum- 
spection. And  it  is  true  that  certain  ideas  implied  by 
that  word  flourish  more  luxuriantly  in  other  soils  than 
ours.  But  so  far  as  the  word  connotes  a  general  idea  of 
preponderance,  rather  than  a  particular  one  of  hereditary 
monarchy,  the  most  democratic  American  is  often  at  one 
with  the  most  autocratic  Asian  or  European.  While  the 
American's  opinion  of  imperial  regalia  is  emphatic  enough, 
he  is  less  decided  when  it  comes  to  offering  the  benefits  of 
military  protection  to  dark  and  distant  peoples,  or  those 
of  a  great  commercial  or  political  monopoly  to  his  own; 
and  he  speaks  with  perfect  equanimity  of  capturing  the 
trade  of  a  continent,  or  of  subverting  its  religion.  He 
willingly  entertains,  furthermore,  the  possibility  that  his 
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language  may  in  time  supplant  certain  others.  Nor  have 
there  lacked  Americans  who  looked  forward  to  a  day 
when  their  country  should  so  extend  its  sway  as  to  rule 
the  entire  continent,  if  not  the  entire  hemisphere.  If 
this  notion  be  more  freely  uttered  in  commercial,  philo- 
logical, or  religious  circles  than  in  political  ones,  it  never- 
theless underlies  most  popular  discussion  of  international 
affairs.  In  another  domain  Buddhism,  Judaism,  Moham- 
medanism and  Christianity  have  been  simplifying  and 
unifying  forces  of  a  remarkable  kind.  Then  the  revolu- 
tions of  the  eighteenth  and  nineteenth  centuries  expressed 
an  impulse  of  much  the  same  nature,  in  the  new  form 
of  democracy.  And  the  statement  of  the  Darwinian 
theory,  with  its  corollary  of  the  survival  of  the  fittest, 
had  a  profound  effect  in  awakening  a  more  general  con- 
sciousness of  the  process,  in  investing  it  with  a  new  sanc- 
tion, and  in  stimulating  men's  imaginations  with  regard  to 
the  destiny  of  races.  What  more  natural,  then,  than  that 
we  should  conceive  of  the  process  as  continuing  to  its  logi- 
cal conclusion? 

It  would,  of  course,  be  claiming  too  much  to  assert  that 
any  such  programme  has  been  definitely  proposed.  When 
it  comes  to  logical  conclusions  we  are  of  a  saving  vague- 
ness. Men  are  too  divided  as  to  which  religion,  which 
language,  which  race,  will  enjoy  the  ultimate  supremacy; 
too  unwilling  to  consider  a  possible  transformation  of 
their  own.  Yet  certain  pacifists,  on  the  one  hand,  and 
certain  imperialists,  on  the  other,  have  evolved  the  thesis 
that  the  world,  through  the  triumph  of  some  one  idea, 
some  one  power,  some  one  civilization,  is  destined  to 
resolve  itself  at  last  into  a  relative  if  not  an  absolute 
political  unity.  Indeed  not  the  most  obscure  of  the  bel- 
ligerents in  the  present  war,  both  before  the  outbreak  of 
hostilities  and  during  their  course,  has  uttered  very 
pointed  declarations  with  regard  to  the  importance  of 
its  own  voice  in  the  councils  of  mankind,  and  with  regard 
to  the  destiny  of  its  own  Kultur.  And  the  course  of  the 
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war  has  made  this  order  of  speculation  more  and  more 
pointed.  We  ask  ourselves  if  events  are  working  for  this 
larger  unity,  and  if  so,  in  favor  of  which  power  they  are 
working;  or  whether,  on  the  contrary,  the  ruling  powers 
of  the  world  are  to  increase  in  number  rather  than  to 
decrease;  and  which  alternative  may  be  more  desirable. 

In  short,  the  whole  question  of  the  war  may  be  said  to 
resolve  itself  into  a  conflict  between  two  views  of  govern- 
ment, two  ideals  of  national  destiny.  There  is  of  course 
a  great  danger  in  reducing  so  complicated  a  mass  of  phe- 
nomena to  so  simple  a  formula.  It  is  too  simple.  At  the 
same  time,  the  only  hope  of  clarifying  a  dark  situation, 
at  least  for  oneself,  is  to  make  of  it  what  analysis  one  may. 
And  through  the  smoke,  the  terror,  the  passions,  the 
inconsistencies,  of  this  greatest  of  wars,  the  fact  seems 
to  emerge  that  the  Turco-Teutonic  powers,  more  charac- 
teristically than  their  enemies,  stand  for  a  theory  of 
empire  that  certainly  has  time  and  precedent  on  its  side. 
To  hold  the  state  exempt  from  the  code  of  the  individual, 
to  consider  the  honor  and  might  of  the  state  as  the  only 
admissible  might  or  honor,  to  enlarge  the  borders  of  the 
state  at  the  expense  of  weaker  states,  to  biing  into  the 
state  and  keep  there,  by  force  if  need  be,  such  alien 
elements  as  the  interests  of  the  state  might  demand,  to 
regard  the  state  as  destined  to  lead  or  to  survive  all  other 
states,  was  the  principle  of  all  ancient  empires,  as  of 
Napoleon's  epic  experiment,  and  seems  to  be  the  prin- 
ciple animating  the  three  empires  in  question.  Austria- 
Hungary,  the  beginner  of  the  war,  is  notoriously  an 
empire  of  patchwork,  made  up  of  elements  the  most 
diverse,  speaking  di&ferent  languages,  following  different 
religions,  held  together  partly  by  force,  partly  by  political 
expediency.  The  Turks,  who  originated  in  a  quarter  of 
Asia  far  to  the  east  of  their  present  habitat,  rule  an  em- 
pire more  intricately  diverse,  because  less  divisible  into 
distinct  provinces  —  an  empire  into  which  they  broke 
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their  way  by  force,  and  in  a  remnant  of  which  they  main- 
tain themselves  only  by  force.  Germany,  the  strongest 
of  the  trio,  is  strongest  for  one  reason  because  she  is  the 
most  homogeneous;  and  no  one  disputes  her  secular  right 
to  the  greater  part  of  the  territory  she  occupies.  Yet 
during  the  last  generation  or  two  we  have  seen  her  extend 
those  territories  at  the  expense  of  peaceable  neighbors, 
paying  no  heed  to  consequent  outcries.  We  have  heard 
her  emit  mediaeval  theories  with  regard  to  mailed  fists, 
scraps  of  paper,  places  in  the  sun.  And  we  hear  her 
asking  to-day,  in  all  seriousness,  if  the  peace  and  happiness 
of  mankind  do  not  require  that  she  should  annex  Belgium, 
further  portions  of  France,  and  I  know  not  how  many 
other  alien  territories. 

The  reader,  for  his  part,  may  very  well  ask  whether 
this  older  imperialism  be  peculiar  to  the  Turco-Teu tonic 
powers.  I  make  haste  to  assure  him  that  I  do  not,  be- 
cause I  truthfully  cannot,  put  forth  any  such  argument. 
Not  even  with  regard  to  little  Serbia,  fons  et  origo  of  the 
war,  does  the  argument  hold;  for  at  the  outset  of  the  war 
her  frontiers  included  certain  districts  which  were  hers 
only  by  right  of  conquest.  As  for  Russia,  who  took  up 
the  sword  in  Serbia's  behalf,  Bessarabia,  the  Crimea, 
Finland,  and  Poland  are  portions  of  the  European  conti- 
nent which  passed  unwillingly  under  her  sway.  Russia's 
French  ally  possesses  in  Africa  and  Asia  a  great  empire 
to  which  she  has  no  right  of  blood.  Italy  has  also  planted 
her  foot  in  Africa,  and  has  shown  symptoms  of  desiring 
to  repeat  the  experiment  in  Asia  Minor  and  the  Balkan 
Peninsula.  Japan  has  within  a  few  years  advanced  be- 
yond her  own  borders  and  proclaimed  her  preponderant 
interest  in  the  affairs  of  a  neighboring  empire;  while 
Great  Britain  has  grown  in  three  hundred  years  from  a 
rainy  island  of  the  Atlantic  to  an  empire  the  vastest  and 
most  heterogeneous  the  world  has  ever  seen.  She  it  was, 
in  fact,  who  widened  the  field  of  European  competition 
from  one  continent  to  six,  whose  policies  of  sea  power  and 
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colonization  have  had  upon  other  countries  an  ascendancy 
out  of  all  proportion  to  their  needs,  and  who  has  the  most 
to  gain  or  to  lose  by  the  outcome  of  the  war. 

To  these  necessary  admissions  I  will  further  add  that 
neither  in  one  group  nor  in  the  other  are  motives  and  re- 
sponsibilities evenly  distributed.  We  cannot  say  of  one 
that  it  obviously  and  unanimously  stands  for  this,  or  of  the 
other  that  it  alone  represents  that.  But  the  fact  that  one 
is  the  attacking  and  the  other  the  defending  group  indi- 
cates at  once  a  line  of  cleavage.  And  if  we  follow  the 
general  example  of  our  time,  and  countenance  one  standard 
of  international  relations  for  Europe,  and  one  for  those 
parts  of  the  world  which  are  outside  the  dominant  civi- 
lization of  our  time,  the  line  of  cleavage  becomes  still 
more  distinct.  Germany,  during  the  past  year,  has  more 
than  once  demanded  with  astonishment  and  indignation 
why  she  receives  so  little  outside  sympathy.  The  answer 
is  perfectly  simple.  No  other  country  of  our  day  in 
Europe  has  so  loudly  expressed  its  contempt  of  its  neigh- 
bors, or  has  shown  so  little  scruple  with  regard  to  their 
rights.  Among  the  inhabitants  of  that  continent  the 
attacking  powers  are  the  ones  that  have  to  be  most 
closely  watched  and  most  continuously  guarded  against  by 
those  about  them.  And  if  they  should  fail  to  win  their  war, 
the  smaller  races  of  Europe  would  come  into  far  more  of 
their  own  than  if  the  defending  powers  came  to  grief. 

I  do  not  choose,  however,  to  invoke  a  double  standard 
of  civilization.  And  it  is  in  the  very  matter  of  empires 
beyond  the  seas  that  the  line  of  cleavage  between  the 
attacking  and  the  defending  powers  becomes  most  dis- 
tinct. The  course  of  the  war  has  brought  forward  the 
British  Empire  as  the  principal  object  of  attack.  Its 
adversaries  fail  to  say,  however,  that  that  empire  is  not 
one  of  conquest  or  cold-blooded  calculation.  It  is  almost 
fantastically  an  empire  of  chance.  The  colonization  of 
America,  of  Australia,  of  South  Africa,  however  debata- 
ble from  our  present  point  of  view,  was  perfectly  in 
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accordance  with  the  public  opinion  of  its  time.  It  was 
the  work  of  born  sailors  and  pioneers,  in  whose  sea- 
wanderings  are  bound  up  much  that  is  most  noble  and 
chivalric  of  our  race.  As  for  India  and  Egypt,  their 
occupation  was  in  the  beginning  no  less  accidental.  The 
foundations  of  the  Indian  Empire  were  unwittingly  laid 
by  a  company  of  traders.  And  Great  Britain  would  not 
have  gone  into  Egypt  if  other  European  powers  and  the 
constituted  suzerain  of  the  country  had  not  refused  to 
intervene  in  a  dangerous  situation.  What  there  is  of 
calculation  in  the  British  Empire  discovers  itself  in  the 
gradual  acquisiton  of  strategic  outposts  and  naval  bases, 
protecting  trade  routes  and  vested  interests  which  long 
went  unquestioned.  I  perfectly  agree  with  the  attacking 
powers  in  being  unable  to  regard  such  vested  interests  as 
superior,  in  the  long  run,  to  those  of  the  alien  subjects  of 
Great  Britain.  Nor  can  I  regard,  Great  Britain  herself 
can  hardly  regard,  her  occupation  of  Egypt  and  India  as 
permanent.  But  no  one  can  deny  —  and  least  of  all  the 
former  suzerain  of  Egypt  —  that  Egypt  and  India,  ac- 
customed for  centuries  to  the  oppressions  of  conquerors, 
have  vastly  benefited  by  the  British  occupation,  and 
that  the  day  of  their  freedom  has  been  hastened  rather 
than  retarded  by  that  occupation.  Furthermore  it  is 
the  merest  truism  to  repeat  that  Great  Britain  has  always 
been  the  champion  of  local  self-government.  She  has  by 
no  means  an  unbroken  record  in  this  regard,  but  her 
imperialism  is  notoriously  of  the  democratic  type.  If 
the  Anglo-Saxon  race  stands  for  anything,  after  all,  it 
stands  in  the  world  for  the  liberty  of  the  individual,  and 
his  right  to  make  his  way  up  if  he  be  worthy  of  it.  And 
then  I  have  said  nothing  of  France,  whose  classic  experi- 
ment in  democracy  has  had  so  profound  an  influence 
upon  the  modern  world. 

Of  the  attacking  powers,  on  the  other  hand,  it  is  no 
less  a  truism  to  say  that  they  stand  in  the  world  as  the 
upholders  of  aristocracy,  of  centralization,  of  the  will  of 
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the  few  as  compared  to  the  will  of  the  many,  of  the  em- 
pire of  calculation  and  conquest.  I  do  not  say  that  their 
opponents,  and  certain  of  them  more  than  others,  are 
free  from  those  tendencies,  or  that  those  tendencies  are 
necessarily  evil.  Neither  do  I  say  that  the  attacking 
powers  are  without  justification  for  their  pretensions  — 
though  I  must  say  that  it  is  hardly  for  the  masters  of 
Shantung  or  Armenia  to  cast  the  first  stone  at  the  masters 
of  Egypt.  It  is  difficult  to  plead  for  the  Turks  that  they 
have  ever  benefited  the  peoples  who  fell  under  their 
sway  —  save  to  quicken  a  dormant  sense  of  nationality. 
But  one  must  admit  that  an  element  of  accident  entered 
into  their  conquest  of  the  Byzantine  Empire,  and  that 
that  conquest  was  also  in  accordance  with  the  public 
opinion  of  its  time.  The  Turks,  therefore,  like  many 
another  migrating  race,  have  if  only  by  the  mere  force 
of  time  acquired  certain  definite  squatters'  rights.  And 
we  can  hardly  criticize  the  instinct  that  urges  them  to 
become  masters  in  their  own  house,  however  we  may 
deprecate  their  methods  in  attaining  that  end.  Of 
Austria-Hungary,  again,  one  can  say  that  that  empire 
is  founded  even  more  solidly  in  the  old  imperialism,  and 
that  in  modern  times  its  diversity  has  partly  been  a 
willing  one  on  the  part  of  its  non-Teuton  and  non-Magyar 
elements.  Of  Germany,  furthermore,  it  is  patent  that 
she  has  had  great  temptation.  It  must  be  humiliating  to 
so  intelligently  organized  a  people  to  consider  that  they 
were  split  into  an  infinity  of  petty  princedoms  long  after 
the  English  and  the  French  had  settled  those  questions 
of  internal  polity.  It  must  be  bitter  to  a  William  II  or 
to  an  Admiral  von  Tirpitz  to  reflect  that  as  long  ago  as 
1598  an  obscure  London  schoolman  was  able  to  begin 
publishing  The  Principall  Navigations,  Voyages,  Traf- 
fiques,  and  Discoveries  of  the  English  Nation,  and  that 
the  traders  of  Bremen,  Hamburg,  and  Liibeck,  allowed 
those  of  Havre  and  Southampton  quietly  to  reach  their 
hands  across  the  seas  —  with  the  result  that  the  largest,  the 
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strongest,  and  certainly  not  the  least  enlightened  people  of 
Europe  proper  now  finds  itself  at  a  disadvantage  as  regards 
access  to  the  sea  and  colonies  for  its  surplus  population. 
What  is  most  curious  in  this  situation,  however,  and 
most  disquieting,  is  that  in  this  day  and  generation 
Germany  should  carefully  study  the  map,  mark  out  in 
which  directions  it  would  be  advantageous  to  herself  to 
expand,  and  seriously  say  to  herself:  "I  am  the  strongest 
nation  in  Europe,  the  most  active,  the  most  intelligent, 
and  I  have  the  least  room  in  which  to  stretch  myself. 
Why  should  I  not  have  the  position  which  is  my  due? 
Why  should  I  hesitate  to  do  now  what  in  earlier  times  no 
other  nation  ever  hesitated  to  do?  Why  should  I  not  act 
on  my  belief  that  no  good  is  higher  than  the  good  of  the 
state?  Why  should  I  not  create  intelligently  such  an 
empire  as  one  or  two  of  my  neighbors  have  blindly  ac- 
quired at  random?  And  why  should  I  not  be  acknowledged 
the  master  of  the  world?  Why  shall  I  allow  myself  to  be 
thwarted  by  a  stupid  and  grasping  race  like  the  English, 
by  a  degenerate  race  like  the  French,  by  insignificant 
races  like  the  Belgian,  the  Danish,  the  Dutch,  the  Serbian, 
perhaps  even  the  Turkish,  when  by  a  little  effort  and  a 
little  temporary  unpleasantness  I  can  gain  the  place  which 
my  qualities  deserve,  and  in  the  end  really  increase  the 
happiness  and  well-being  of  the  world  at  large?" 

This  question  has  the  advantage  of  being  both  frank  and 
logical.  And,  as  I  have  said,  one  cannot  wonder,  from  a 
detached  point  of  view,  that  Germany  should  put  it  to 
herself.  But,  from  the  same  detached  point  of  view,  one 
cannot  watch  without  astonishment  and  uneasiness  Ger- 
many's attempt  to  answer  that  question.  One  cannot, 
in  the  first  place,  help  feeling  a  profound  distrust  of  the 
merely  verbal  logic,  the  logic  not  of  the  spirit  but  of  the 
letter,  which  has  brought  Germany  to  such  conclusions 
as  Louvain  and  Rheims  and  Ypres,  as  the  sinking  of  the 
Lusitania  and  the  shooting  of  Miss  Cavell.  Then  the 
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validity  of  the  German  premises  is  not  beyond  dispute. 
Opinions  differ,  for  one  thing,  as  to  the  truth  of  Germany's 
apparent  persuasion  that  she  is  best  qualified  to  become 
the  leader  of  the  world  and  marked  out  by  the  Most 
High  for  that  destiny.  Opinions  even  differ,  if  I  may 
put  forward  a  suggestion  of  so  little  general  credit,  as  to 
whether  the  good  of  the  state  be  really  the  supreme  good. 
Or,  to  put  it  in  another  way,  some  men  are  not  convinced 
that  the  immediate  worldly  welfare  of  the  state  is  in  the 
long  run  the  real  good  of  the  state.  As  yet,  it  is  true, 
there  exists  no  such  international  court  of  appeal  as 
among  individuals  may  protect  a  man  from  a  powerful 
and  unscrupulous  neighbor.  Yet,  after  all,  there  is  a 
feeling  abroad  in  the  world  that  the  code  of  the  citizen, 
of  which  Germany  has  been  so  successful  an  upholder, 
the  code  according  to  which  the  thief,  the  bandit,  and 
the  murderer  are  not  allowed  to  indulge  their  private 
inclinations  with  impunity,  however  gifted  and  competent 
they  may  be,  is  also  a  good  code  for  the  state.  There  is 
a  feeling  abroad  in  the  world  that  the  doctrine  of  democ- 
racy, which  does  not  claim  the  superiority  of  the  poor  and 
the  weak  and  the  humble,  but  which  claims  the  right  of  the 
poor  and  the  weak  and  the  humble  to  compete  on  equal 
terms  with  the  rich  and  the  strong  and  the  proud,  is  a 
doctrine  good  for  nations  as  for  individuals.  And  there 
is  a  feeling  abroad  in  the  world  that  the  theory  of  evolu- 
tion, and  its  corollary  of  the  survival  of  the  fittest,  are 
not  quite  so  simple  as  the  Germans  seem  to  believe.  The 
world  is  perfectly  willing  to  grant  that  Germany  is  in  cer- 
tain ways  the  most  fit.  Her  efficiency,  both  on  the  battle- 
field and  in  the  fields  of  public  administration  and  private 
enterprise,  is  beyond  a  doubt.  Yet  there  are  those  who 
ask  themselves  whether  efficiency,  whether  physical  or  me- 
chanical fitness,  be  the  chief  end  of  man.  And  there  are 
those  who  feel  that  the  stupid  and  grasping  Englishman, 
that  the  degenerate  Frenchman,  that  the  insignificant 
Belgian,  not  to  mention  the  half-conscious  Russian,  have 
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shown,  even  in  comparison  with  the  competent  German, 
qualities  not  only  quite  as  admirable  as  a  clock-work  effi- 
ciency but  quite  as  likely  to  reach  the  final  proof  of  success. 
But  there  is  another  aspect  of  this  questionable  thesis 
of  which  Germany  and  her  allies  are  the  most  open 
champions,  that  argues  even  more  positively  against  their 
policy  of  "rectifying"  frontiers.  To  the  "logical"  type 
of  mind  it  may  seem  a  simple  enough  matter  to  study 
the  map  and  mark  how  by  nudging  back  a  neighbor  here, 
fencing  in  a  Naboth's  vineyard  there,  or  cutting  off  some 
one  else's  light,  one  may  arrange  oneself  a  comfortable 
place  in  the  sun  or  haply  make  a  push  to  the  East.  If 
the  enterprising  map-maker,  however,  has  the  courage  to 
draw  his  paper  frontier  outside  the  real  frontier  of  his 
race,  he  discovers  that  the  matter  is  not  quite  so  simple 
after  all.  In  fact  he  only  wills  to  his  descendants  problems 
and  enmities  that  poison  their  enjoyment  of  their  patri- 
mony. For  if  history  teaches  us  anything  at  all,  it  teaches 
us  that  nothing  is  more  difficult  than  to  "rectify"  a 
racial  frontier.  In  fact,  after  innumerable  experiments 
in  that  direction,  men  have  discovered  only  one  satisfac- 
tory way  of  changing  —  at  will  —  a  racial  frontier.  That 
way  is  totally  to  get  rid  of  all  persons  of  the  race  impinged 
upon  —  either  by  the  somewhat  slow  and  expensive  proc- 
ess of  expelling  them,  or  by  the  quicker,  cheaper,  and 
decidedly  more  effective  method  of  massacring  them. 

There  is,  to  be  sure,  another  possible  expedient  of  which 
there  has  been  much  talk  in  the  world:  namely,  assimi- 
lation. Of  the  success  in  modern  times  of  this  expedient 
the  attacking  powers  offer  us  evidence  sufficiently  striking. 
The  Turks  have  been  so  little  able  to  digest  the  foreign 
elements  of  their  empire  that  six  separate  kingdoms  — 
or  seven,  if  we  count  Albania  —  have  been  formed  out 
of  their  European  possessions.  And  we  have  lately  seen 
what  steps  they  have  taken  to  prevent  a  similar  shrinkage 
of  their  territories  in  Asia.  Austria-Hungary  is  racially 
an  older  empire,  founded  upon  something  more  nearly 
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approaching  a  system  of  federation.  But  the  racial 
boundaries  of  that  empire  have  scarcely  shifted  in  a 
thousand  years.  And  Germany  —  has  it  been  the  Prus- 
sification  of  Poland,  of  Schleswig-Holstein,  of  Alsace- 
Lorraine,  that  encourages  her  to  deliberate  whether  she 
shall  not  extend  the  benefits  of  that  process  to  Belgium, 
to  northern  France,  to  western  Russia,  to  I  know  not 
what  other  portions  of  the  earth?  Primitive  and  dis- 
credited as  are  certain  of  her  ideas  for  this  day  of  the 
world,  I  am  not  willing  to  suppose  that  she  sanctions,  at 
least  for  herself,  the  methods  of  her  Turkish  ally.  But 
what  ground  can  so  intelligent  a  nation  have  for  hoping 
to  assimilate  alien  populations  against  their  will,  or  to 
have  peace  without  doing  so? 

Our  own  history  gives  us  reason,  perhaps,  to  wonder 
whether  the  period  of  the  formation  of  races  be  entirely 
past.  Yet  it  is  so  far  past  that  we  have  little  light  on  the 
origin  of  the  principal  races  of  the  world.  And  although 
names  and  boundaries  have  fluctuated  constantly  since  men 
first  began  to  record  such  things,  we  should  have  learned 
by  this  time  that  nothing  in  history  is  less  permanent 
than  conquest.  The  assimilation  on  any  scale  of  one  race 
by  another  may  perhaps  have  been  possible  in  prehistoric 
times,  when  means  for  recording  the  identity  of  a  people 
either  did  not  exist  or  were  confined  to  the  very  few, 
when  communications  were  difficult  and  dangerous,  when 
one  country  could  live  in  complete  ignorance  of  another, 
and  when  there  was  no  such  thing  as  an  international 
public  opinion.  But  we  have  no  record  of  any  such  as- 
similation —  by  force.  Such  processes  as  the  expansion 
of  Rome  under  the  Republic,  as  the  unification  of  modern 
Italy  and  Germany,  are  one  thing.  Expansion  among 
alien  races  is  and  always  has  been  quite  another.  Did 
Rome  really  absorb  the  Briton,  the  Gaul,  the  Iberian, 
the  Teuton?  Has  the  Jew  disappeared,  two  thousand 
years  after  the  disappearance  of  his  country?  How  last- 
ing a  mark  did  the  great  Latin,  Greek,  or  Turkish  empires, 
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did  the  republics  of  Athens,  Genoa,  or  Venice,  leave  upon 
the  humble  tribes  of  the  Balkan  Peninsula?  No  con- 
queror has  ever  been  able  to  swallow  an  alien  race.  The 
nearest  approach  to  that  feat  yet  accomplished  has  some- 
times been  performed  by  an  alien  race  in  swallowing  a 
conqueror  —  as  happened  to  the  Goths  in  Italy,  the  Nor- 
mans in  England  and  Sicily.  For  the  sole  type  of  assimi- 
lation possible  is  by  choice,  not  by  force.  And  how 
slowly  even  an  elective  assimilation  operates,  we  have 
lately  had  occasion  to  note  on  our  own  continent,  where 
the  United  States  receives  all  who  come  to  her  —  on 
condition  that  they  adopt  her  ways. 

Thus  we  begin  to  arrive  at  the  heart  of  our  question. 
Nations  have  come,  it  is  true,  to  deal  in  vaster  terms  than 
ever  before.  Modern  means  of  communication  have  given 
government  a  scope  and  a  centralization  impossible  to  the 
empires  of  old.  And  the  ancient  imperialism  has  found 
flattering  sanction  in  a  new  philosophy.  It  is  small  wonder 
that  men  find  it  easy  to  think  of  a  paramount  power.  But 
side  by  side  with  this  work  of  simplification  and  unifica- 
tion, has  silently  gone  on  another  process.  Or,  rather, 
the  process  of  simplification  and  unification  has  reached 
a  point  where  we  begin  to  suspect  that  it  has  limits.  The 
mainspring  of  the  process  has  always  been  the  human 
impulse  that  magnifies  for  a  man  his  own  house,  his  own 
district,  his  own  race.  From  century  to  century  that 
impulse  has  grown  in  consciousness,  has  drawn  into  closer 
and  closer  relations  men  of  one  tongue,  has,  as  the  senti- 
ment of  nationality,  thrown  up  stronger  and  stronger 
barriers  against  the  old  imperialism.  And  it  compels  us 
to  ask  at  last  whether  that  imperialism  can  permanently 
operate  outside  the  bounds  of  its  own  race.  The  answer 
of  evolution,  of  the  survival  of  the  fit,  is  the  most  debata- 
ble of  answers,  since  none  agree  who  are  the  fit  and  who 
the  unfit.  Moreover,  evolution  tells  us  of  another  proc- 
ess, no  less  inevitable  than  that  of  integration,  namely, 
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the  process  of  differentiation.      As  a  matter  of  fact  we  have 
no    reason   whatever  to  suppose    that  nature  cultivates 
a  type.     She  cultivates  types.     It  is  only  man  that  must 
have  unities,  hierarchies,  hegemonies.    There  is  room  in 
the  world  for  countries  big  and  little,  for  languages  and 
habits  of  many  kinds,  for  that  wide  play  of  individuality 
which  is  shadowed  in  plant  and  animal  life.     A  world 
containing  such  different  civilizations  as  the  Anglo-Saxon, 
the  French,  the  German,  the  Italian,  the  Japanese,  the 
Russian,  is  infinitely  richer  than  any  world  containing 
only  one  of  them.    And  as  among  individuals  civilization 
has  made  possible  the  survival  of  the  physically  unfit, 
and  the  discovery  in  some  of  them  of  rarer  fitnesses,  so, 
against  our  will,  as  it  were,  and  almost  without  our  knowl- 
edge, does  it  come  to  be  among  peoples.    Force  and  size 
and  numbers,  which  have  always  claimed  the  right  for  their 
side,  are  of  less  and  less  avail  against  something  else  of 
which  we  are  but  vaguely  aware.    At  the  very  moment 
when  the  dream  of  world  empire  has  more  resources  at  its 
command  than  ever  before,  the  attainment  of  its  end  retires 
to  a  greater  distance.     Nor  is  there  any  real  menace  to  the 
harmony  and  progress  of  the  world  in  the  view  that  the 
world  is  to  belong  to  many  countries,  not  to  one.    And 
unjust  as  may  seem  the  chain  of  accident  that  has  done 
more  for  one  nation  than  for  another,  it  is  surely  time 
for  nations  to  be  aware  that  no  standard  of  comparison 
is  more  unreliable  or  more  dangerous.    In  the  perspective 
of  history  the  greatness  of  nations  is  seen  to  be  not  unlike 
the  greatness  of  States  in  our  own  senate,  where  Delaware 
and  Rhode  Island  have  as  many  voices  as  New  York 
and  California,  and  where  the  intelligence  of  the  voice 
has  been  known  to  count  for  more  than  the  voting  power 
of  the  State  behind  it.     It  is  even  within  the  bounds  of 
possibility  that  King  Albert  of  Belgium,  who  rules  a 
shot-riddled  acre  of  swamp  and  sand-dune,  will  in  gener- 
ations to  come  be  remembered  quite  as  long  and  quite  as 
honorably  as  his  great  and  good  friend  Kaiser  Wilhelm  II. 
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It  is  not  without  reason  that,  contrary  to  the  unify- 
ing tendency  of  our  time,  we  see  the  persistence  of  small 
countries  like  Belgium,  Denmark,  Holland,  Portugal, 
Switzerland.  They  are  not  without  affinity  for  neighbor- 
ing countries.  They  could  be  subdued  in  an  hour  by  those 
countries.  But,  strangely  enough,  they  yet  preserve 
their  individuality.  More  striking  still,  we  see  frag- 
ments of  populations,  like  the  Irish,  the  Scotch,  and 
the  Welsh  in  Great  Britain,  the  Finns  in  Russia,  the 
Bohemians  and  southern  Slavs  in  Austria-Hungary,  the 
Armenians,  the  Greeks,  the  Kurds,  the  Laz,  and  the 
Syrians  in  Turkey,  and  the  dismembered  Poles,  main- 
taining to  a  greater  or  lesser  extent  their  own  language 
and  identity.  It  would,  of  course,  be  no  occasion  for 
surprise  if  these  smaller  elements  of  society  should  ulti- 
mately be  lost  in  the  larger  combinations.  But  neither, 
on  the  other  hand,  can  any  one  marvel  if  they  continue 
to  remain  distinct,  if  some  of  them  even  regain  a  complete 
independence. 

The  fundamental  question  of  the  war,  then,  is  a  con- 
flict between  the  old  imperialism  of  conquest  and  the 
principle  of  nationalities  —  the  principle  that  a  people, 
great  or  small,  has  the  right  to  choose  its  own  destiny. 
That  question,  between  Austria-Hungary  and  Serbia,  pre- 
cipitated the  war.  And  without  a  just  settlement  of  that 
question  there  can  be,  there  should  be,  no  hope  of  per- 
manent peace.  For  as  long  as  the  society  of  nations  coun- 
tenances the  code  of  the  outlaw,  as  long  as  a  single  member 
of  that  society  holds  that  might  makes  right  or  claims  his 
freedom  to  attack  and  pillage  a  neighbor,  so  long  will  it  be 
necessary  for  other  members  of  the  society  to  carry  arms. 
Peace  is  more  desirable  than  war,  but  liberty  and  honor 
are  more  desirable  than  peace.  I  hold  no  brief  for  polit- 
ical assassinations.  Neither  do  I  put  forward  any  special 
pleading  on  behalf  of  Serbia  or  her  allies.  What  I  put 
forward  is  the  case  of  the  Serbs  —  as  contrary  to  that 
natural,  human,  just,  and  irresistible  tendency  of  our 
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time  which  created  modern  Italy  and  the  German  Em- 
pire, which  freed  Hungary  and  the  Balkan  States  from 
an  Asiatic  conqueror,  which  in  Asia  itself  has  set  alight 
a  new  unrest.  The  people  of  Serbia  and  Montenegro,  of 
Bosnia  and  Herzegovina,  of  Croatia,  Dalmatia,  and  Is- 
tria,  are  racially  one  and  the  same.  They  speak  the  same 
language,  they  share  the  same  legends,  traditions,  and 
literature.  It  is  the  manifest  destiny  of  that  people, 
scattered  from  the  Rhodope  Mountains  to  the  Danube, 
from  the  Danube  to  the  Adriatic  Sea,  to  reach,  sooner 
or  later,  some  form  of  political  unity  corresponding  to 
their  racial  unity.  And  it  is  only  fighting  the  stars  in 
their  courses  to  attempt  to  thwart  that  destiny.  The 
three  empires  who  have  set  out  to  do  so  may  for  a  moment 
succeed  —  by  exterminating  the  Serbians.  The  leading 
paper  of  Constantinople  recently  remarked,  a  propos  of 
the  junction  of  the  German  and  Turkish  forces:  "And 
if,  in  the  realization  of  this  plan,  the  annihilation  of 
Serbia  is  essential,  what  is  the  objection?"  Such  an 
imperialism  is  none  the  less  artificial,  mediaeval,  marked 
for  ultimate  disaster.  There  is  of  course,  for  the  attacking 
powers,  an  element  of  tragedy  in  the  situation.  For 
Austria  and  Turkey  in  particular,  whose  imperial  robes 
contain  least  purple  of  their  own,  the  way  of  justice  is 
all  but  the  way  of  doom.  But  the  situation  will  never  be 
solved  except  on  the  principle  of  nationalities.  Indeed 
of  the  Teutonic  peoples  one  cannot  believe  that  they 
will  reach  a  final  equilibrium  until  they  are  free  of  the 
imperial  rivalries  that  divide  them,  and  until  the  Germans 
of  Austria  merge  with  the  Germans  of  Germany  into  a 
single  and  greater  nation. 

The  settlement  of  the  war  on  the  terms  of  the  pacifists, 
therefore,  would  accomplish  nothing  —  even  for  the  tem- 
porary welfare  of  the  world.  It  would  set  up  a  lesser 
good  above  a  greater.  It  would  condone  what  is  artificial 
and  unjust  in  the  present  organization  of  mankind.  It 
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would  tacitly  endorse  the  principle  at  the  root  of  all  wars 
—  that  one  people  has  the  right  of  force  to  govern  another. 
It  would  be  only  less  ominous  for  a  true  and  permanent 
peace  than  the  settlement  of  the  war  on  the  terms  of  the 
attacking  powers. 

It  is  perhaps  too  ingenuous  to  speak  of  reason  and 
justice  in  connection  with  any  human  treaty  of  peace. 
Yet  there  is  a  certain  practical  advantage  in  doing  so, 
because  those  terms  would  meet  with  the  most  general 
acceptance,  and  would  most  effectually  prevent  a  recur- 
rence of  the  war.  Mankind  may  not  altogether  be  ready 
to  admit  that  the  old  imperialism,  with  its  methods  of 
conquest  and  extermination,  is  exploded  beyond  mending. 
It  happens,  however,  that  both  combatants  in  this  war 
claim  more  and  more  loudly  that  they  are  fighting,  vir- 
tually, for  the  same  thing.  The  defending  powers  say 
they  are  fighting  for  the  freedom  of  the  little  peoples. 
The  attacking  powers  say  they  are  fighting  for  the  freedom 
of  the  seas  and  of  the  peoples  beyond  the  seas.  Both, 
moreover,  must  be  nearly  ready  to  admit  that  the  prin- 
ciple of  the  balance  of  power,  which  has  torn  up  and 
redrawn  so  many  treaties,  whose  bolstering  up  has  re- 
quired so  much  shining  armor  and  so  many  mailed  fists, 
has  wrought  more  evil  than  good.  That  principle  created 
the  Treaty  of  Berlin  and  the  Treaty  of  Bucharest.  And 
we  see  to-day  what  it  is  to  deny  the  consequences  of 
history,  to  plot  out  on  paper  an  equilibrium  contradictory 
to  fact.  The  principle  of  nationalities,  rooted  as  it  is  in  the 
deepest  places  of  the  human  heart,  according  as  it  does 
with  realities,  not  theories  or  ambitions  or  vengeances, 
fulfilling  as  it  does  what  few  can  deny  to  be  the  sole  just 
and  equitable  ideal  of  mankind,  is  the  only  satisfactory 
principle  which  can  preside  at  any  redrawing  of  maps. 

A  strict  following  of  that  principle  would  compel  the 
attacking  powers  at  last  to  face  ethnological  facts,  and 
make  other  terms  with  the  peoples  under  their  sway  than 
those  of  force.  It  would  mean  the  probable  disappearance 
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from  the  map  of  the  Austro-Hungarian  Empire  in  its 
present  form,  the  reappearance  of  Bohemia  and  Poland, 
the  creation  of  the  Greater  Serbia  to  strangle  which 
Austria  and  Germany  took  up  arms,  the  enlargement  of 
Roumania,  the  return  of  Trent  and  Trieste  to  Italy,  of 
Alsace-Lorraine  to  France,  and  possibly  of  Schleswig- 
Holstein  to  Denmark,  the  resuscitation  of  Armenia,  and 
the  equal  freedom  of  the  Bosphorus  and  the  Dardanelles 
to  all  the  countries  to  which  they  lead.  But  a  strict 
following  of  that  principle  would  also  have  radical  conse- 
quences for  the  defending  powers.  It  would  end  the 
hopeless  attempt  to  Russify  Finland  and  north-eastern 
Poland,  and  would  add  to  Roumania  the  Bessarabian 
strip  unjustly  withheld  from  her  since  1878.  It  would 
give  back  to  Bulgaria  the  strip  of  the  Dobruja  taken  from 
her  in  1912,  and  bring  within  her  boundaries  that  heart 
of  Macedonia  which  was  the  cradle  of  her  nationalist 
movement.  It  would  afford  the  ancient  Albanian  race, 
which  through  so  many  centuries  has  stubbornly  remained 
distinct,  a  fair  chance  to  become  a  nation.  It  would 
compel  Italy  to  drop  the  disquieting  policy  which  finds  in 
the  colonies  of  Rome  and  Venice  a  pretext  for  turning 
the  Adriatic  into  an  Italian  lake,  which  has  caused  her 
to  seize  twelve  Greek  islands,  and  which  gives  her  the 
courage  to  hint  at  a  share  in  the  spoils  of  Asia  Minor. 
It  would  restore  Corsica,  Cyprus,  Malta,  and  Gibraltar 
to  the  countries  to  which  they  ethnologically  belong. 
It  would  obviate  the  necessity  of  strategic  or  coterminous 
frontiers,  of  foreign  naval  bases.  It  would  put  the  am- 
bition of  sea  power  upon  a  more  natural  footing,  as  well 
as  the  control  of  waterways  like  the  Suez  and  Panama 
Canals.  And  it  would  reopen  the  thorny  question  of  the 
future  of  Africa  and  Asia. 

The  detailed  working  out  of  the  principle  would  lead 
me  far  beyond  the  limits  of  this  paper.  And  even  to  pose 
it  is  perhaps  outside  any  rational  expectation  of  what  the 
war  may  bring  forth.  It  is  no  doubt  too  soon  for  us  to 
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speculate  on  the  ultimate  reorganization  of  the  world. 
How  shall  historic  empires  be  persuaded  to  abandon 
traditions  and  pretensions  that  for  them  have  been  the 
breath  of  life?  How  shall  peoples  learn  not  to  suspect 
each  other  of  predatory  intentions,  and  so  consent  to 
lay  down  their  arms?  How  shall  we  members  of  the 
dominant  civilization  solve  the  delicate  and  complicated 
problem  of  the  relations  between  what  may  be  called 
adult,  adolescent,  and  backward  races?  How  shall  men 
constitute  an  international  tribunal  that  will  have  in  the 
society  of  nations  the  final  authority  of  tribunals  in  the 
society  of  individuals?  Yet,  patently  enough,  some  such 
order  of  things  is  the  only  tolerable  one  for  humanity  to 
look  forward  to.  And  when  the  weary  nations  sit  down 
at  last  to  consider  the  desolation  they  have  wrought  and 
suffered,  and  the  terms  on  which  they  may  resume  re- 
lations of  peace,  it  may  perhaps  be  found  that  in  so  wide 
a  ruin  certain  false  or  artificial  ideas  have  been  swept 
away.  It  may  perhaps  be  found  that  certain  values, 
certain  standards,  have  subtly  undergone  a  change.  It 
may  perhaps  be  found  that  certain  simple  human  real- 
ities have  best  stood  the  terrific  test  of  war. 

At  all  events,  if  the  nations  of  the  two  Americas  can  com- 
bine to  intervene  in  the  affairs  of  a  turbulent  neighbor,  how 
much  more  can  the  non-combatant  nations  of  the  world, 
who  also  have  suffered  by  the  war,  who  also  share  in  the 
destiny  of  the  world,  assert  their  claim  to  insist  that  the 
treaty  of  peace  be  drawn  up  neither  in  satisfaction  of 
individual  vengeances  nor  in  support  of  an  artificial  bal- 
ance of  power,  but  in  accordance  with  the  principle  of 
nationalities.  Its  acceptance,  it  is  true,  will  necessarily 
entail  problems  the  most  harassing.  But  that  most  ele- 
mentary principle  of  reason  and  justice  is  worth  more  to 
the  world  than  peace  or  pride  or  wealth  or  happiness  or 
the  lives  of  its  defenders.  And  if  this  war  could  estab- 
lish it  among  men,  Europe  would  not  have  thrown  away 
her  chosen  youth  in  vain. 


ORGANIZED  LABOR  AND   DEMOCRACY 

T  TNDOUBTEDLY  history  does  repeat  itself,  but  it 
\^J  is  equally  true  that  the  modern  commercial  nation, 
with  democratic  institutions,  finds  no  prototype  in  the 
past,  and  that  its  voyage  to  a  large  extent  lies  over  seas 
uncharted.  The  problems  of  capital  and  labor  emphasize 
this  thought,  for  their  new  lines  of  growth,  their  unprece- 
dented power  for  good  or  evil,  present  novel  questions 
and  dilemmas. 

The  strength  of  these  interests  menaces  democracy: 
for  unless  the  state  successfully  maintains  its  own  dom- 
inance, and  keeps  them  within  the  bounds  of  discipline 
and  subordination,  the  state  must  succumb.  Over- 
reaching and  selfishness  on  the  part  of  powerful  classes, 
rivalry  to  control  the  government  for  class  advantage  and 
special  privileges,  the  ruthless  exercise  of  majority  control 
—  these  are  the  pitfalls  of  democracy,  just  as  moderation, 
self-restraint  and  deference  to  governmental  action  have 
always  been  regarded  as  essential  to  its  permanence. 
To  meet  this  accepted  philosophy  we  adopt  constitutions 
which  restrict  the  power  of  the  majority,  and  guarantee 
to  all  certain  inalienable  rights  and  a  certain  uninfring- 
ible  sphere  of  liberty,  beyond  the  reach  of  the  ruling 
power  whatever  may  be  its  form.  Such  protection  is  for 
the  weak  as  against  the  strong,  the  minority  as  against 
the  majority,  the  unorganized  public  as  against  special 
organized  interests;  and  of  course  agitation  for  the  removal 
of  such  protection  will  always  arise  from  such  interests. 
No  one  was  surprised,  therefore,  when  chairman  Walsh 
and  his  followers  in  the  Federal  Industrial  Commission  or- 
ganized a  special  committee  with  permanent  headquarters 
in  Washington,  to  secure  the  abolition  of  constitutional 
limitations  over  the  power  of  organized  labor.  For  like 
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reasons  Mr.  Gompers  would  have  the  people  elect  the 
justices  of  the  Supreme  Court. 

The  only  special  interests  in  this  country  which  have 
jeopardized  equal  rights,  are  organized  capital  and  organ- 
ized labor.  The  career  of  capital  in  this  respect  is  proba- 
bly nearing  its  close,  —  we  have  known  the  worst.  But 
the  greatest  possibilities  of  organized  labor  are  still  un- 
realized. To  what  extent  it  can  exploit  the  government 
is  still  unknown.  It  is  trying  to  dominate  it  entirely. 
Organized  capital  had  the  advantage  of  an  earlier  develop- 
ment than  organized  labor,  and  the  privileges  it  received 
from  the  government  have  stood  out  in  striking  contrast 
with  the  many  instances  of  unfair  and  oppressive  treat- 
ment of  labor.  Here  lies  the  reason  why  the  public, 
while  countenancing  abuses  by  labor,  has  subjected  cap- 
ital to  severe  discipline,  and  the  only  strange  thing  is 
that  the  voters  of  the  country  did  not  awake  to  their 
power  and  perform  this  disagreeable  duty  a  little  sooner. 

But  now  the  excesses  of  the  unions  have  become  so 
familiar  that  they  cannot  be  successfully  disputed,  and 
yet  no  laws  have  been  enacted  to  regulate  or  supervise 
them.  There  is  not  even  any  general  agitation  for  the 
enactment  of  such  laws,  or  any  apparent  general  appre- 
ciation of  their  necessity.  With  the  labor  question,  we 
are  determining  our  policy  by  the  disappearing  conditions 
of  yesterday,  and  are  not  yet  awake  to  the  dangers  of 
to-day  and  the  possibilities  of  to-morrow.  Few  people 
seem  to  understand  that  the  same  exigencies  which  ordered 
a  crusade  against  the  excesses  of  organized  capital,  dic- 
tate a  similar  movement  against  the  excesses  of  organized 
labor,  and  that  the  preservation  of  the  principles  of 
democracy  against  the  overreaching  of  labor  unions  may 
prove  to  be  the  far  more  difficult  task. 

There  never  was  any  real  danger  that  capital  would 
long  continue  unduly  to  dominate  the  democratic  state, 
or  that  it  could  in  any  way  successfully  resist  government. 
Property  is  in  itself  a  hostage  for  good  behavior.  It 
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may  endeavor  through  ingenious  lawyers  to  evade  the 
spirit  of  the  laws,  but  it  cannot  successfully  resist  them. 
With  our  system  of  free  education,  the  growing  conscious- 
ness of  power  in  the  electorate,  and  the  increasing  partic- 
ipation in  the  government  by  the  common  people,  it 
was  inevitable  that  the  abuses  by  capital  should  ulti- 
mately be  reached  by  law;  and  the  intelligent  business 
man  has  inevitably  come  to  realize  that  any  excess  on 
the  part  of  the  capitalistic  class  will  surely  result  in  farther 
curtailment  of  its  opportunities. 

With  organized  labor  the  situation  is  more  serious  and 
difficult.    There  is  something  elemental  about  the  resist- 
ance of  the  workers,  which  becomes  appalling  when  it 
opposes  the  forces  of  law  and  order.    In  time  of  war  Eng- 
land may  pass  laws  making  it  criminal  for  men  to  strike 
in  munition  factories,  but  the  men  proceed  to  strike  with 
great  promptitude,  and  Lloyd  George,  Henderson  and 
Runciman  hasten  to  Cardiff  to  yield  the  strikers'  demands 
in    all   particulars.     The   ruler   has    become   the   ruled! 
"Deliberate  discouragement"   against  a  full  output  of 
munitions  leads  Lloyd  George,  the  friend  and  apostle  of 
unionism,  to  charge  the  workmen  with  "trying  to  hold 
the  arm  of  their  native  land  when  it  is  fighting  for  its 
life."     The  obstruction  in  the  operation  of  the  state- 
controlled  factories  is  so  great  that  the  government  bar- 
gains with  the  unions,  in  order  to  secure  their  consent 
to  the  use  of  improved  machinery,  the  employment  of 
non-union   men,   women   and   unskilled   labor,   and   the 
suspension  of  rules  which  curtail  a  man's  efficiency  to  a 
small  percentage  of  his  real  capacity.     The  consent  is 
reluctantly  given  on  condition  that  the  outrageous  re- 
strictions be  restored  after  the  war.     But  labor  breaks 
faith  even  with  this  bargain,  and  Lloyd  George  again 
charges  it  with  an  "  attempt  deliberately  to  restrict  the 
output  of  guns  which  are  vital  to  the  protection  of  the 
lives  of  our  men  at  the  front";  he  points  to  the  perse- 
cution of  those  workers  who  do  a  full  day's  work,  and 
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says  that  the  "hours  of  workmen  who  try  to  give  of  their 
best  are  made  unenjoyable."  Never  was  the  overreach- 
ing of  powerful  special  interests  under  democratic  institu- 
tions better  exhibited,  and  never  was  a  government  more 
humiliated  by  its  own  people.  The  ruler  is  bargaining 
with  the  subjects,  and  for  what?  —  the  privilege  of  em- 
ploying non-union  men,  and  other  perfectly  rational 
rights. 

These  things  should  be  considered  in  the  discussion  of 
preparedness.  The  United  Mine  Workers  of  America 
aim  at  a  complete  monopoly  of  the  work  in  all  the  an- 
thracite and  bituminous  coal  mines  in  this  country,  and 
have  obtained  it  so  far  that  an  order  of  strike  issued  by 
that  union  would  paralyze  industry.  This  year's  demands 
in  the  anthracite  field  include  the  closed  shop  under  a 
single  agreement  that  will  terminate  on  the  same  date 
with  agreements  in  the  bituminous  fields;  they  plan  a  coal 
famine  if  their  demands  are  not  then  satisfied.  Even 
now  we  are  threatened  with  a  combined  strike  of  the 
employees  of  numerous  competing  railroads;  but  in  face 
of  this  fact  the  masters  of  such  railroads  must  not  com- 
bine. A  general  strike  in  the  coal  fields,  or  on  the  rail- 
roads, or  in  the  machine  shops,  is  lamentable  enough 
in  time  of  peace,  but  in  time  of  war  would  be  a  blow  at 
the  heart  of  the  nation.  How  would  we  meet  it?  Send 
the  President  to  the  coal  fields  with  the  nation's  prayer 
for  mercy? 

With  Mr.  Gompers'  uncompromising  zeal,  is  there  any- 
thing impossible  in  a  strike  against  the  passage  of  some 
law  by  Congress?  But  on  the  other  hand,  what  would 
happen  if  employers,  objecting  to  a  proposed  anti-trust 
law,  should  try  to  coerce  Congress  by  a  lockout?  The 
mere  questions  show  the  difference  in  our  attitude  toward 
these  two  powerful  interests.  Labor  did  attempt  to  in- 
fluence the  judiciary  by  threats  of  strike  if  Mr.  Gompers 
went  to  jail.  It  defeats  mortgage  foreclosures  in  New 
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York  City  by  preventing  the  completion  of  the  buildings 
sold  until  the  debts  of  the  former  mortgagor  or  contractor 
are  paid  in  full.  A  bill  of  attainder  is  passed  against  the 
building,  and  there  it  must  stand  and  rot  in  its  uncom- 
pleted and  unproductive  state  until  the  new  owner  pays 
the  debts  of  some  one  he  probably  never  knew.  Similarly 
labor  threatens  to  defeat  the  court's  decree  of  foreclosure 
in  the  Danbury  Hatters'  case,  by  making  one  hundred 
and  forty  pieces  of  real  estate  worthless  and  unsaleable; 
they  would  prevent  anyone  occupying  or  purchasing  this 
property  for  fear  of  labor's  hostility.  The  business  man 
who  would  make  such  a  threat  or  embark  in  such  a  scheme 
would  be  jailed  for  contempt  of  court;  but  with  labor 
unions  the  doctrine  that  "right  is  might"  has  become 
superior  to  all  law. 

A  serious  phase  of  this  question  is  the  growing  distrust 
of  government  on  the  part  of  organized  labor,  and  the 
growing  readiness  and  capacity  to  resist  it.  How  few  are 
the  instances  where  labor  unions  have  approved  or  en- 
couraged any  arm  of  government  in  maintaining  law  and 
order  against  union  offenders!  Even  despite  the  con- 
fession of  the  McNamaras,  their  trial  is  treated  by  labor 
as  a  travesty  on  justice.  The  Hatters'  case,  which  went 
twice  to  the  Supreme  Court  and  was  twice  tried  be- 
fore a  jury  with  substantially  the  same  result,  is  char- 
acterized as  a  perversion  of  law  so  oppressive  that  Congress 
should  indemnify  the  convicted  men  by  paying  the  judg- 
ment. To  attack  the  result  in  a  case  so  thoroughly  tried, 
in  which  all  the  technical  and  substantial  defenses  avail- 
able to  distinguished  counsel  were  vainly  employed,  is  to 
assail  our  entire  judicial  system.  The  Federationist  —  the 
mouthpiece  of  two  million  workers,  describes  our  judges 
as  the  creatures  of  plutocracy  trying  to  rob  the  workers 
of  their  rights.  The  intervention  of  troops,  constabulary 
or  police  to  enforce  law  and  order  in  industrial  disputes, 
is  opposed.  These  are  but  illustrations  of  the  kind  of  poi- 
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son  that  is  being  infused  into  the  minds  of  our  common 
people  by  the  labor  papers.  "They  journey  throughout 
the  length  and  breadth  of  the  land,"  says  the  Federation 
of  Labor,  "entering  into  the  mental  life  of  each  reader." 
When  the  American  Federationist  vituperatively  attacks 
the  very  foundations  of  government,  and  a  multitude  of 
labor  papers  (S.  C.)  echo  its  words  to  fifteen  million  readers 
a  month,  it  would  be  strange  indeed  if  distrust  of  govern- 
ment had  not  been  engendered. 

In  the  last  analysis,  these  labor  organizations  which 
are  being  taught  the  doctrine  of  resistance  to  law,  have 
always  been  more  powerful  than  capital,  and  less  sus- 
ceptible to  governmental  control.  The  greatest  danger 
of  the  rise  of  special  privilege,  and  of  the  fall  of  equal 
rights  is  not  in  control  by  capital,  but  in  control  by  labor. 
It  is  sheer  blindness  to  overlook  activities  on  the  part  of 
labor  which  suspend  the  necessary  functions  of  govern- 
ment. Hostility  to  monopolies  has  been  one  of  our  most 
cherished  principles,  and  capital  is  forbidden  to  control 
all  of  the  facilities  in  any  line  of  industry  or  transporta- 
tion. How  then  can  such  perilous  power  be  safe  in  the 
hands  of  labor,  and  it  be  left  uncontrollable  and  irre- 
sponsible before  the  law?  The  very  idea  that  the  nation 
or  its  citizens  should  depend,  for  the  enjoyment  of  their 
rights  or  necessities,  upon  the  grace  or  consent  of  any  one 
man  or  organization  of  men,  is  utterly  inconsistent  with 
the  existence  of  a  free  people. 

This  power  to  paralyze  the  operations  of  any  manu- 
facturer or  railroad  arises  from  an  erroneous  conception 
of  the  rightful  form  of  labor  organization,  and  is  not 
essential  to  labor's  protection.  It  loses  sight  of  the  fact 
that  the  worker's  economic  interest  lies  with  the  business 
which  he  serves  rather  than  with  the  workers  of  rival 
concerns.  If  laborers  were  partners  in  the  business,  as 
widely  claimed  and  acknowledged  that  they  should  be, 
and  receive  a  fair  share  of  any  good  fortune  that  may  be 
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secured,  the  inevitable  result  would  be  the  uniting  of 
employers  and  employees  of  each  individual  company  in 
competition  with  the  united  employers  and  employees  of 
other  companies.  But  the  intractability  of  the  laborers 
themselves  has  rendered  such  arrangements  imprac- 
ticable in  a  discouragingly  large  portion  of  the  cases  where 
they  have  been  tried.  In  the  recent  negotiations  between 
the  coal  operators  and  miners,  we  are  informed  that  cer- 
tain mines  "yield  liberal  profits"  but  that  others  are 
"either  operated  at  no  profit  or  with  so  narrow  a  margin 
of  profit  that  it  is  a  matter  of  indifference  to  the  operator 
whether  or  not  they  continue  to  be  operated."  Now 
why  should  the  workers  of  the  more  successful  mines  be 
denied  a  share  in  those  "liberal  profits,"  and  why  should 
the  operators  of  the  unsuccessful  mines  be  compelled  to 
observe  the  same  wage  scale,  if  disastrous  to  them?  Such 
an  attempt  to  maintain  a  dead  level  of  wage  in  all  mines 
not  only  obstructs  profit-sharing  arrangements  in  the 
better  ones,  but  is  really  an  obstruction  of  the  worker's 
rights,  and  of  course  makes  him  indifferent,  if  not  hostile, 
to  his  employer's  success.  As  far  as  possible  there  should 
be  identity  of  interest  between  the  workers  and  employers 
of  each  company,  the  employees  being  organized  to  enforce 
a  fair  division  of  profits;  for  as  long  as  our  competitive 
system  exists,  they  should  have  nothing  in  common  with 
the  employees  of  other  concerns.  Such  grouping  avoids 
the  present  social  and  economic  stratification,  where  all 
labor  is  united  in  a  kind  of  class  war  against  all  capital; 
and  it  also  avoids  the  problems  and  perils  arising  from 
the  cleavage  referred  to. 

Mr.  Gompers  has  always  opposed  the  idea  of  indus- 
trial unionism,  where  all  labor,  regardless  of  craft,  unites 
against  all  capital,  as  in  the  case  of  the  Knights  of  Labor 
or  the  I.  W.  W.  But  his  system  of  trade  unions  approxi- 
mates the  same  idea,  and  offers  only  a  difference  in  internal 
government;  it  unites  all  workers  of  one  craft  in  a  national 
union,  although  the  men  are  employed  in  competing 
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plants;  and  it  confederates  these  national  unions  into  a 
national  federation,  which  is  again  subdivided  into  state 
federations  and  city  trade  assemblies  of  all  trades.  Then 
this  great  machine,  the  American  Federation  of  Labor, 
representing  all  industry,  makes  war  on  recalcitrant  man- 
ufacturers. That  is  the  story  of  the  Danbury  Hatters' 
case  —  the  union  of  all  labor  in  a  war  on  everybody  else. 
The  inconsistency  of  the  system  is  shown  by  the  fact  that 
unions  often  attack  open-shop  manufacturers  employing 
their  own  members. 

Labor  unionists  are  convinced  that  the  right  to  form 
national  organizations  covering  an  entire  industry  or 
transportation  system,  is  essential  to  the  workmen's  pro- 
tection, but  the  point  is  far  from  proven.  A  mere  increase 
of  power  does  not  help  their  contests  with  employers 
who,  by  a  similar  device,  increase  their  power  propor- 
tionately; and  eventually  it  may  be  shown  that  an  em- 
ployer supported  by  an  organization  of  his  competitors, 
is  better  able  to  handle  a  strike  ordered  by  a  national 
union,  than  if  he  were  alone  pitted  against  an  unaided 
strike  of  his  own  employees.  The  history  of  labor  organiza- 
tions in  some  industries  where  militant  employers'  as- 
sociations exist,  excites  the  suspicion  that  if  employers' 
associations  were  abandoned,  a  return  to  small  unions, 
each  limited  to  the  employees  of  an  individual  concern, 
would  be  to  labor's  advantage. 

With  due  allowance  for  exceptions,  this  would  seem  to 
hold  good  whether  the  individual  company  be  large  or 
small,  unless  we  are  to  accept  the  principle  of  the  boy- 
cott, and  even  then  it  is  not  certain  that  capital  would 
not  find  a  corresponding  weapon  of  equal  effect  within 
its  own  arsenal.  If  these  things  are  true,  the  chief  result 
of  the  system  of  national  unions  and  national  employers' 
associations,  is  the  power  of  exploiting  society,  and  it 
would  seem  desirable,  so  far  as  industrial  conflicts  are  con- 
cerned, to  adopt  profit-sharing  schemes  as  a  means  of  dis- 
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integrating  these  large  bodies  into  small  units  composed 
of  the  employer  and  employees  of  each  individual  factory. 
Profit  sharing  which  was  sufficiently  generous  would  effect 
a  transfer  of  allegiance  on  the  part  of  employees  from 
national  unions  and  outside  leaders,  to  their  individual 
employers.  But  the  question  remains,  is  it  practicable? 

It  is  chimerical  to  expect  any  such  reorganization, 
in  the  immediate  future  at  least,  and  the  grave  question 
which  confronts  the  nation  is  whether  the  activities  of 
these  powerful  unions  should,  like  those  of  capital,  be 
regulated  or  supervised  or  should  be  surrounded  by  any 
restrictions  other  than  the  ordinary  prohibitions  against 
violence,  intimidation  and  breaches  of  the  peace. 

In  this  respect  the  recent  Federal  Industrial  Commis- 
sion seems  to  have  conceded  all  that  organized  labor 
asks,  and  would  remove  all  legal  restrictions  on  the  use 
of  its  economic  power.  None  of  the  Commissioners  saw 
any  danger  in  the  present  form  of  national  labor  organi- 
zations, and  all  recommended  the  growth  of  these  organi- 
zations until  they  obtain  a  complete  monopoly  over  all 
workers  in  industry  and  transportation.  The  commission- 
ers did  not  even  consider  profit  sharing,  which  seems  to  us 
to  offer  greater  promise  of  a  solution  than  any  other  form 
of  organization,  and  came  to  the  lame  and  impotent  con- 
clusion that  the  industrial  conflict  being  permanent,  the 
belligerents  must  adopt  the  militarist  policy.  The  com- 
mission's report  provides  for  large  national  employers' 
associations  and  national  labor  unions,  which  must  work 
together  under  unenforceable  agreements  providing  for 
the  employment  of  union  men  exclusively,  and  each  is  to 
exact  justice  from  the  other  by  its  power  to  inflict  harm. 
The  agreements  for  collective  bargaining  or  arbitration 
were  to  be  unenforceable,  so  that  labor  by  its  own  consent 
could  not  fetter  or  handicap  its  free  use  of  its  economic 
power.  As  if  this  were  not  enough,  employers'  associa- 
tions and  labor  unions  were  to  be  privileged  classes  exempt 
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from  suit  in  the  civil  courts.  Here  is  a  program  advanced 
by  a  governmental  commission,  which  seems  to  be  de- 
signed, almost  with  clairvoyance,  to  aggravate  all  of  the 
difficulties  and  invite  all  of  the  dangers  which  have  been 
discussed.  It  would  permit  labor  to  engage  in  a  war  of 
exclusion  against  the  outside  employer  and  worker,  and 
would  place  in  its  hands  despotic  power  to  suspend  the 
forces  of  production  and  distribution. 

This  is  the  license  for  which  organized  labor  is  fighting 
in  the  legislative  halls  of  the  state  and  nation.  Even 
"  uplift"  legislation,  which  substitutes  government  regu- 
lation for  union  militancy,  is  regarded  as  an  encroachment 
upon  this  field  of  union  power.  Here  it  is  that  labor 
quarrels  with  socialism  and  the  social  worker.  It  sees 
the  almost  illimitable  scope  of  its  power,  and  prefers  to 
attain  its  ends  through  untrammeled  use  of  it,  rather  than 
through  law.  From  the  selfish  point  of  view  of  organi- 
zation leaders,  this  is  probably  shrewd:  for  every  legisla- 
tive enactment  which  endeavors  to  restrict  the  labor 
contract,  subtracts  so  much  from  the  field  of  organization, 
and  to  that  extent  decreases  not  only  its  usefulness  and 
importance,  but  the  opportunities  of  the  agitator.  For 
this  reason  Mr.  Gompers  opposes  eight-hour  or  minimum 
wage  laws  for  adult  men,  compulsory  investigation  before 
strikes,  or  any  legislation  which  curtails  or  restrains  the 
economic  power  of  labor  organization:  if  he  has  his  way 
no  governmental  commission,  however  active  in  the 
affairs  of  the  employer,  will  intrude  upon  the  claims  of 
labor. 

The  State  of  Colorado,  having  just  experienced  a  labor 
conflict  that  reached  the  dignity  of  civil  war,  determined 
to  avoid  a  repetition  of  such  a  calamity  by  the  establish- 
ment of  an  Industrial  Commission,  with  power  to  make 
compulsory  investigation  of  industrial  disputes,  and  to 
prohibit  strikes  or  lockouts  pending  such  investigation. 
In  August,  1915,  the  barbers'  union  of  Pueblo,  Colo., 
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objected  because  0.  B.  Forshey,  the  proprietor  of  a  barber 
shop,  installed  an  improved  razor-sharpening  machine,  and 
advertised  that  he  would  sharpen  razors  at  prices  lower 
than  those  fixed  by  the  union.  Both  parties  appealed 
to  the  newly-created  Commission,  which  stated  that  it 
would  not  attempt  to  bind  either  side,  but  suggested 
that  the  union  withhold  action  for  a  few  days.  The 
delay  led  to  the  barber's  surrender.  The  sole  issue  was 
whether  the  public  should  get  the  benefit  of  the  new 
invention,  and  the  public  lost. 

This  incident  aroused  the  ire  of  Samuel  Gompers,  not 
because  the  union  had  deprived  the  public  of  improved 
machinery:  for  his  own  union  of  cigar  makers  forbids  the 
use  of  improved  machinery;  not  because  the  union  fixed 
the  price  at  which  the  public  could  have  razors  honed, 
and  deprived  the  public  of  the  cheaper  and  equally  efficient 
service:  for  his  own  union,  the  cigar  makers'  union,  fixes 
a  minimum  price  at  which  cigars  can  be  sold.  He  ob- 
jected because  the  Commission  has  "usurped"  powers, 
and  he  publishes  an  editorial  and  letters  under  the  cap- 
tion of  "  Invasion  by  Commission,"  describing  the 

invasion  of  the  lawful  rights  of  the  barbers'  union.  .  .  .  Such 
regulating  power  exercised  by  any  political  agency  .  .  .  would 
sap  the  militant  spirit  and  the  resourcefulness  and  independence 
that  have  made  the  trade  union  organizations  of  America  the 
most  powerful  and  most  effective  organizations  that  are  to  be 
found  anywhere. 

THROUGH  THIS  MILITANT  SPIRIT,  THE  LABOR  UNIONS  OF 
PUEBLO  AND  THE  CIGAR  MAKERS'  UNION  OF  THE  UNITED 
STATES,  AND  I  DARESAY  OTHER  UNIONS,  HAVE  DEPRIVED 

THE  PUBLIC  OF  THE  ECONOMIES  TO  WHICH  IT  WAS  ENTITLED; 
BUT  FOR  THIS  MR.  GOMPERS  CARES  NOTHING;  FOR  HE 
HOLDS  THAT 

their  safety  and  their  welfare  depend  on  their  maintaining 
their  economic  power  and  economic  organization  wholly  under 
their  own  control. 

So  powerful  has  this  special  interest  become,  that  it  de- 
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mands  exemption  from  the  regulation  and  supervision 
to  which  the  rest  of  society  is  subjected,  and  demands 
it  in  terms  both  peremptory  and  defiant. 

The  greatest  internal  question  the  country  has  had  to 
consider  since  our  Civil  War  is  illustrated  by  such  inci- 
dents, and  upon  its  disposition  hang  the  most  momentous 
consequences.  Shall  organized  labor  have  the  right  to 
use  its  economic  power  without  limitation  from  law  or 
even  its  own  agreements,  and  without  the  supervision,  or 
even  suggestions  of  governmental  commissions?  This 
question  is  now  forced  upon  us  by  the  Federation  of  Labor 
and  the  Federal  Commission,  and  it  behooves  every  citi- 
zen in  his  own  interest  to  study  the  issues,  so  that  he  may 
become  familiar  with  the  amazing  reconstruction  of  so- 
ciety which  must  follow  such  an  abandonment  of  existing 
legal  restrictions. 

An  unrestricted  right  to  strike  would  legalize  strikes  on 
railroads  to  prevent  the  transportation  of  non-union  men 
to  their  jobs,  or  the  carriage  of  open-shop  merchandise 
to  dealer  or  consumer,  and  to  that  extent  would  repeal 
the  Interstate  Commerce  Act.  Transportation  is  to  busi- 
ness as  food  and  drink  are  to  the  human  body;  its  im- 
portance is  pronounced  by  penal  laws  guaranteeing  im- 
partial service  to  all  shippers  and  passengers  alike;  but 
with  the  unrestricted  right  to  strike,  its  facilities  might 
be  legally  denied  to  all  whom  the  unions  should  attack. 
In  1893  transportation  centering  in  Chicago  was  paralyzed 
because  of  strikes  to  compel  the  railroads  to  discontinue 
hauling  Pullman  cars  until  that  company  should  settle 
its  labor  dispute,  and  the  country  was  saved  by  an  in- 
junction. Similar  strikes  have  been  threatened  to  pre- 
vent the  hauling  of  cars  for  connecting  carriers  having 
labor  disputes,  and  again  disaster  was  only  prevented  by 
other  injunctions.  And  now  a  commission's  report  would 
forbid  injunctions  against  strikes!  Who  can  say  what 
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would  have  been  the  condition  if  these  combinations  had 
not  been  declared  illegal  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century  ago? 
Would  it  not  have  been  possible  for  organized  labor  to 
determine  what  passengers  and  merchandise  should  be 
transported,  and  thereby  to  win  every  industrial  strike, 
however  unjust,  by  refusing  to  haul  men  or  materials  for 
the  resisting  manufacturer?  The  products  of  improved 
machinery  to  which  labor  objects,  might  be  withheld  from 
the  public.  The  worker  with  whom  unions  quarreled 
would  be  helpless.  A  few  years  ago  the  railroads  center- 
ing in  Chicago  were  threatened  with  a  sympathetic  strike 
because  the  Illinois  Central  Railroad  over  which  they  had 
no  control,  would  not  settle  its  strikes.  There  was  no 
concession  by  which  the  threatened  roads  could  settle 
the  difficulty.  A  multitude  of  "hold  ups"  like  these 
will  be  inflicted  on  the  country  if  we  follow  the  recom- 
mendations of  the  Industrial  Commission  and  "remove 
all  illegality  from  the  strike. "  Is  this  a  power  to  give  an 
organization  which  is  to  be  exempt  from  civil  suit  or 
responsibility? 

And  there  are  other  kinds  of  strikes  which  the  law 
should  unhesitatingly  condemn.  There  are  strikes  for 
extortion,  such  as  sent  Sam  Parks  to  Sing  Sing;  and 
strikes  to  prevent  the  exportation  of  munitions,  for  which 
many  people  have  been  indicted.  There  are  strikes  to 
restrain  trade,  destroy  competitors,  and  monopolize  mar- 
kets. If  all  such  strikes  were  legal,  what  would  prevent 
any  corporation  making  building  materials  from  arrang- 
ing with  organized  labor  to  call  strikes  on  every  building, 
bridge  or  other  structure  where  the  materials  of  its  com- 
petitors were  used?  The  union  manufacturers  of  wood- 
work in  New  York  City  have  arrangements  with  the 
Carpenters'  Union  to  call  strikes  on  all  buildings  where 
open-shop  wood-work  is  used,  and  they  watch  the  wharves 
and  freight  yards  for  all  shipments  of  open-shop  material, 
and  trace  them  to  the  building  operation.  Similar  schemes 
have  prevented  the  importation  of  electric  switchboards 
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into  Chicago,  and  over  a  hundred  men  are  now  under 
indictment  for  this  combination.  To  make  this  plan 
more  effective,  the  Federation  has  established  Metal 
Trades  and  Building  Trades  Departments,  with  local 
councils  or  boards,  in  each  city,  so  that  strikes  can  be 
ordered  on  every  structure  in  the  United  States  where 
the  goods  of  a  victimized  manufacturer  are  used.  Strikes 
on  the  Atlantic  and  Pacific  are  thus  directed  with  equal 
effect.  No  more  potent  means  of  securing  a  monopoly 
could  be  devised,  and  to  legalize  them  would  mean  a 
reversal  of  our  anti-monopoly  policy.  In  this  way  met- 
ropolitan markets  are  monopolized,  employers  are  ru- 
ined, citizens  are  deprived  of  the  ordinary  benefits  of 
interstate  trade,  and  one  of  the  principal  purposes  of  our 
national  existence  is  defeated. 

An  unrestricted  right  to  boycott  would  be  equally  de- 
structive of  individual  rights.  Before  the  decision  in  the 
Danbury  Hatters'  case,  boycotting  was  the  principal 
industry  of  the  American  Federation  of  Labor;  and  if 
the  country  can  be  taught  what  this  really  means,  it  will 
never  allow  that  industry  to  be  revived.  It  is  the  size 
and  power  of  the  Federation,  and  its  demonstrated  capac- 
ity to  destroy  business,  that  is  the  best  answer  to  this 
question.  It  seems  worth  while  to  impress  again  that  this 
is  an  organization  of  two  million  workers,  representing 
practically  all  industries,  subdivided  into  thirty  thousand 
local  unions,  which  are  in  turn  united  into  State  Federa- 
tions and  Central  Labor  Unions  that  marshal  the  en- 
tire force  of  organized  labor  in  a  particular  state  or  city 
against  any  merchant  or  manufacturer  who  continues 
business  with  the  boycotted  employer  —  this  is  the 
machine  which  was  operated  from  Washington  through 
the  employment  of  fifteen  hundred  boycotting  agents 
and  many  hundreds  of  labor  papers.  No  manufac- 
turer of  ordinary  strength  could  withstand  its  attack, 
and  the  publication  of  Convention  Proceedings,  Monthly 
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Federationists,  and  the  Weekly  News  Letters,  recorded 
the  names  of  hundreds  of  victims.  Such  a  boycott,  says 
Mr.  Gompers,  "spells  ruin  and  bankruptcy  to  the  boy- 
cotted"; and  he  advocated  it,  though  it  starve  a  man  to 
death.  The  Federation  "will  never  abandon  the  boycott" 
he  also  says,  and  its  critics  are  "idle,  impudent  and 
impotent." 

Consider  the  simple  story  of  Mr.  Loewe  and  the  Hat- 
ters' case  —  the  law  applied  which  the  American  Feder- 
ation of  Labor  and   the  Industrial   Commission  would 
repeal.     This  manufacturer  who   rose  from   the  ranks, 
and  employed  about  two  hundred  and  fifty  hands,  was 
informed  that  he  must  discharge  loyal  non-union  em- 
ployees of  many  years'  standing,  whom  the  union  will  not 
receive   into   membership;   if  he   does   not   accede,    this 
engine  of  destruction,  operated  principally  by  men  who 
never  knew  him,  will  set  its  Juggernaut  car  in  motion. 
Being  a  man  with  whom  honor  is  supreme,  Mr.  Loewe 
declines,  and  the  organizers  are  dispatched  to  the  utter- 
most confines  of  the  country  to  track  down  his  goods 
and  destroy  the  business  of  non-combatants  who  continue 
to  handle  them.     If  these  customers  also  have  manu- 
facturing interests,  strikes  are  threatened  in  their  factories; 
if  they  are  mere  merchants,  the  destroyers  of  trade  settle 
down  in  their  communities  and  employ  all  the  power  of 
state  federations,  central  labor  unions  and  the  labor  press 
to  ruin  their  business.     In  duration  and  magnitude  these 
subsidiary  fights  against  customers  became  battles  of  no 
mean   importance,   creating   disturbance   and   bitterness 
in  many  communities.    Against  a  wholesale  customer  in 
San  Francisco,  who  sells  retailers  in  several  states,  the 
boycotting  agents  marshal  the  Western  State  Federations 
and  Central  Labor  Unions  and  thousands  of  local  unions. 
With  a  hundred  thousand  dollars  available,  they  spy  upon 
this  wholesaler's  customers,  and  follow  his  salesmen  and 
his  goods  from  Seattle  to  Los  Angeles,  spreading  libellous 
misstatements  and  breathing  threats  of  business  injury 


Organized   Labor  and   Democracy    269 

wherever  they  go.  Many  a  boycott  is  instituted  against 
retailers  in  Seattle,  Portland  and  Los  Angeles,  because 
they  deal  with  the  jobber  in  San  Francisco  who  deals 
with  the  manufacturer  in  Connecticut.  Similar  fights 
were  on  at  the  same  time  in  other  parts  of  the  country,  all 
directed  from  national  headquarters.  No  place  was 
remote  enough  to  escape  this  organized  espionage,  and 
to  the  manufacturer,  ruin  was  certain  as  death  unless 
the  law  intervened.  Now  Mr.  Gompers  wants  the  right 
to  sit  at  Washington  and,  through  the  telegraph,  telephone 
and  the  mails  —  facilities  closed  to  other  forms  of  im- 
morality, and  whose  main  purpose  is  to  build  up  trade  — 
direct  this  great  machine  whose  purpose  is  to  tear  it  down. 
Such  a  campaign  ultimately  led  to  the  dynamiting  in 
Los  Angeles. 

Legalization  of  these  weapons  means,  as  the  Commis- 
sion and  the  unions  well  understand,  a  labor  monopoly 
and  the  exclusion  of  non-union  men  and  open-shop 
employers.  If  by  strikes  on  railroads,  the  monopoly  of 
markets,  and  interstate  boycotts,  organized  labor  can 
limit  interstate  commerce  to  union-made  commodities, 
the  non-conformist  manufacturer  or  worker  must  cease 
struggling. 

Unfortunate  is  the  necessity  which  gives  large  employers 
the  arbitrary  right  to  determine  whom  they  shall  employ, 
yet  in  such  cases  the  discharged  or  rejected  man  may 
naturally  seek  employment  elsewhere  at  the  same  trade. 
But  under  a  nation-wide  closed-shop  system,  maintained 
by  national  organizations,  the  union  not  only  controls 
the  selection  of  employees  in  a  particular  factory,  but  in 
every  competing  factory  of  that  industry,  so  that  no  man 
once  expelled  from  the  union  can  ply  that  trade. 

If  membership  in  a  private  society  is  to  be  synonymous 
with  the  right  to  follow  the  only  trade  at  which  a  man  is 
capable  of  earning  a  living,  then  some  method  must  be 
devised  to  review  that  society's  selection  of  members,  and 
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insure  justice  before  its  tribunals.  There  are  unions  which 
have  charged  an  initiation  fee  of  $999  to  unpopular  candi- 
dates, and  others  which  have  arbitrarily  closed  their  doors 
for  a  year;  some  give  preference  to  the  sons  of  members, 
and  others  expect  a  little  graft  money.  Should  haphazard 
chances  like  this  endanger  a  man's  livelihood?  The  right 
to  pursue  a  trade  cannot  be  measured  by  the  same  stand- 
ards and  subjected  to  the  same  hazards  as  membership 
in  a  college  fraternity,  where  prejudice,  popularity  and 
caprice  control.  For  this  perplexing  dilemma,  the  law 
has  made  no  provision  whatever,  and  the  Commission 
accentuates  the  difficulty  by  proposals  which  would  both 
extend  the  labor  monopoly  and  decrease  the  union's  re- 
sponsibility to  its  members.  One  can  talk  glibly  of  the 
closed  shop  and  its  advantages  to  workers,  but  it  is  the 
unescapable  truth  that  it  involves  a  fundamental  antago- 
nism to  our  free  institutions,  and  cannot  be  brought  into 
such  extended  use  as  the  Commission  contemplates  with- 
out requiring  new  safeguards  and  responsibilities. 

Again,  the  Commission  and  the  Federation  urge,  that 
a  union  man  shall  have  no  cause  of  action  against  the 
union,  although,  under  the  closed-shop  system,  it  deter- 
mines who  shall  work.  Members  of  employers'  associa- 
tions are  left  equally  defenseless.  A  single  case  known 
to  us  shows  what  this  would  mean  should  the  Commis- 
sion's proposal  be  adopted.  A  thrifty  German  carpenter 
is  ordered  out  on  strike,  when  he  asks  the  reason  why, 
he  is  told:  "It's  none  of  your  damned  business."  For 
disobeying  this  strike  order,  he  is  fined  fifty  dollars; 
and  when  attempting  to  pay  the  fine,  is  told  to  "get 
to  Hell  out  of  here,  you  are  expelled."  This  decree  of 
expulsion  from  the  union,  whether  right  or  wrong,  would 
be  potentially  a  decree  of  expulsion  from  the  trade.  That 
man  becomes  an  industrial  leper:  under  the  closed-shop 
rule,  destructive  strikes  and  an  interstate  boycott  will 
assail  the  business  of  anyone  who  employs  him.  What 
can  he  do?  Nothing.  You  will  have  decreed  that  in 
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such  matters  the  union  shall  be  above  the  law.  You  will 
have  abolished  private  rights  in  all  affairs  relating  to 
unions  and  employers'  associations. 

Reflection  shows  more  serious  complications  raised  by 
this  amazing  attempt  to  reconstruct  society  —  to  create 
privileged  classes  before  the  law.  By  adopting  such  a 
plan  you  say  to  the  great  body  of  workers  in  this  country, 
native  and  foreign,  and  to  the  immigrants  as  they  land: 
"Thou  shalt  not  work  without  permission  of  the  union." 
And  you  fail  to  see  that  the  same  power  might  easily 
jeopardize  political  and  religious  liberty,  as  well  as  indus- 
trial liberty.  The  union,  or  employers'  association  as 
well,  by  special  assessment  of  its  members,  may  support  a 
church  or  political  party  which  some  of  them  oppose,  but 
the  opponents  must  still  contribute  at  peril  of  losing  their 
means  of  subsistence.  Even  under  our  present  regime 
courts  have  held  that  the  union  by  strikes  may  drive  a 
man  from  his  trade  because  he  withdrew  from  the  organi- 
zation for  supporting  a  political  party.  The  same  result 
would  follow  support  of  a  particular  church.  Individual 
opinions  and  activities  of  employers  and  workers  must 
then  yield  to  associations  which  control  their  livelihood. 
Because  employers  have  abused  a  similar  power,  and 
have  produced  lamentable  economic  and  political  con- 
ditions which  the  Commission  condemns,  it  is  now  pro- 
posed to  give  a  still  greater  power  to  organized  labor. 
Since  when  has  history  shown  that  the  tyranny  of  the 
majority  is  more  merciful  than  the  tyranny  of  the  single 
despot?  Our  government  was  established  with  constitu- 
tional safeguards,  because  it  was  thought  that  there  should 
be  a  sacred  sphere  of  individual  freedom  upon  which  no 
power  —  not  even  government  itself  —  could  be  infallible 
enough  to  encroach. 

But  what  shall  be  said  concerning  the  Commission's 
unanimous  recommendation  that  employers'  associations 
and  unions  make  collective  agreements  out  of  which  no 
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rights  or  cause  of  action  shall  arise?  This  is  a  part  of 
the  central  idea  that,  so  far  as  these  privileged  organiza- 
tions are  concerned,  private  rights  shall  be  abolished,  and 
that  nothing,  not  even  a  contract,  shall  fetter  the  resort 
to  economic  might  by  organized  labor.  It  is  part  of  the 
official  scheme  of  one  of  our  leading  national  unions,  which 
leaves  an  arbitration  clause  in  its  constitution  and  agree- 
ments, upon  the  secret  understanding  with  the  members 
that  where  an  award  is  unsatisfactory,  it  shall  be  repu- 
diated. 

If  a  contract  is  to  have  no  legal  status,  it  becomes 
of  no  other  force  or  utility  than  a  modus  vivendi  which 
exists  from  day  to  day,  even  from  hour  to  hour,  only  by 
acquiescence.  Why  put  one  in  writing?  At  the  week- 
end the  employer  may  refuse  to  pay  the  agreed  wages. 
It  had  been  hoped  by  many  that  long  term  arbitration 
agreements  enforceable  at  law  would  narrow  the  field  of 
controversy,  and  lengthen  the  pauses  between  conflicts; 
but  the  Commission  proposes  to  leave  those  agreements  to 
the  uncertain  chances  of  a  "scrap  of  paper."  Every 
fight  can  be  contested  for  present  advantage  only:  no 
provision  can  be  secured  for  the  morrow.  Concessions 
cannot  be  made  to-day  for  a  period  of  peace  to  follow. 
Employers  and  employees  cannot  deliberately  agree  upon 
any  collective  arrangements  which  would  restrain  the 
action  of  either  in  time  of  impatience,  or  prevent  the 
disruption  of  existing  relations  by  either  side  whenever 
their  opponents  were  weakest.  Preparedness  for  conflict, 
as  the  one  factor  to  secure  observance  of  collective  agree- 
ments, must  never  be  relaxed.  Mutual  fear  of  the  injury 
and  suffering  which  either  party  may  inflict  upon  the 
other  is  to  be  substituted  for  the  power  of  the  law. 

Even  as  between  nations,  where  mutual  fear  has  been 
an  important  factor  for  the  enforcement  of  treaties  in 
time  of  tension,  modern  thought  seems  to  recommend 
that  an  omnipotent  international  police  should  be  pro- 
vided to  compel  good  faith.  But  no  such  difficulties 
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arise  in  the  enforcement  of  agreements  between  classes 
of  citizens  under  a  common  government,  and  the  Com- 
missions propose  to  throw  that  priceless  possession  away! 
Instead  of  throwing  it  away,  they  should  strengthen  it; 
for  when  strong  organizations  are  formed  to  compel  obedi- 
ence from  their  members,  proportional  strength  in  govern- 
ment is  needed  to  enforce  their  contracts  with  outsiders. 
To  one  who  thinks  that  large  associations,  like  cor- 
porations, are  more  likely  than  individuals  to  harm  so- 
ciety, it  is  hard  to  understand  why  they  should  be  exempt 
from  the  usual  responsibility  of  weaker  parties  before  the 
law.  Societies  like  the  American  Federation  of  Labor 
with  its  millions  of  supporters,  and  associations  of  em- 
ployers like  the  National  Association  of  Manufacturers, 
exercise  a  power  for  good  or  evil  entirely  beyond  the 
reach  of  the  individual,  and  beyond  all  precedent  in  the 
world's  history.  Will  it  decrease  their  tendency  to  oppress 
or  overreach,  will  it  teach  them  self-restraint  and  sense 
of  responsibility,  to  relieve  them  from  even  the  measure 
of  government  control  which  hangs  over  the  unorganized 
individual?  Should  we  not  rather  impose  larger  obliga- 
tions, and  let  them  answer  to  the  law  in  larger  measure? 
Industrial  courts  might  easily  prove  an  effective  means 
of  dealing  with  the  situation,  but  at  present  it  is  enough 
to  point  out  the  gulf  between  those  who  cry  "hands  off" 
and  those  who,  consistent  with  our  traditions,  would 
protect  the  unorganized  and  weak. 

Those  who  would  see  how  far  the  recent  Commission  has 
drifted  from  familiar  moorings,  should  read  the  unanimous 
report  of  the  Anthracite  Coal  Strike  Commission  appointed 
by  President  Roosevelt  in  1902.  It  found  that  the  boy- 
cott as  sometimes  practised  in  aid  of  a  strike  was  "a 
cruel  weapon  of  aggression,  and  its  use  immoral  and  anti- 
social"; that  the  blacklist  was  "as  reprehensible  and  as 
cruel  as  the  boycott,  and  should  be  frowned  down  by  all 
humane  men";  it  met  the  closed-shop  dilemma  by  the 
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adjudication  "that  no  person  shall  be  refused  employment 
or  in  any  way  discriminated  against  on  account  of  mem- 
bership or  non-membership  in  any  labor  organization." 
In  speaking  of  the  boycott's  assault  on  individual  rights, 
which  the  late  Commission  would  permit,  the  Coal  Com- 
mission said:  "The  right  and  liberty  to  pursue  a  lawful 
calling  and  to  lead  a  peaceable  life,  free  from  molestation 
or  attack,  concerns  the  comfort  and  happiness  of  all  men, 
and  the  denial  of  them  means  destruction  of  one  of  the 
greatest  if  not  the  greatest  of  the  benefits  which  the 
social  organization  confers." 

Here  are  the  two  reports.    Behold  the  contrast.    Does 
the  new  report  spell  progress  or  retrogression? 


MOB-PSYCHOLOGY  IN  LE  BON  AND  LEAR 

WHEN  the  improvisatore  of  to-day  seeks  expression 
for  his  thought  of  man  and  of  the  world,  it  is  no 
longer  in  the  ballad-form  that  he  finds  utterance.  The 
composing  folk  makes  its  restless  spirit  heard  no  more 
through  that  ancient  Common  Metre.  Condensation  is  the 
law  of  our  development,  and  the  episode  or  the  individual 
portrait  for  which  Chaucer  needed  a  tale,  and  Addison  a 
Spectator  paper,  and  Henley  a  sonnet,  is  now  compressed 
into  the  tabloid  of  the  Limerick.  Every  tendency  of  our 
civilization  resorts  thither.  It  is  through  the  Limerick  that 
the  man  in  the  street  expresses  his  scorn  of  the  English 
spelling-ritual,  it  is  through  the  Limerick  that  our  news- 
papers utter  their  keenest  satire  of  our  chiefs  and  ex-chiefs, 
and  it  is  to  the  Limerick  that  our  hostesses  flee  for  dinner- 
cards  and  parlor  wit-contests.  To  the  changed  needs  of 
society  there  responds  the  voice  of  poetry. 

But,  as  is  usual  in  the  development  of  a  great  art-form, 
the  hands  of  the  untrained  and  uncomprehending  have 
warped  the  Limerick  towards  degeneracy.  With  time 
two  serious  faults  appear  more  and  more  constantly,  —  an 
excess  of  sense  and  a  lack  of  philosophy.  The  true  stanza, 
the  stanza  in  the  hands  of  its  first  master,  Edward  Lear, 
showed  no  such  lapses.  Lear  saw  also  the  value  of  that 
last  line  with  its  repetition  of  an  earlier  sound  and  earlier 
idea,  its  restful  summary.  Lear  knew  enough  to  write, 

There  was  an  Old  Man  who  said,  "Well! 
Will  nobody  answer  this  bell? 

I  have  pulled  day  and  night, 

Till  my  hair  has  grown  white, 
But  nobody  answers  this  bell!" 

Modern  Limerickians  forget  the  force  of  this  cunning 
recurrence,  and  by  introducing  a  new  idea  in  the  fifth 
line,  stray  after  that  Variety  the  excessive  craving  for 
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which  is  the  bane  of  our  modern  civilization.  Moreover, 
modern  writers  deviate  from  Lear,  always  to  their  own 
injury,  in  the  direction  of  so-called  sense.  They  have  not 
realized  the  truth  of  Whately's  comment  on  Jane  Austen's 
fools,  that  to  write  folly  and  nonsense  is  a  far  severer 
test  of  power  than  to  write  sense;  their  observation  is  too 
casual  to  perceive  that  the  outward  glitter  of  artificial 
folly  proclaims  only  its  inward  hollowness;  for  any  bit  of 
true  folly  is  at  core  parabolical  and  allusive,  full  of  that 
accord  with  things  not  ourselves  which  has  from  time 
immemorial  sanctified  the  fool. 

Not  that  the  personages  of  Mr.  Lear's  quincets  are 
fools.  On  the  contrary,  they  are  in  a  profound  sense 
types,  protagonists  of  the  minute  but  truthful  drama 
condensed  into  each  stanza.  They  are  (and  herein  is 
contained  the  philosophy  which  our  Limerickians  miss) 
exponents  of  a  principle  of  life  which  is,  even  in  that 
limited  arena  of  five  lines,  met  and  combated  by  its 
opposing  principle.  We  speak  admiringly  of  the  drama 
which  records  the  struggle  of  the  individual  against  the 
hostile  conventional  average  of  life;  we  sympathize  with 
Antigone  and  with  Magda;  we  read  with  appreciation 
the  work  of  the  French  savant  Le  Bon  dealing  with  the 
characteristics  of  that  "Crowd"  which  constitutes  the 
environment  of  each  of  us,  and  is  in  the  last  analysis 
Circumstance  and  Fate.  But  we  have  not  yet  connected 
these  feelings,  or  seen  their  relation  to  the  deeply  philo- 
sophical masterpiece  of  Edward  Lear  —  the  series  of  con- 
densed dramas  upon  whose  stage  the  eccentric  Individual 
contends  with  a  static  repressive  Society. 

The  Book  of  Nonsense  is  often,  perhaps  universally, 
treated  as  a  series  of  jeux  d'esprit  bearing  no  fundamental 
relation  whatever  to  life,  thrown  off  merely  as  the  froth 
of  an  ebullient  humor.  But  upon  any  serious  examina- 
tion the  fallacy  of  this  hasty  generalization  becomes  evi- 
dent, and  the  thoughtful  student  of  mob-psychology 
recognizes  with  respect  the  breadth  and  depth  of  Lear's 
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comprehension  of  that  complex  and  peculiar  personality, 
the  Crowd.  In  this  comprehension  he  has  been  preceded, 
but  hardly  surpassed,  by  Shakespeare,  by  Thackeray,  by 
other  masters  who  have  been  alive  to  the  character  of  the 
mob,  of  that  vague  yet  powerful  "They"  which  fills  the 
background  of  every  tale  and  of  all  history. 

To  the  casual  reader  of  Nonsense  this  statement  may 
seem  unwarranted,  but  the  most  cursory  examination 
will  reveal  its  truth.  Thus,  Le  Bon,  cataloguing  the 
characteristics  of  the  Crowd,  points  out  its  intolerance, 
dictatorialness,  and  conservatism,  its  instinctive  hostility 
to  change  of  any  sort,  its  impulsiveness  and  irritability, 
its  curiosity  and  credulity.  Now  while  Lear  has  not 
developed  all  these  traits  with  equal  fulness,  he  recognizes 
the  existence  of  each;  and  especially  does  he  dwell  on  the 
most  constant  and  powerful  of  them  all,  the  conservatism, 
the  hostility  to  the  unusual,  so  characteristic  of  the  Crowd. 
For  example,  when  the  Old  Man  with  a  Poker  paints 
his  face  with  red  ochre,  the  Crowd  at  once  exclaims 
"You're  a  Guy!"  when  the  Old  Man  of  Melrose  persists 
in  walking  on  the  tips  of  his  toes,  the  onlookers  frankly 
say  "It  ain't  pleasant  To  see  you  at  present";  the  un- 
feminine  conduct  of  the  Young  Lady  of  Lucca  embar- 
rasses her  fellow- townspeople;  the  citizens  of  Thermopylae 
inform  the  Old  Man  who  chooses  to  boil  eggs  in  his  shoes 
that  he  cannot  do  so  and  continue  to  reside  among  them; 
and  we  learn  that  the  conduct  of  that  Old  Man  of  the 
Border  who  danced  with  the  cat  and  made  tea  in  his  hat 
"vexed  all  the  folks  on  the  Border." 

It  is  the  solidarity  of  society  which  is  at  stake,  as  the 
Crowd  perceives,  and  to  preserve  which  it  instinctively 
though  blindly  raises  its  protest  against  individualism. 
So  great  is  the  demand  for  uniformity  that  popular  super- 
vision extends  itself  farther  than  over  conduct.  The 
people  of  Ealing  are  distressed  at  the  company  kept  by 
the  Old  Person  devoid  of  good  feeling;  and  the  Crowd 
even  insists  coldly  that  the  Old  Person  whom  nobody 
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happened  to  know  should  go  back  directly  to  his  own 
parish.  There  is  here,  perhaps,  something  of  hard  eco- 
nomic wisdom  in  guarding  the  community  from  unde- 
sirable immigration;  and  there  is  moral  sensibility  in  the 
reproof  of  the  Crowd  to  that  Old  Person  of  Sark  who 
made  an  unpleasant  remark.  In  this  connection  we 
should  note  the  dictum  of  Le  Bon  that  the  Crowd  is 
always  prudish. 

This  sensibility  is  frequently  exaggerated  to  irritability, 
and  may  result  in  deeds  of  violence.  The  Old  Man  with 
a  Gong,  who  bumped  at  it  all  the  day  long,  is  summarily 
smashed  by  the  exasperated  listeners;  the  Old  Person  of 
Buda,  whose  conduct  grew  ruder  and  ruder,  met  the 
same  retribution;  and  that  Old  Man  of  Whitehaven  who 
persisted  in  dancing  quadrilles  with  a  Raven  was  treated 
in  a  similar  manner  by  the  onlooking  Crowd,  indignant 
at  this  departure  from  the  normal. 

Other  general  traits  of  the  Crowd  are  clearly  brought 
out  by  Lear;  one  mentioned  but  insufficiently  emphasized 
by  Le  Bon  is  the  meddlesome  curiosity  of  the  idle  and 
observant  populace,  its  desire  not  only  to  be  informed  of 
the  purport  of  any  unusual  action,  but  to  interfere  with 
question  and  comment.  "Does  it  buzz?"  is  the  Crowd's 
query  to  the  Old  Man  in  the  Tree  who  was  horribly  bored 
by  a  bee;  "Does  it  fit?"  they  cry  out  to  the  Old  Man  in 
the  pale  plum-colored  vest.  "Is  it  small?"  they  ask  of 
the  Old  Man  contemplating  the  bird  in  the  bush.  "Is 
it  hot?"  they  shout  after  that  mendacious  person  of 
Gretna  who  rushed  down  the  crater  of  Etna.  "Are  these 
caps?"  they  demand  of  the  Old  Lady  of  Prague.  "Are 
you  dumb?"  they  ask  of  the  Young  Lady  of  Parma  whose 
conduct  grew  calmer  and  calmer.  They  inquire  of  the 
Old  Man  of  Toulouse  regarding  his  shoes,  of  the  Old 
Person  of  Deal  as  to  his  gait,  and  of  the  Old  Man  in  a 
garden  as  to  why  he  begs  every  one's  pardon.  In  a  word, 
their  curiosity  is,  as  in  the  actual  living  Crowd,  always 
watchful,  trivial,  and  personal. 
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A  lesser  form  of  this  curiosity,  the  tendency  to  gratui- 
tous and  officious  comment,  has  been  marked  in  the 
Crowd  since  the  friends  of  Job  paid  him  their  disciplinary 
visit;  yet  Le  Bon  passes  it  over  without  enlargement. 
This  propensity  Lear  illustrates  by  a  variety  of  cases. 
The  Crowd  abruptly  tells  the  Old  Man  in  a  boat  that  he 
is  not  afloat,  though  he  may  think  that  he  is;  they  proph- 
esy to  the  bibulous  Old  Person  of  Hurst  that  he  will  grow 
fatter,  and  to  the  Old  Person  of  Barnes  that  his  much- 
darned  clothes  will  certainly  wear  out.  Almost  invariably 
is  it  true  of  Lear's  Crowd,  as  in  life,  that  the  mob  finds  a 
sort  of  pleasure  in  predicting  evil  to  the  individual.  The 
Old  Man  in  a  Casement,  the  Old  Man  on  a  plunging 
horse,  and  that  Old  Person  of  Rye  who  anticipated 
modern  aviators  by  going  up  to  town  on  a  fly,  are 
all  informed  by  the  watching  Crowd  that  their  vaga- 
ries will  probably  result  in  injuries  to  themselves;  and 
the  intrusiveness  with  which  "They"  hasten  to  tell  the 
Old  Man  at  a  Junction  that  his  train  has  gone,  has 
in  it  obvious  satisfaction  —  the  satisfaction  of  the  in- 
tensely human  ego  which  perceives  that  in  the  race 
for  success  another  creature  has  shown  less  acumen  than 
itself. 

Another  interesting  aspect  of  the  Crowd's  tendency 
to  interfere  is  discussed  by  Lear  in  a  class  of  cases  in  which 
the  Crowd  attempts  to  relieve  physical  or  mental  distress. 
Not  only  is  this  characteristic  always  marked  in  the  half- 
educated,  but,  as  Lear  brings  out,  the  nature  of  the 
remedies  applied  is  truly  medieval,  illustrating  most  con- 
vincingly Le  Bon's  general  statement  that  a  Crowd,  at 
any  time,  is  of  a  lower  grade  of  civilization  than  the 
individual.  Examples  of  this  tendency  are  the  giving  of 
butter  to  the  Old  Person  seized  with  the  plague,  and  of 
cake  to  the  Old  Person  troubled  with  dreams;  the  way 
in  which  the  Crowd  spins  the  Old  Man  of  the  West  on 
his  nose  and  his  chin  to  cure  him  of  insomnia,  treats  the 
melancholy  Old  Man  of  Fife  to  music  and  a  salad,  and 
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offers  a  mixture  of  claretcup  and  caper  sauce  to  the  Old 
Man  afflicted  with  remorse. 

Notwithstanding  the  definiteness  with  which  Lear 
has  marked  the  general  idiosyncrasies  of  the  Crowd,  its 
conservatism,  its  frequently  annoying  curiosity  and  in- 
anity, —  he  has  not  forgotten  to  indicate  that  the  Crowd 
is  sometimes  nearer  right  than  the  capricious  or  ill- 
tempered  individual.  The  Crowd's  greeting  to  the  Old 
Person  of  Burton  is  perfectly  proper,  though  met  by  him 
with  extreme  rudeness;  they  reply  courteously  to  the 
ungracious  Young  Lady  in  Blue;  their  harsh  language  to 
the  Old  Man  at  a  station  who  made  a  promiscuous  ora- 
tion was  probably  justifiable  under  the  circumstances; 
and  the  conduct  of  the  Old  Person  of  Stroud  towards 
the  crowd  in  which  she  found  herself,  —  "Some  she  slew 
with  a  kick,  some  she  scrunched  with  a  stick, "  —  is  quite 
as  violent  as  the  most  severe  treatment  of  the  individual 
by  the  mob. 

Though  not  emphasizing  the  more  unpleasant  traits 
of  mob-psychology,  Lear  yet  acknowledges  their  exist- 
ence, while  reserving  stress  of  treatment  for  those  in- 
stincts of  conservatism  and  tendency  to  interference 
which  may  have  appealed  more  familiarly  to  him  as  an 
Englishman.  His  entire  work  is  a  most  striking  demon- 
stration of  the  inherent  antagonism  of  the  Individualistic 
and  Collectivistic  tendencies  in  humanity.  His  individ- 
uals, one  and  all,  take  the  extremest  liberties  of  action; 
while  his  populace,  conservative,  suspicious  of  the  unusual, 
keeps  a  watchful  eye  on  the  vagaries  of  the  single  member 
of  society.  Such  has  been  the  course  of  history;  such  is 
the  basis  of  racial  expression  in  literature  —  the  eternal 
conflict  of  the  anabolic  and  the  katabolic  tendencies.  We 
may  trace  it  in  their  recorded  growth  of  a  nation,  or  we 
may  find  it  delineated  in  the  work  of  a  literary  psycholo- 
gist like  Lear. 


"EFFICIENCY"  AND  EFFICIENCY 

IN  spite  of  the  harvest  of  lives  that  the  war  is  reaping, 
in  spite  of  the  shock  and  the  need  of  readjustment 
that  it  has  brought  upon  all  who  survive,  one  can  hardly 
doubt  that  the  most  significant  and  the  most  lasting 
changes  that  are  emerging  from  the  conflict  are  to  be  de- 
scribed in  terms  not  of  action  but  of  thought.    That  does 
not  mean,  to  be  sure,  that  the  war  has  begotten  any  new 
philosophy  or  any  new  type  of  literature:  it  seems  rather 
to  have  brought  into  disrepute  more  than  one  old  philos- 
ophy and  to  be  discrediting  a  whole  school  of  literature. 
To  speak  more  positively,  the  total  effect  of  the  war  has 
been  to  force  us  in  no  common  degree  to  examine  anew  the 
whole  set  of  commonplaces  that  we  have  long  cherished. 
It  has  forced  us  to  test  current  slogans  and  to  question 
revered  idols;  and  when  these  emblems  of  our  faith  have 
failed  to  satisfy  a  tortured  scepticism,  we  have  cast  about 
somewhat  hopelessly  for  a  substitute.    It  is  my  purpose  to 
suggest  what  seems  to  me  the  only  direction  hi  which  a 
substitute  is  likely  to  disclose  itself.    And  if  to  some  the 
direction  in  which  I  must  point  appears  grotesque,  the 
manner  of  the  search  obsolete,  and  the  issues  alien,  I  will 
only  ask  such  persons  whether  they  can  not  discern  in  the 
present  war  a  more  terrible  and  dramatic  instance  of  the 
same  struggle  that  is  in  our  midst.    For  the  struggle  in  its 
simplest  form,  as  I  see  it,  is  between  those  whose  concern 
is  a  maximum  quantity  of  life  and  those  whose  interest  at 
all  costs  is  in  the  quality  of  life.    Surely  any  reconciliation 
of  such  a  conflict,  however  far,  afield  it  carries  us,  is  not  to 
be  dismissed  as  irrelevant. 

I 

Perhaps  in  no  way  can  we  more  readily  convince  our- 
S(  Ives  of  the  current  tendency  than  by  recollecting  a  few 
of  the  popular  phrases  that  in  recent  years  have  enjoyed 

281 


282         The   Unpopular   Review 

the  greatest  vogue.  Let  us  remember  therefore  that  we 
have  magazines  whose  names  are  Success  and  System; 
that  the  dominant  ideal  in  education  to-day  has  become 
"training  for  efficiency;"  that  we  look  askance  at  "race 
suicide,"  and  greet  with  assurance  the  barely  defined 
science  of  "eugenics;"  that  we  have  taken  up  lustily  the 
watch-word  "  Safety  first."  It  needs  no  very  subtle  exam- 
ination to  discover  that  all  these  refrains  do  not  even  reach 
the  surface  of  things.  "  Nothing  succeeds  like  success,"  we 
chant,  begging  the  whole  question.  For  the  flaw  in  this 
gospel  of  success  and  science  and  efficiency  is  that  it  enables 
us  only  to  do  more  things  and  to  do  them  more  rapidly;  it 
never  asks  for  a  moment  whether  any  of  these  things  are 
worth  doing.  In  the  happy  jingle  of  the  street,  "we  don't 
know  where  we're  going,  but  we're  on  the  way,"  —  and,  it 
may  be  added,  we  are  going  faster  than  ever,  with  every 
modern  device  for  insuring  a  safe  journey.  What  I  pro- 
pose is  that  we  frankly  stop  to  look  at  our  tickets  first,  and 
see  whether  we  have  not  made  a  mistake  in  buying  them. 

Our  fundamental  mistake  appears  to  have  been  the 
cheerful  belief  that  if  we  could  do  certain  visible  things 
that  could  be  measured  scientifically  and  be  regulated,  as 
it  were,  with  levers,  all  desirable  ends  would  follow.  That 
has  been  the  error  no  more  of  the  individualist  with  his 
laissez  faire  notions  of  a  bountiful  Providence  dispensing 
happiness  in  a  world  of  cat-and-dog  rivalries,  than  of  the 
socialist,  whose  goose-step  democracy  marches  inevitably 
toward  a  state  of  bliss.  It  is  the  error  of  supposing  that 
any  manipulation  of  things  or  any  constitution  of  society 
can  relieve  us  of  the  constant  necessity  of  seeking,  as 
individual  human  beings,  insight  into  the  values  of  life 
and  a  perpetual  discipline  of  the  spirit. 

II 

It  would  be  dangerous,  of  course,  to  rule  out  of  court  too 
rigidly  the  claims  of  the  world  of  things.    We  have  in  all 
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ages  heard  voices  uplifted  against  an  excess  of  zeal  that 
should  part  soul  and  body.    It  is  possible,  we  are  told,  to 
be  good  though  poor;  and  Marcus  Aurelius  vouches  for 
the  possibility  of  living  well  even  in  a  palace.    But  the 
circumstance  in  itself  would  seem  to  justify  neither  pov- 
erty nor  wealth.    Martyrdom  may  be  blessed:  yet  it  may 
still  be  wrong  for  us  to  assist  in  the  increase  of  martyrdom. 
Again,  we  hear  at  times  the  admonition  of  comfortable 
people  who  find  in  "Horatian  contentment"  and  "Hora- 
tian  poverty"   the   ideal  which   the  discontented   poor 
should  make  their  own.     The  example  is  perhaps  un- 
fortunate; the  "poverty"  of  Horace  is  a  literary  conven- 
tion that  would  long  ago  have  been  forgotten  but  for  the 
poet's  genius  for  gracefully  looking  a  gift-horse  in  the 
mouth.     Yet  there  is  a  certain  element  of  poise  in  the 
Horatian  philosophy,  a  certain  emphasis  on  the  impor- 
tance of  the  attitude  of  mind,  that  may  too  easily  be  neg- 
lected.   The  reason  for  his  serving  as  an  example  to  the 
discontented  poor,  on  the  other  hand,  is  that  to  comfort- 
able defenders  of  the  status  quo  he  seems  to  answer  any 
plea  for  material  change.    To  them  the  insurgent  poor  are 
base  materialists:  not  so,  be  it  noted,  the  wealthy,  whose 
wealth  and  leisure  are  required,  they  assume,  for  culture. 
Yet  if  we  consider  St.  Francis  of  Assisi,  the  most  extreme 
type  of  poverty,  and  the  most  remarkable  instance  of  a 
man  who  lived  the  life  of  the  spirit,  we  must  recognize  that 
even  he  required  a  bare  minimum  of  food  and  leisure  and 
health.    In  the  egregious  marriage  of  body  and  soul  that 
constitutes  our  life,   a   complete  divorce  is  impossible. 
We  swing  between  insufficiency  and  surfeit  of  the  physical 
being;  nor  is  it  hard  to  discover,  in  the  case  of  individuals 
or  of  societies,  when  there  is  excess  in  either  direction. 
And  since  both  starvation  and  gluttony  bring  a  diminishing 
return,  the  problem  is  one  of  seeing  where  the  body  is  fed 
enough  to  liberate  the  spirit,  without  being  so  fattened  as 
to  play  the  tyrant.    Without  impertinence,  we  can  usually 
divide  our  friends  into  two  classes:  those  who  use  things  as 
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instruments,  and  those  who  are  the  instruments  of  things. 
(What  effect  has  the  telephone  on  our  lives?)  Now  it  is 
probable  that  St.  Francis,  great  as  he  was,  must  be  ad- 
judged to  have  been  incapable  of  certain  activities. 
Realizing,  with  all  ascetics,  that  a  state  of  exaltation  and 
of  blessedness  is  possible  without  pleasure,  he  deliberately 
turned  his  back  on  many  of  the  activities  that  make  for 
completeness  of  life.  His  ideal  was  the  hectic  glow  of 
fever,  not  the  ruddy  glow  of  health.  There  are  pur- 
poses of  indubitable  worth  whose  pursuit  is  dependent  on 
a  broader  physical  basis,  a  more  generous  leisure,  a  more 
lordly  use  of  things.  To  mention  but  one  instance,  it  is 
this  margin  of  life  that  is  a  condition  of  art. 

A  similar  appreciation  of  the  interdependence  of  things 
and  men  is  being  achieved  from  the  other  side.  The 
economic  sciences  are  becoming  less  dismal  as  they 
recognize  their  limitations  and  abandon  their  strictly 
deterministic  pretensions  in  favor  of  a  more  psychological 
tendency.  The  "economic  man,"  always  an  unpleasant 
myth,  seems  to  be  now  a  discarded  myth.  In  the  labor 
movement,  Marx  probably  counts  less  to-day  than  at  any 
recent  time.  To  Mill's  famous  dictum  about  the  failure  of 
machinery  to  cause  any  real  increase  in  happiness,  we 
have  a  hopeful  answer  in  the  title  and  the  method  of 
Professor  Pigou's  Wealth  and  Welfare.  The  economic 
interpretation  of  history  is  waning:  a  Buckle  would  now 
be  a  curiosity,  and  Mr.  Trevelyan  has  lately  reminded  us 
that  Clio  is  a  Muse.  In  the  world  of  things,  human 
motives  and  human  ideals  are  coming  into  their  own. 

HI 

Yet  having  made  this  double  recognition  of  the  relation 
of  things  and  men,  we  must  not  permit  even  a  regenerate 
economic  and  political  faith  to  master  us.  For  the  hard 
truth  transpires  that  economic  and  political  methods  can 
do  much  to  affect  the  quantity  of  life;  they  can  do  almost 
nothing  to  affect  its  quality.  It  is  for  this  reason  that  the 
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cry  of  "Democracy"  or  of  "Votes  for  Women"  or  of  a 
"Minimum  Wage,"  like  "Safety  first,"  must  be  regarded 
as  only  a  prelude.  They  may  be  justified,  to  be  sure,  by 
the  hope  of  good  things  to  follow;  but  there  is  nothing  in 
them  that  is  intrinsically  good,  —  or  bad.  "Safety  first," 
if  applied  to  the  incidents  of  a  burglar's  life,  is  to  be  con- 
demned. The  truth  behind  both  political  and  economic 
democracy  is  not  that  there  is  any  beauty  or  merit  in 
equality,  as  such,  but  that  equality  of  opportunity  is  a 
tool  for  enabling  individuals  to  become  complete  men, 
each  in  accordance  with  his  capacity.  Liberation  from 
undue  economic  pressure  and  from  the  arbitrary  wills  of 
other  men  is  only  the  beginning;  a  well  pulled  trigger  does 
not  justify  a  badly  aimed  gun.  In  like  manner,  although 
humanitarianism  is  not  to  be  scorned,  either  as  a  useful 
social  element  or  as  a  trait  in  individual  character,  it  is 
chiefly  a  palliative  to  political  or  economic  injustice,  and 
can  never  carry  us  far  in  the  free  pursuit  of  ends.  As  a 
creed,  it  is  a  vicious  circle.  On  every  hand,  then,  we  are 
driven  back  to  seek  for  some  standard  of  value  that  shall 
sanction  the  launching  of  all  our  activities,  whether 
organized  or  scattered,  whether  seeking  ends  or  seeking 
the  means  of  attaining  ends.  Our  guide  in  this  search,  I 
suspect,  will  prove  to  be  a  changed  attitude  toward 
education. 

IV 

We  must  not  feel  surprised  or  disappointed  if  this 
answer  to  so  large  a  question  at  first  seems  a  mere  plati- 
tude. Indeed,  perhaps  we  should  rather  experience  a 
sense  of  relief  if  we  find  in  so  familiar  an  institution  as 
education  the  key  to  the  all-important  secret.  But  the 
familiarity  of  the  mere  word  should  not  lull  us  into  a 
dangerous  sense  of  security.  Our  fathers  had  the  good 
sense,  when  they  established  this  Republic,  to  see  that 
democracy  requires  education  as  a  corollary;  and  to  them 
we  owe  the  beginnings  of  our  far-reaching  school  system. 
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Nevertheless  education  to-day  displays  two  tendencies, 
both  of  which  vitiate  its  aim,  and  which  together  threaten 
the  whole  fibre  of  our  civilization. 

It  is  the  college  that  we  should  expect  to  find  devoted 
to  stimulating  in  its  students  an  appreciation  of  values,  an 
assimilation  of  whatever  experience  would  enable  them  to 
criticize  the  direction  of  modern  life,  to  scrutinize  its 
quality.  Such  an  awakening  of  the  critical  faculty  and 
fortifying  of  the  character  would  seem  indeed  to  be  the 
raison  d'etre  of  the  college.  Yet  the  college  is  besieged  on 
the  one  hand  by  those  who  resent  anything  that  savors  of 
aloofness;  they  demand  that  the  college  shall  be  "prac- 
tical" and  "democratic,"  and  shall  train  for  vocational 
efficiency.  What  this  means  is  simply  that  Demos  desires 
to  perpetuate  by  means  of  the  college  his  own  unexamined 
ideals  and  life  —  to  propagate  his  kind  as  efficiently  as 
possible.  Now  the  one  thing  that  the  college  should  not 
be  is  democratic,  in  this  sense  of  the  word.  It  should,  no 
doubt,  strive  to  open  its  doors  without  prejudice  to  all 
who  are  qualified  to  learn  of  it;  but  it  should  not  by  any 
means  echo  in  its  teaching  the  ambitions  and  beliefs  of  its 
constituency  unless  it  candidly  finds  those  ambitions  and 
beliefs  to  be  the  most  admirable  ones  within  its  ken. 
Otherwise  it  will  act  as  a  mere  accelerator  on  a  rapidly 
revolving  graphophone.  On  the  other  hand,  the  college 
is  subject  to  pressure  from  the  methods  and  ambitions 
of  higher  education,  which  too  often  is  prone  to  care 
only  to  add  new  titles  to  an  index  of  unexamined  things. 
Pure  learning,  if  it  is  not  guarded  by  a  constant  interest 
in  human  values,  tends  to  refine  away  all  in  its  field  that 
really  matters.  "Ah,  gentlemen,"  cried  a  lecturer  in  an 
ancient  university,  not  many  years  ago,  "when  will  you 
ever  know  the  rapture  of  a  pure  fact?"  Probably,  his 
hearers  might  have  answered,  when  the  fact  should  be- 
come so  related  to  other  considerations  that  it  would  have 
ceased  to  be  "pure."  It  is  this  bias  in  favor  of  the  "pure 
fact"  that  goes  far  to  bring  graduate  study  into  disrepute. 
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From  the  training  that  the  doctorate  involves,  with  its 
emphasis  on  the  investigation  of  facts,  and  its  all  but  total 
neglect  of  the  interest  in  values  which  the  teacher  should 
possess,  one  is  tempted  to  suppose  that  the  case  is  one 
of  doctor  a  non  docendo.  Between  the  nether  stone  of 
a  democratic  demand  for  a  "practical"  line  of  facts, 
and  the  upper  stone  of  scientific  method  and  disinter- 
ested fact,  the  fear  is  that  little  food  will  be  ground; 
the  college  will  teach  only  to  acquire,  no  longer  to  dis- 
criminate. 

V 

The  time  has  come,  we  are  compelled  to  believe,  for  a 
revival  of  humanistic  studies  and  a  revival  of  the  hu- 
manistic attitude,  in  all  subjects  in  which  such  an  attitude 
is  appropriate.  Although  the  attempt  to  define  humanism 
is  always  more  profitable  than  successful,  perhaps  it  may 
serve  here  to  define  it  as  the  critical  study  of  the  expe- 
rience of  man  in  his  search  for  standards  of  worth.  It  will 
immediately  be  objected,  and  rightly  objected,  that  the 
business  of  the  school  is  chiefly  to  furnish  its  pupils  with 
elementary  facts,  rather  than  to  confuse  their  immature 
minds  with  critical  considerations;  that  the  chief  business 
of  the  graduate  school  is  to  train  its  students  to  cope  with 
new  and  unfamiliar  facts.  So  much  may  be  granted;  yet 
we  may  still  urge  that  the  business  of  the  school  is  also  to 
afford  a  discipline  in  taste,  as  well  as  a  knowledge  of  facts; 
that  the  graduate  school  is  a  perversion,  if  it  neglects  all 
humane  considerations;  and  that  the  middle  ground,  the 
college,  should  be  the  very  home  of  the  humanities.  At 
present,  as  all  the  world  knows,  for  each  of  us,  from  the 
child  in  the  nursery  who  plays  with  mechanical  toys,  to 
his  father  who  manages  a  factory,  almost  all  training, 
whether  in  languages  or  in  history  or  in  politics  or  in 
physics,  is  not  humanistic  but  scientific. 

The  old  "humanities,"  so  far  as  they  are  remembered  at 
all,  are  generally  an  object  of  contempt.  Perhaps  we  un- 
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consciously  parody  the  Tacitus  whom  we  despise,  and  hold 
omne  ignotum  pro  malefico.  As  for  the  literature  of  the 
Hellenes,  we  outdo  the  mediaeval  monks  who  super- 
stitiously  cried,  "Graecum  est!  non  legendum  est!"  At  the 
risk  of  treading  ground  where  even  the  most  experienced 
fear  to  tread,  let  us  review  the  modern  substitutes  for  the 
old  humanities.  Science  and  mathematics,  although  in- 
dispensable in  their  sphere,  can  never  fill  the  desired  place, 
since  they  can  never  touch  life  from  the  side  of  values. 
Even  philosophy,  apart  from  the  fact  that  it  is  strong  meat 
for  young  students,  and  is  best  approached  in  connection 
with  other  subjects,  often  tends  to  emphasize  its  scientific, 
rather  than  its  humanistic  side.  In  like  manner,  econom- 
ics still  shares  inevitably  too  much  with  the  deterministic 
sciences,  and  government  is  too  narrowly  descriptive  in 
scope,  to  meet  our  need.  Government,  of  course,  offers 
a  chance  for  the  exercise  of  a  critical  point  of  view;  yet 
for  such  criticism  the  young  student  in  most  cases  can  not 
have  sufficient  knowledge  or  experience.  What  then  of 
modern  literature  and  history,  which  are  now  happily 
regarded  as  inseparable?  Certainly,  as  humanities,  these 
subjects  are  the  best  that  we  have  considered;  their  matter 
can  be  studied  in  a  critical  spirit,  as  the  manifestation  of 
varied  experience  in  the  quest  for  the  valuable.  It  has 
the  advantage  of  kinship  with  contemporary  interests. 
What  more  can  be  desired?  Why  seek  to  go  farther  and 
call  up  the  ghosts  of  antiquity?  An  able  writer  has  argued 
in  the  Atlantic  Monthly  l  that  modern  literature  and  his- 
tory if  studied  from  a  truly  humane  point  of  view,  are 
the  only  practicable  substitute  for  the  old  humanities. 
The  stars  in  their  courses  fight  in  his  favor;  he  argues 
chiefly  to  justify  what  amounts  to  a  fait  accompli.  For 
so  far  as  we  have  to-day  any  effective  training  of  a  hu- 
manistic character,  it  must  be  sought  in  the  main  in  the 
departments  of  modern  literature.  Yet  it  is  still  fair  to 

1  English  as  Humane  Letter  s,  by  Frank  Aydelotte,  Atlantic  Monthly,  Septem- 
ber, 1914. 
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ask  whether  the  present  training  is  nearly  as  effective  and 
valuable  as  the  older  humanities  were  and  still  could  he. 
And  if  we  find  that  it  is  not,  we  shall  do  no  more  than  is 
right  if  we  insist  that  every  practicable  step  be  taken  to 
secure  the  older  type  of  training  for  all  who  can  profit  by 
it.  What,  then,  in  brief,  can  the  classical  training  give 
that  the  modern  training  can  not  give? 

VI 

The  classics  have  the  initial  advantage  of  remoteness 
from  the  insistency  of  every-day  life.  The  task  of  ac- 
commodating the  mind  to  the  understanding  of  an  alien 
tongue  and  of  an  alien  civilization  requires  in  itself  a 
critical  use  of  the  mind,  constant  alertness  of  observation, 
and  a  persistent  testing  of  values  that  is  unusual  in  the 
contact  with  a  familiar  environment.  The  stranger  sees 
more  than  the  native;  the  returning  traveller  sees  more  in 
his  own  country  than  does  his  untravelled  neighbor. 
Hence  an  acquaintance  with  an  alien  civilization  is  the  best 
antidote  for  local  conceit  and  complacency;  it  keeps  one 
from  taking  things  too  easily  for  granted.  Curiously 
enough,  the  critical  examination  of  ancient  life  is  the 
surest  cure  for  a  false  brand  of  conservatism.  For  such 
examination  convinces  us  that  the  bare  and  isolated  facts 
of  history  never  "prove"  anything,  although  they  may 
be  interpreted  so  as  to  prove  a  great  deal.  And  it  is  in  the 
task  of  interpretation  that  a  most  valuable  training  is  to  be 
found.  Any  one  who  has  taught  a  college  class  in  English 
Composition  knows  the  comparative  futility  of  coaxing 
students  to  write  before  they  have  anything  to  say.  For 
that  reason  English  Composition  is  usually  as  edifying  as 
the  table  manners  of  a  Barmicide  feast.  When  thought, 
however,  comes  first,  and  expression  second,  when  compo- 
sition is  made  the  adjunct  of  sober  study,  there  is  more 
profit  in  the  process. 

Mere  remoteness  from  daily  life,  to  be  sure,  would  be  a 
doubtful  gain.     Yet  only  blindness  can  fail  to  see  in 
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classical  literature,  despite  its  remoteness,  the  certain 
evidences  of  kinship  with  us.  In  the  record  of  the  Greeks 
and  the  Romans  we  can  read  vividly  the  development  of 
our  own  minds,  the  vestiges  of  those  common  elements  in 
humanity  that  never  die,  the  chronicle  of  ultimate  laws  of 
our  nature  (as  opposed  to  the  laws  of  things),  the  chart  of 
whatever  types  of  experience  have  seemed  worth  striving 
for  and  worth  remembering.  To  deny  the  kinship  of  this 
experience  with  ours  is  to  forget  the  whole  purport  of 
Emerson's  conception  of  history.  Sometimes,  of  course, 
an  appeal  to  the  past  is  made  in  the  interest  of  a  stubborn 
conservatism.  "When  we  can  see,"  it  is  said,  "what  has 
stood  the  test  of  time,  why  risk  a  change?"  Such  an 
appeal  to  the  past  is  two-edged.  For  it  is  not  accidental 
that  certain  types  of  experience  have  stood  the  test  of 
time;  they  are  rooted  in  the  depths  of  human  nature. 
But  it  remains  for  criticism  to  discover  what  is  the  per- 
manent, what  the  changing;  to  ask,  for  example,  what  in 
Plato  is  for  all  time,  and  what  is  due  to  his  limitations. 
One  may  become  a  radical  in  one's  convictions  about 
certain  political  or  economic  conditions  to-day,  simply  be- 
cause one  holds  that  certain  changes  in  the  use  of  things 
are  required  in  order  to  conserve  ends  that  were  conceived 
long  ago. 

Further,  the  experience  of  the  Greeks  and  the  Romans 
has  been  transmitted  in  a  form  that  is  peculiarly  accessible 
and  attractive.  Their  happy  gift  enabled  them  pre- 
eminently to  fulfill  Franklin's  definition  of  greatness; 
they  "wrote  things  worth  reading  and  did  things  worth 
writing."  Living  intensely,  playing  constantly  the  part  of 
soldier,  statesman,  and  priest,  they  lived,  felt,  thought, 
and  sang  almost  in  a  single  act.  Among  them  the  closet- 
poet,  the  detached  spectator,  the  professional  psychologist, 
was  the  exception,  rather  than  the  rule.  Their  thought 
was  less  often  couched  in  abstract  terms  than  concentrated 
in  personality.  Homer  and  Sophocles,  Catullus  and 
Virgil  expressed  the  very  ages  of  which  their  lives  were  a 
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part;  Plato  and  Cicero  interpreted  their  ages  by  opposing 
them.  How  few  modern  men  of  letters  can  in  any  similar 
degree  pretend  to  express  the  life  of  their  day,  —  except 
to  reflect  its  incoherence! 

Partly  because  of  this  natural  relation  of  the  ancient 
writer  to  his  environment,  partly  because  of  something 
which  must  be  set  down  simply  as  genius,  his  work,  unlike 
all  but  the  rarest  and  least  read  of  contemporary  writing, 
rings  true  because  it  comes  from  the  heart  and  centre  of 
things.  Though  not  given  to  uncharitableness,  one  can 
not  but  find  much  of  even  the  most  able  literature  of 
recent  years  given  not  to  the  portrayal  of  the  broadly 
human,  not  to  the  observation  of  the  will  in  action  and  the 
workings  of  the  laws  of  human  nature,  but  to  the  ex- 
ploitation of  idiosyncracy  for  idiosyncracy's  sake.  This 
absence  of  the  central,  this  stress  on  aimless  mood  and 
easy-going  sentiment  at  the  expense  of  character,  this 
failure  to  discriminate  among  values,  is  responsible  for  the 
impetus  that  modern  literature  has  given  to  our  already 
violent  tendency  to  prefer  quantity  to  quality.  And  it 
would  be  a  sufficient  reason,  were  there  no  other,  for  us  to 
refuse  to  accept  modern  literature  as  an  adequate  sub- 
stitute for  the  classics.  For,  in  a  word,  modern  literature, 
compared  with  ancient,  is  a  relaxation  and  a  confusion  of 
the  spirit  rather  than  a  discipline.  These  are  hard  words, 
I  am  aware;  yet  they  are  intended  in  no  hostility  toward 
the  modern  literature.  I  do  not  forget  Dante  and  Shake- 
speare and  Milton  and  the  host  of  lesser  poets  without 
whom  our  heritage  would  be  immeasurably  poorer;  I  do 
not  forget  Moliere  and  Cervantes  and  Goethe,  Thackeray 
and  Browning.  But  setting  aside  all  considerations  of 
racial  pride  or  of  inertia,  and  regarding  only  the  single 
problem  of  finding  the  best  humanistic  training,  I  hold 
that  the  study  of  the  classics  is  beyond  question  su- 
preme. The  results  of  the  two  types  of  training,  wher- 
ever they  have  had  a  fair  field,  seem  to  support  my  con- 
viction. 
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VII 

It  is  only  fair  to  recognize  the  present  short-comings  of 
classical  training.  For  many  years  the  friends  of  the 
classics  have  perhaps  erred,  tactically  if  not  essentially, 
by  claiming  a  too  exclusive  position  for  their  subject.  The 
world  of  knowledge  and  of  action  is  larger  to-day  than  it 
was  when  the  classical  curriculum  was  planned;  and 
classicists  have  not  always  reckoned  with  the  fact.  Too 
often  they  have  neglected  the  claims  of  the  student  whose 
main  interest  lies  in  another  field,  yet  for  whom  a  modicum 
of  classics  may  give  a  precious  insight  into  the  nature  of 
humanism.  Too  often  the  study  of  the  classics  has  meant 
the  mere  translation  of  restricted  texts  and  elucidation 
thereof,  with  little  attempt  to  penetrate  their  vital  signifi- 
cance or  their  relation  to  the  context  of  civilization  in 
ancient  and  in  modern  times.  Between  the  school-boy's 
cramming  of  facts  and  the  graduate  student's  compilation 
of  facts,  there  has  too  seldom  persisted  in  the  college  any 
humane  criticism  of  the  content  of  the  classics.  Yet 
these  errors  of  method  should  not  obscure  the  intrinsic 
claims  of  the  old  humanities.  Nor,  indeed,  should  they 
prevent  us  from  seeing  the  propriety  of  applying  the 
humanistic  ideal  in  a  larger  scope.  If  I  have  seemed  to  do 
scant  justice  to  modern  pretenders  to  the  role  of  humanistic 
studies,  it  is  not  because  I  do  not  appreciate  the  worth  and 
importance  of  modern  literature  and  history,  of  philosophy 
and  the  political  sciences.  Again,  I  hope  I  am  not  so  far 
lacking  in  a  sense  of  humor  as  to  suppose  that  a  generation 
of  classical  students  is  all  that  is  needed  for  a  renaissance 
of  the  art  of  letters  or  of  the  more  elusive  art  of  happiness. 
Least  of  all  would  I  seem  to  ignore  the  plain  fact  that  we 
are  never  likely  to  see  an  actual  restoration  of  the  old  train- 
ing to  all  its  sovereignty,  even  if  such  a  restoration  were 
altogether  desirable.  What  I  do  contend  is  that  a  certain 
element  of  the  old  humanism  should  find  a  place  in  all 
education,  fitting  its  methods  to  the  capacities  of  its 
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students,  and  that  something  of  the  humanistic  ideal 
should  pervade  every  subject  that  treats  of  human  life. 
Strange  is  the  lot  of  the  humanist  to-day.  "Remote, 
unfriended,  melancholy,  slow,"  he  "drags  at  each  remove 
a  lengthening  chain."  For  this  spiritual  isolation  he  is  not 
altogether  to  blame.  It  is  due  to  his  loyalty  to  the  fun- 
damental and  perpetually  increasing  heritage  of  humanity, 
to  which  others  have  proved  false.  In  the  face  of  a  world 
of  things,  against  those  whose  god  is  the  science  of  speed, 
he  alone,  as  it  sometimes  seems,  upholds  the  primal  gift 
of  man,  —  the  power  to  discriminate  and  to  choose. 


HISTORY,   WAR,   AND   WOMEN 

ONE  of  the  most  charming  of  American  essayists  has 
recently  deprecated  the  tendency  to  rewrite  history 
with  less  emphasis  on  nationalism,  and  less  space  devoted 
to  wars.1  Miss  Repplier's  pages  abound  with  evidences 
of  historical  erudition,  and  it  was  doubtless  inadvertently 
that  she  gave  the  impression  that  she  considered  this  a 
new  movement,  and  one  inaugurated  by  women.  It  was 
Voltaire  who  said  that  little  of  importance  about  a  people 
could  be  learned  from  accounts  of  its  wars  and  treaties. 
The  reader  of  history,  he  believed,  should  be  able  to  dis- 
cover the  extent  of  a  nation's  resources  before  a  war,  and 
whether  the  war  increased  or  diminished  them;  why  one 
nation  was  powerful  upon  the  seas;  what  had  been  the 
effects  of  colonial  possessions  upon  another;  how  arts  and 
industries  had  arisen  and  traveled  from  land  to  land;  how 
institutions  and  laws  had  developed.  "On  saurait  ainsi 
Thistoire  des  hommes,  au  lieu  de  savoir  une  faible  partie 
de  1'histoire  des  rois  et  des  cours."  In  this  spirit  Voltaire 
and  the  men  of  his  generation  revolutionized  the  writing 
of  history,  and  at  the  present  day  no  historian,  with  the 
possible  exception  of  a  few  Englishmen  of  the  old  school, 
would  dream  of  writing  the  history  of  a  people  or  of  a 
period  which  should  be  purely  political  or  military,  with- 
out expressly  limiting  himself  to  the  military  or  political 
field. 

If  Miss  Repplier's  disapproval  is  based  upon  the  use 
of  history  as  propaganda,  whether  peace  propaganda, 
feminist  propaganda,  or  propaganda  of  any  sort,  those 
to  whose  hearts  the  cause  of  history  is  dear  will  support 
her  gladly.  But  if,  as  the  concluding  paragraphs  of  her 
article  suggest,  what  she  objects  to  is  the  reduction  of  the 
emphasis  still  laid  upon  war  in  the  pages  of  many  of  our 

1  Atlantic  Monthly,  May. 
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historical  works,  we  have  perhaps  the  key  to  her  attitude 
toward  war,  and  to  that  of  many  who  are  fighting  in 
European  trenches,  or  looking  forward  to  the  construc- 
tion of  trenches  in  which  Americans  are  one  day  to  fight. 

In  Germany,  where  some  of  the  most  valuable  his- 
torical work  of  modern  times  has  been  done,  the  move- 
ment to  include  in  history  all  that  has  been  dreamed  and 
planned  and  achieved  in  the  field  of  human  activity 
came  into  contact  with  another  in  the  middle  of  the 
nineteenth  century.  This  was  the  movement  to  make  the 
teaching  of  history  a  vehicle  for  the  teaching  of  patriotism. 
The  combination  of  the  two  ideas  appears  in  the  words 
of  a  German  educator,  written  in  1877:  "If  we  are  to 
strengthen  German  national  spirit  in  the  schools  —  and 
truly  it  seems  as  if  we  must  do  so  —  let  us  lay  more  stress 
upon  securing  knowledge  and  comprehension  of  those 
national  achievements  which  are  more  fundamental  than 
battle-cries  and  trumpet  calls :  the  manifestations  of  Ger- 
man thought,  German  science  and  art."  In  the  Prussian 
schools  this  movement  to  inculcate  patriotism  through 
the  teaching  of  history  was  fortified  by  specific  instruc- 
tion as  to  the  great  services  of  the  house  of  Hohenzollern. 
And  it  has  more  than  once  been  surmised,  since  the  out- 
break of  the  war,  that  the  firm  belief  of  the  German 
people  in  their  Kultur  and  in  their  Kaiser  is  not  uncon- 
nected with  the  fact  that  in  German  schools  the  teaching 
of  history  is  to  a  certain  extent  patriotic  propaganda. 

In  lands  of  English  speech,  the  movement  to  consider 
history  as  something  more  than  political  history  made 
its  way  more  slowly  than  in  Germany.  It  was  in  1869 
that  John  Richard  Green  wrote:  "If  some  of  the  conven- 
tional figures  in  military  and  political  history  occupy  in 
my  pages  less  than  the  space  usually  given  them,  it  is 
because  I  have  had  to  find  a  place  for  figures  little  heeded 
in  common  history  —  the  figures  of  the  missionary,  the 
poet,  the  printer,  the  merchant,  or  the  philosopher." 
But  these  figures  were  slow  in  finding  their  way  into  the 
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text-books,  unless  there  was  about  them  some  aura  of 
adventurous  legend.  They  finally  did  so,  however,  and 
in  America  the  movement  to  lessen  the  space  given  to 
wars,  and  to  teach  history  not  as  patriotism  but  as  a 
means  of  making  patriotism  more  sane  and  intelligent, 
is  no  longer  a  new  one,  and  has  made  very  substantial 
progress. 

The  most  convincing  evidence  of  this  fact  is  the  appear- 
ance in  print  of  mournful  complaints  that  the  modern 
text-books  of  American  history,  which  have  superseded 
the  canary-colored  text-book  of  our  childhood,  do  not 
arouse  emotion  or  bring  a  flash  to  the  eye;  that  romance 
and  poetry  are  banished  from  their  pages;  that  John 
Smith's  life  is  no  longer  saved  by  Pocahontas,  and  Wolfe 
quotes  no  more  the  immortal  lines  of  Gray.  Yet  the  most 
rhapsodic  account  of  the  canary-colored  text-book  fails 
to  make  the  judicious  grieve  that  it  has  been  banished 
from  our  schools.  For  Mrs.  Hemans'  description  of  the 
stern  New  England  coast,  and  the  stirring  verses  about 
Paul  Revere  and  Barbara  Frietchie  are  still  accessible, 
and  they  never  belonged  in  a  text-book  of  American 
history.  And  John  Smith  and  Pocahontas  are  still  to  be 
found  in  the  best  of  the  newer  books,  performing  deeds 
more  authentic  and  equally  thrilling.  Even  Wolfe,  after 
many  vicissitudes  among  the  historians,  again  quotes  the 
Elegy ',  though  not  while  achieving  the  impossible,  as  the 
canary-colored  text-book  would  have  him,  "floating  up" 
the  St.  Lawrence  at  ebb-tide,  but  as  even  the  incorrigible 
romanticist  G.  K.  Chesterton  is  satisfied  to  have  it,  before 
he  got  within  earshot  of  the  enemy.  And  it  is  conceivably 
more  useful  for  the  little  girl  to  learn,  as  she  will  from  the 
modern  text-book,  the  real  reasons  why  the  United  States 
is  no  longer  a  part  of  the  British  empire,  than  for  her  eyes 
to  flash  over  injustices  that  never  were  committed. 

The  difference  between  the  old  text-books  and  the  new 
are  indeed  great,  and  it  is  a  difference  which  is  funda- 
mental. And  it  is  definitely  worth  while  seriously  to 
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consider  the  differences  between  the  new  history  teaching 
and  the  old.  For  the  results  of  the  new  teaching  have 
not  yet  shown  themselves,  and  the  present  generation 
was  trained  in  the  school  of  the  old-fashioned  text-book. 
The  men  who  jump  to  the  conclusion  that  the  groups  of 
young  men  in  the  universities  who  are  working  for  the 
limitation  of  armaments  must  be  mollycoddles;  the  jingoes 
who  criticize  President  Wilson;  the  women  who  write 
about  the  nobility  of  war;  all  were  trained  in  the  old 
school  of  history  that  glorified  war  and  taught  false 
patriotism,  and  more  wisely-directed  studies  in  maturer 
years  have  not  dispelled  these  distorted  impressions  of 
their  childhood. 

I  presume  that  the  experience  of  myself  and  my  brothers 
and  sisters  was  a  fairly  typical  one.  Like  all  healthy, 
normal  human  beings,  we  gloried  in  conflict.  We  drank 
in  eagerly  the  stories  of  Greek  and  Roman  heroes.  We 
dramatized  Macaulay's  Lays,  defending  the  bridge  as 
Horatius,  and  enheartening  our  followers  with  the  white 
plume  of  Navarre.  We  girls  were  seldom  cast  for  the 
protagonist,  since  sword  fodder  had  to  be  provided,  and 
it  was  usually  the  dominant  male  who  strode  through 
seas  of  gore  over  our  chubby  corpses.  But  our  zeal  in 
these  conflicts  was  as  great  as  our  brother's,  and  I  do  not 
think  it  was  a  matter  of  sex,  but  a  subtle  difference  already 
in  our  training,  and  perhaps  a  more  awakened  aesthetic 
sense  recoiling  at  the  havoc  wrought  by  a  bleeding  nose, 
which  kept  us  from  sympathetic  understanding  of  our 
brother's  horror,  when  one  day  our  mother  set  forth  the 
theory  of  defensive  warfare.  He  had  been  worsted  in  a 
fray  with  a  street  urchin,  and  upon  being  told  that  of 
course  when  a  boy  was  attacked  he  had  to  fight,  but  that 
he  ought  never  to  be  the  one  to  begin,  he  pondered  deeply. 
Then  he  raised  a  streaked  and  puffy  face,  and  said  in  a 
tone  of  dismay:  "But,  Mother,  if  everybody  acted  like 
that,  there  would  never  be  any  fights!"  Perhaps  it  is 
the  memory  of  this  incident  that  prevents  my  feeling  with 
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Miss  Repplier  that  it  is  important  to-day  to  distinguish 
between  aggressive  and  defensive  warfare.  No  modern 
nation  believes  in  aggressive  warfare:  no  nation  fights 
except  in  self-defense;  have  we  not  a  rainbow  of  official 
documents  to  prove  it?  Yet  there  is  war  in  Europe. 

Heroes  to  us  were  warriors,  but  they  were  warriors 
whom  art  had  robbed  of  the  unattractive  aspects  of 
battle.  On  our  dining-room  wall  hung  a  steel  engraving 
of  Washington  leading  a  charge  at  the  battle  of  Princeton, 
in  immaculate  uniform  and  upon  a  perfectly  groomed 
horse.  It  was  in  such  guise,  and  with  such  graceful  ges- 
tures, that  one  saved  one's  country.  Abraham  Lincoln, 
who  hung  opposite,  had  saved  his  country  too,  but  the 
artist  had  not  caught  him  in  the  act,  apparently,  for  he 
wore  a  frock  coat.  All  the  statues  in  the  public  squares 
of  our  town  were  of  generals  saving  their  country,  reining 
in  their  steeds  and  looking  magnificently  martial.  And 
one  day  every  year  we  were  taken  down  to  Father's  office, 
and  there  were  flags  everywhere,  and  bands  played  music 
that  gave  us  a  queer  excited  feeling,  and  live  heroes 
marched  by,  to  put  flowers  on  the  graves  of  their  dead 
comrades.  Mother  always  put  flowers  on  Uncle  John's 
grave  that  day,  because  she  said  that  he  too  had  died  a 
hero's  death,  but  we  knew  better  than  that.  We  were 
very  fond  of  Uncle  John,  but  he  had  never  been  in  any 
war,  and  died  of  fever  after  taking  care  of  the  tenement 
people  during  an  epidemic. 

When  our  official  study  of  history  began,  our  book  was 
not  canary  colored,  but  it  had  a  very  satisfactory  frontis- 
piece, made  up  of  little  pictures  grouped  around  Washing- 
ton's portrait.  They  were  scenes  of 

Battles,  sieges,  fortunes, 
Of  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  field, 
Of  hair-breadth  'scapes  i'  th'  imminent  deadly  breach, 

in  which  the  actors  were  Indians,  explorers,  Redcoats, 
and  northern  and  Confederate  troops.     I  refreshed  my 
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memory  by  a  glance  at  that  frontispiece  the  other  day, 
and  I  saw  under  Washington's  portrait  a  figure  I  do  not 
remember  ever  noticing  before:  a  woman  holding  a  bird 
against  her  breast.  If  we  ever  did  notice  that  symbol,  it 
never  interested  us  sufficiently  to  impel  us  to  inquire  what 
it  represented. 

We  had  to  wade  through  some  uninteresting  material 
to  find  the  accounts  that  went  with  the  pictures,  and  we 
had  little  assistance  from  our  teacher,  whose  idea  of  teach- 
ing history  was  to  hear  us  recite  by  rote  the  contents  of 
assigned  paragraphs.  But  our  search  brought  to  our 
knowledge  other  interesting  events,  enlivened  in  most 
cases  by  illustrations:  cavalry  charges  and  massacres,  and 
settlers  being  dragged  into  captivity.  Material  for  our 
games  was  provided  by  the  embattled  farmers  of  the 
Revolution,  both  at  Lexington  and  at  Bunker  Hill,  where 
they  didn't  fire  until  they  saw  the  whites  of  the  eyes  of 
the  murderous  British.  The  whole  of  the  Revolution  was 
exciting,  but  Washington  did  not  command  our  attention 
after  he  dismounted  from  his  white  horse  at  Yorktown. 
Fortunately  only  a  page  or  two  intervened  before  our 
brave  boys  were  whipping  the  British  in  another  war,  on 
the  seas  this  time.  Then  came  a  dull  period,  enlivened 
only  by  an  all-too-brief  war,  when  we  gave  the  Mexicans 
"a  little  more  grape."  After  that  we  got  down  to  business 
again  with  the  Civil  War.  Jackson  standing  like  a  stone 
wall,  Sherman  marching  through  Georgia,  Sheridan  in 
the  Shenandoah  Valley,  Grant  at  Vicksburg;  these  were 
inspiring  figures.  And  although  to  our  amazement 
Lincoln  turned  out  not  to  have  done  deeds  of  daring  on 
the  battlefield,  he  at  least  died  by  the  hand  of  the  assassin, 
and  thus  had  that  connection  with  blood  and  violence 
which  was  the  touchstone  of  the  hero.  After  the  Civil 
War  nothing  of  importance  seemed  to  have  happened, 
except  the  murder  of  President  Garfield. 

Then  we  were  promoted  from  the  primary  school,  and 
studied  history  as  it  was  taught  in  a  seminary  for  young 
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ladies,  by  that  one  of  the  two  principals  who  was  not 
interviewing  the  parents  of  prospective  pupils,  CM*,  if  both 
were  thus  occupied,  by  the  teacher  of  mathematics.  Avid 
for  heroism,  we  thrilled  over  Marathon  and  Thermopylae 
and  Salamis,  as  well  we  might,  and  marvelled  at  the  cam- 
paigns of  Alexander.  At  the  end  of  the  book  was  a  chap- 
ter which  looked  interesting;  for  there  were  pictures  of 
beautiful  buildings  and  statues  and  people  in  unusual 
dress.  But  it  only  treated  of  such  unimportant  matters 
as  the  life  and  thought  of  the  Greeks,  their  art  and  their 
literature,  of  which  our  teacher  knew  little  more  than 
the  text-book  told,  and  knew  that  little  vaguely.  More- 
over, we  must  get  to  Roman  history  by  the  end  of  the 
year.  So  we  were  told  to  read  that  chapter  by  ourselves, 
and  to  be  sure  to  know  the  names  of  two  artists,  two 
poets,  and  two  dramatists,  against  the  day  of  the  ex- 
amination. 

Roman  history  was  almost  as  absorbing  as  Greek, 
thanks  to  Horatius  and  Hannibal  and  Scipio  Africanus. 
The  civil  wars  were  interesting,  too,  although  one  had  no 
idea  what  they  were  all  about.  Still,  one  never  did  find 
out  exactly  why  any  of  the  wars  in  any  period  were 
fought,  so  one  came  not  to  trouble  about  that.  War 
was  simply  an  inevitable  concomitant  of  life.  And 
something  thrilling  was  happening  all  the  time,  from 
Marius'  eyes  gleaming  in  the  darkness,  to  Varus  and  his 
legions. 

When  we  reached  English  history  we  had  the  invaluable 
assistance  of  a  rhymed  aid,  much  in  vogue  in  seminaries 
for  young  ladies,  and  recommended  by  the  president  of 
Yale  College.  It  began : 

From  conquered  Gaul,  victorious  Caesar  crossed  the  belt  of  sea 
To  meet  on  Britain's  fabled  shore  the  swarming  enemy. 
He  made  no  lasting  conquest,  and  a  hundred  years  had  fled, 
Ere  Claudius,  in  forty-three,  another  army  led. 
Suetonius,  at  Mona,  laid  the  Druid  altars  low: 
Agricola  accomplished  southern  Britain's  overthrow. 
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In  later  times  the  Britons,  by  Scots  and  Picts  annoyed, 
Besought  the  helping  hand  of  Rome;  her  legions  were  employed 
In  driving  back  invading  Goths,  so  fair-haired  Saxons  came, 
And  kindred  Angles  found  a  home  to  which  they  gave  a  name. 

These  verses  were  memorized  by  main  force,  and  thanks 
to  them,  our  minds  were  enriched  by  the  names  and  dates 
of  the  English  sovereigns,  and  we  knew  in  chronological 
order  the  battles  of  Hastings,  Halidon  Hill,  Crecy,  Nevil's 
Cross,  St.  Albans,  Wakefield,  Towton,  Barnet,  Tewks- 
bury,  Marston  Moor,  Naseby,  Blenheim,  Oudenarde, 
Ramillies  and  Malplaquet. 

It  would  be  unfair  to  create  the  impression  that  this 
metrical  guide  was  occupied  exclusively  with  wars.  We 
learned  to  intone: 

At  Henry's  death,  Lancastrians  relinquished  every  hope, 
And  Edward,  firmly  seated,  gave  his  vices  fullest  scope: 
He  doomed  his  brother  Clarence,  died  in  fourteen  eighty-three. 
The  earliest  English  printed  book  in  Edward's  reign  we  see. 

But  as  our  text-book,  supposed  to  supplement  these 
strains,  was  almost  as  void  of  detail  on  the  subject  of 
Caxton  as  on  the  nature  of  the  vices  to  which  Edward 
gave  scope,  we  gave  up  attempts  to  clarify  our  vision  of 
any  subjects  which  appealed  to  our  curiosity,  unless  they 
had  to  do  with  battle,  murder,  and  sudden  death.  There 
was  nothing  in  the  treatment  of  Catholic  Emancipation 
to  make  anything  but  dull  the  statement 

O'Connell  and  Sir  Robert  Peel  relieved  the  Catholics 
From  laws  restrictive,  which  forbade  their  share  in  politics. 

On  the  other  hand,  when  we  learned  that 

The  French  and  English  draw  the  sword  in  eighteen  fifty- 
four, 

To  make  the  Russian  Nicholas  his  Turkish  spoils  restore. 
Against  mail-clad  Sebastopol  a  weary  siege  is  laid; 
Through  Balaklava's  valley  sweeps  the  famous  Light  Brigade, 
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Tennyson  came  to  our  aid,  and  we  were  carried  away  by 
the  splendor  of  it  all.  We  were  as  vague  as  to  the  nature 
of  the  "Turkish  spoils"  of  Nicholas  —  I  remember  we  had 
an  idea  that  he  had  perhaps  confiscated  a  cargo  of  Oriental 
rugs  —  as  we  were  innocent  of  the  significance  of  the  use- 
less waste  of  brave  young  lives  in  that  unnecessary  war. 

Neither  in  text-book  nor  in  class-room  was  there  any 
hint  of  the  industrial  revolution  and  its  effects;  at  no 
time  were  we  made  to  realize  the  transformation  of  Eng- 
lish society  from  an  agricultural  to  an  industrial  one;  we 
learned  nothing  of  the  building  of  the  British  empire  and 
of  the  effects  in  the  modern  world  of  England's  dominance 
upon  the  seas.  Yet  these  subjects  bulk  large  in  the 
modern  text-books  of  English  history.  Wars  are  there 
too,  but  there  begins  to  be  a  difference  in  their  treatment. 
Let  me  quote  from  the  words  of  a  well-known  educator 
in  1904.  He  says: 

The  study  of  wars  and  military  campaigns  should  be  cut  as 
short  as  possible.  There  are,  indeed,  some  honorable  and  some 
horrible  lessons  to  be  learned  from  the  study  of  war,  and  the 
impression  of  its  destructive  and  devastating  character,  its 
ruinous  influence  upon  society,  should  be  made  as  plain  as  pos- 
sible. Thus  far,  curiously,  in  the  history  work  of  schools,  war 
has  been  chiefly  glorified,  and  its  inhuman  and  distressing  phases 
overlooked.  If  taught  at  all,  the  truth  about  wars  ought  to 
be  told,  and  its  brutalities,  as  well  as  its  heroisms,  exposed. 
This  can  be  done  by  an  occasional  detailed  treatment  of  a  mili- 
tary campaign  or  battle.  In  a  Christian  nation  it  is  quite  ad- 
missible to  bring  out  the  selfish  and  unrighteous  causes  which 
have  led  to  war,  and  the  plundered  fields,  and  towns,  and  the 
broken  and  mangled  families  which  are  the  sure  and  incurable 
results  of  war. 

I  ask  the  gentle  reader  whether  the  treatment  of  his- 
tory thus  suggested  would  give  a  more  or  a  less  truthful 
idea  of  the  past  than  the  old-fashioned  method.  To-day, 
when  psychologists  tell  us  of  the  strength  and  vitality  of 
impressions  made  in  childhood,  are  we  wrong  in  believing 
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that  the  old-fashioned  training  in  history  is  at  the  bottom 
of  much  shallow  thinking  about  war  and  its  effects,  much 
instinctive  glorification  of  its  showy  side,  and  failure  to 
consider  the  fundamental  facts  behind  it?  We  need  not 
fear  that  human  hearts  will  ever  cease  to  thrill  at  the 
tale  of  a  brave  deed  nobly  and  simply  done,  and  it  would 
be  a  pity  to  allow  the  recital  of  such  deeds  to  vanish  from 
our  text-books.  But  the  fact  that  it  always  has  been  and 
always  will  be  possible  to  raise  men  to  deeds  of  self- 
forgetfulness,  need  not  make  us  give  up  as  hopeless  the 
attempt  to  make  it  less  easy  for  these  possibilities  of 
heroism  to  be  exploited  in  useless  wars.  If  our  study  of 
history  has  given  us  no  impression  of  progress  in  the  past, 
we  naturally  shake  our  heads  at  the  hope  of  progress  in  the 
future.  If  we  think  of  the  European  shambles  of  to-day 
in  the  same  terms  we  apply  to  the  struggles  of  the  Greeks 
and  Persians  at  Marathon,  we  shall  cheerfully  meet  every 
attempt  to  eliminate  the  economic  causes  of  war  with  a  ref- 
erence to  the  brave  Belgians  defending  their  hearthstones. 

The  recital  of  an  incident  of  bravery,  of  a  soldier  dying 
in  defense  of  his  home,  may  be  thrilling,  but  it  is  not  his- 
tory, or  rather  it  is  only  a  very  small  part  of  history,  and 
of  little  value  when  separated  from  its  context.  It  has 
been  a  good  thing  for  this  continent,  perhaps  for  all  the 
world,  that  farmers  of  Lexington  died  on  their  doorsteps 
in  1775,  but  are  we  sure  that  it  has  been  a  good  thing  for 
the  world  that  Servian  peasants  died  on  their  doorsteps 
in  1911?  Their  figures  are  behind  those  of  the  Belgian 
peasants  who  died  on  their  doorsteps  in  1914,  and  other 
things  are  behind  them  too:  not  merely  the  arming  of 
Europe  and  the  annexation  of  Alsace,  but  the  partitions 
of  Poland;  the  wastebasketing  of  the  scrap  of  paper  which 
guaranteed  the  integrity  of  Bosnia  and  Herzegovina; 
outworn  theories  of  commerce;  secret  diplomatic  bar- 
gainings. 

Miss  Repplier  regards  with  derision  the  proposal  to 
give  greater  space  in  historical  works  to  the  achievements 
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of  women.  Both  the  proposal  and  the  reasons  given  for 
deriding  it  show  a  lack  of  historical-mindedness.  For  if 
the  study  of  history  shows  anything,  it  shows  the  impos- 
sibility of  putting  men  and  women  in  separate  categories 
and  generalizing  about  them.  Man  is  a  fighting  animal, 
and  as  I  have  tried  to  indicate  above,  the  fighting  instinct 
is  as  strong  in  women  as  in  men.  But  very  early  in  life 
it  becomes  a  part  of  a  girl's  training  to  learn  that  her 
fighting  is  not  to  be  done  with  fists,  and  the  conflicts 
with  which  her  life  is  quite  as  full  as  is  her  brother's, 
obediently  take  a  different  form. 

And  it  is  just  here,  I  believe,  that  it  is  possible  for  the 
difference  of  opinion  about  women's  attitude  toward 
war  to  arise.  Because  a  girl  grows  up  with  the  idea  that 
the  demonstration  of  one's  superiority  does  not  neces- 
sarily take  the  form  of  bloodying  the  other  person's 
nose,  the  thought  of  nations  settling  the  question  of  su- 
periority among  themselves  without  bloodshed  is  not 
likely  to  appear  to  women  so  wild  and  Utopian  as  it  does 
to  most  men.  This  is  a  matter  of  difference  in  training, 
not  a  difference  of  nature.  Again,  it  is  perfectly  natural 
that  to  women,  who  know  the  cost  of  bringing  lives  into  the 
world,  and  the  effects  of  a  shortage  of  food-supply  upon 
the  health  of  their  children,  the  economic  aspects  of  war 
should  loom  large,  just  as  they  loom  large  in  the  eye  of  the 
historical  student.  The  latter,  when  presented  in  succes- 
sive paragraphs  with  the  statements  that  sentiment  "has 
proved  singularly  inefficacious  in  the  past,"  and  that 
materialism  "always  does  fail  us  in  every  great  national 
contest,"  is  obliged  to  state  that  his  observations  indicate 
that  both  sentiment  and  materialism  are  usually  in  times 
of  contest  ranged  very  effectively  on  the  side  of  war,  and 
that  if  women  can  help  in  the  movement  already  well 
under  way  to  range  them  on  the  side  of  peace,  they  will 
have  produced  a  singularly  efficacious  combination. 

To  say  that  the  women  of  the  belligerent  nations  have 
no  interest  in  the  questions  of  territoriality  and  sovereignty 
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now  being  fought  out  would  be  erroneous,  but  to  say 
that  because  the  economic  aspects  of  warfare  touch  them 
so  nearly  they  are  especially  well-fitted  to  give  these 
aspects  due  weight,  is  only  reasonable.  To  argue  about 
the  relative  sufferings  of  men  and  women  in  war  is  futile. 
It  is  weighing  the  active  sacrifice  of  the  man  who  goes  to 
war  against  the  passive  one  of  the  woman  who  sends  him; 
the  supreme  exaltation  and  agony  of  death  in  the  trenches 
against  the  years  of  sorrow  and  struggle  before  his  widow; 
the  latter  days  of  the  man  who  comes  home  crippled, 
diseased,  or  a  drunkard,  and  those  of  the  woman  who  has 
borne  and  must  rear  his  children.  One  can  consider  neither 
side  of  the  scale  with  equanimity. 

As  long  as  written  history  was  the  history  of  warfare, 
woman's  part  in  it  went  unrecorded,  save  for  an  occa- 
sional Deborah  and  Joan  of  Arc.  When  it  became  back- 
stairs gossip  she  got  her  share  of  prominence,  a  fact  that 
must  not  be  forgotten  by  those  feminists  who  have  un- 
dubitably  weakened  their  cause  by  placing  her  very  little 
lower  than  the  angels,  and  prophesying  wonders  for  her 
should  she  be  given  the  house-cleaning  of  our  sadly  dis- 
arranged world.  Since  Voltaire,  we  have  begun  to  hear 
of  Hroswitha  and  Hilda.  And  in  these  days  of  scientific 
historians,  women,  as  far  as  their  work  is  discoverable, 
can  expect  to  come,  if  slowly,  into  their  own.  But  as 
to  that  picture  of  the  helpless  woman  calling  to  her  lord 
in  time  of  danger,  and  standing  supine  until  he  falls  dying 
at  her  feet  —  at  which  moment,  it  is  to  be  presumed,  she 
suddenly  assumes  the  role  of  ministering  angel  —  does  it 
indeed  contain  all  the  elements  that  make  for  national 
life?  Is  that  all  that  women  have  contributed  to  na- 
tional life  in  the  past,  and  all  that  they  can  be  expected 
to  contribute  in  the  future?  The  picture  smacks  of  the 
canary-colored  text-book  of  yesterday.  You  will  answer 
the  question  to-morrow,  little  girls  who  are  studying  the 
text-book  of  to-day. 
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THE  philosopher  who  scoffed  at  nature  because  the 
ponderous  pumpkin  grew  on  a  feeble  vine,  while  the 
magnificent  oak  tree  produced  only  the  absurd  little  acorns, 
was  converted  from  his  theorizing  when  he  escaped  death 
only  because  it  was  an  acorn  and  not  a  pumpkin  that 
fell  upon  his  head.  But  there  is  little  hope  that  facts  will 
make  as  much  impression  on  the  President  of  the  United 
States  who  pointed  out  to  the  Columbus .  Chamber  of 
Commerce  the  paradox  that  "American  enterprise  was 
everywhere  expressed  in  American  commerce  when  we 
were  a  little  nation,  and  yet  now  that  we  are  a  great  na- 
tion the  seas  are  almost  bare  of  our  ships." 

If  the  historian  of  the  United  States  had  cast  his  eye 
over  the  history  of  the  world  he  would  have  observed  the 
law  of  economic  development  that  it  is  the  small  nations 
that  go  to  sea.  No  nation  whom  Ceres  had  not  repelled  has 
ever  served  Neptune.  Japan  is  a  little  nation,  and  a  sea- 
faring people;  China  is  a  vast  empire  and  does  not  go 
to  sea.  Russia  is  a  great  empire,  but  it  is  the  Norwegians 
who  are  a  maritime  folk.  England  and  Holland  have 
long  been  maritime  nations.  It  is  chiefly  the  result  of 
Governmental  policies  that  Germany,  and  of  lavish  boun- 
ties and  subventions  that  France,  in  very  recent  years 
have  undertaken  to  compete  with  the  small  nations  upon 
the  sea.  Phoenicia,  Greece,  Venice  and  Genoa  were  at 
various  times  powerful  on  the  seas,  because  they  were 
extremely  small  countries.  They  went  to  sea  because 
there  was  nowhere  else  to  go. 

So  in  the  early  days  of  the  Republic,  when  we  were 
hemmed  in  between  the  Atlantic  and  the  forest,  with 
the  Alleghenies  as  the  utmost  bound  of  anticipated  ex- 
pansion, we  were  a  sea-faring  people.  At  least  the  New 
Englanders  were,  whose  climate  was  harsh,  and  most  of 
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whose  soil  was  stony.  But  when  we  had  a  Continental 
domain  we  left  the  sea;  for  we  were  no  longer  driven  to 
it  by  necessity. 

About  the  year  1855,  when  our  maritime  expansion 
reached  its  maximum,  the  national  enterprise  turned 
landward  under  the  influence  of  two  great  economic  facts : 
The  Mexican  war  had  carried  our  territory  to  the  Pacific 
ocean,  and  the  success  of  the  railroad  had  been  demon- 
strated. We  had  a  Continental  domain  and  the  means  of 
traversing  it,  settling  it,  developing  it.  The  sea  was  dis- 
placed by  land  in  the  minds  of  the  adventurous. 

It  is  a  singular  thing  that  a  man  who  long  presided  over 
one  of  our  greatest  universities  could  say  to  a  Chamber  of 
Commerce  that,  "The  truth  is  that  after  the  war  of  1812 
we  seem  deliberately  to  have  chosen  to  be  provincial,  to 
shut  ourselves  in  upon  ourselves,  to  exploit  our  resources 
for  our  own  benefit,  rather  than  for  the  benefit  of  the  rest 
of  the  world. "  It  is  difficult  to  tell  where  to  pick  up  the 
thread  in  this  extraordinary  sentence  in  order  to  disen- 
tangle the  ideas.  But  to  begin  with  the  statement  of  fact, 
there  is  not  a  shred  of  excuse  for  dating  our  maritime  de- 
cline from  1815.  Our  tonnage  engaged  in  the  deep  sea 
trade  in  that  year  was  854,295,  and  in  1855  it  was  2,348,358. 
How  can  a  man  of  light  and  leading  look  upon  a  gain  of 
nearly  three-fold  as  a  decline? 

For  the  rest  of  the  sentence,  it  is  quite  impossible  to  do 
justice  to  the  suggestion  that  a  change  in  the  course  of  a 
nation's  economic  development  is  the  result  of  a  deliberate 
choice,  the  curious  estimate  of  the  development  of  internal 
resources  as  provincial,  the  conception  of  the  sea-carrying 
trade  as  an  expression  of  altruism,  and  the  implication 
that  we  ought  not  to  carry  on  trade  and  transportation 
for  our  own  benefit,  but  for  the  good  of  mankind.  In  all 
the  flood  of  modern  cant  about  "service"  it  would  be 
impossible  to  find  anything  to  surpass  this  contrast  be- 
tween the  beneficent  mariner,  devoting  his  life  to  the  uplift 
of  mankind,  and  the  men  who  convert  buffalo  ranges  into 
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farms,  who  stretch  railroads  across  the  Continent,  establish 
mills,  bore  mines,  build  cities  and  erect  factories,  in  a  spirit 
of  provincialism  and  for  their  own  wretched  emolument. 

The  President's  assumption  that  the  decline  of  our 
merchant  marine  began  immediately  after  the  second  war 
with  England,  rests  upon  the  revelation  made  to  Mr. 
Underwood,  of  which  history  and  statistics  know  nothing, 
that  in  proportion  as  we  secured  the  reciprocal  removal 
of  discriminating  duties  and  differential,  or  flag,  dues, 
our  maritime  enterprise  declined.  Mr.  Underwood  imag- 
ined that  he  could  drive  Americans  back  to  the  sea  by 
giving  a  customs  advantage  to  commodities  brought  in 
American  vessels.  That  is  a  very  simple  proposition  in 
itself,  but  it  must  be  a  simple-minded  statesman  who  sup- 
poses that  we  can  discriminate  in  favor  of  our  shipping 
without  moving  other  nations  to  discriminate  in  favor 
of  theirs;  and  in  that  case,  what  would  be  the  net  benefit 
to  our  vessels? 

The  discriminating  duty  reached  its  most  perfect  devel- 
opment in  the  early  days  of  the  republic,  when  American 
vessels  carried  lumber  and  salt  fish  to  Swedish  and  Dan- 
ish West  India  islands;  British  vessels  carried  molasses 
and  sugar  to  the  same  islands,  and  the  cargoes  were  ex- 
changed, so  that  the  goods  were  brought  into  our  ports 
by  our  own  vessels,  and  carried  to  the  British  islands  by 
British  vessels. 

In  the  course  of  years,  and  what  was  supposed  to  be 
the  progress  of  enlightenment,  the  discriminations  between 
these  two  and  other  nations  were  abrogated,  and  in  this 
work  of  emancipating  commerce  the  United  States  took 
the  leading  part.  During  the  greater  part  of  the  first 
half  of  the  Nineteenth  Century,  by  statutes  and  Presi- 
dential proclamations,  often  repeated,  we  offered  to  all 
nations  to  remove  our  discriminations  against  their  ship- 
ping if  they  would  remove  theirs  against  ours,  and  one 
nation  after  another  responded,  till  about  the  middle  of 
the  century  the  ports  of  practically  all  nations  were  open 
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on  equal  terms  to  the  shipping  of  the  world,  domestic  and 
foreign,  and  our  merchant  marine  rivaled  that  of  England. 

We  had  tried  the  policy  of  retaliation  against  foreign 
shipping,  and  made  little  progress  in  gaining  the  freedom 
of  the  Seven  Seas.  Then  we  tried  the  policy  of  reciproc- 
ity in  shipping  privileges,  and  opened  almost  every  port 
in  the  world  to  our  famous  clippers.  The  wind  of  retalia- 
tion only  made  each  nation  wrap  itself  more  tightly  in  its 
cloak  of  exclusion,  but  the  genial  warmth  of  reciprocity  led 
it  to  throw  off  its  garment  of  hostility.  And  now,  in  our 
late  day,  it  has  been  not  only  proposed,  but  enacted,  to 
go  backward  more  than  a  century,  and  the  political  party 
that  has  always  denounced  the  protection  of  manufac- 
turers has  imposed  a  protective  tariff  for  our  shipping. 

The  Government-shipping  bill,  which  appears  in  a  new 
form  from  time  to  time,  was  introduced  to  the  country 
in  the  early  days  of  the  present  war,  when  fear  of  capture 
tied  up  every  ship  of  a  belligerent  nation  in  port.  There 
was  great  alarm  among  the  farmers,  who  had  our  largest 
cotton  and  wheat  crops  on  their  hands,  lest  they  should 
be  unable  to  market  them.  But  this  situation  did  not 
last  a  month.  Within  thirty  days  grain  was  pouring 
out  of  the  country  freely.  Cotton  was  slower  in  getting 
started,  but  in  the  winter  of  1914-5,  until  England  under- 
took to  cut  off  all  German  commerce,  cotton  was  ex- 
ported in  larger  quantities  than  in  the  previous  year.  Our 
aggregate  exports  in  1915  were  about  40  per  cent  greater 
than  ever  before. 

But  as  one  ostensible  reason  after  another  faded  away, 
the  efforts  of  the  President  to  force  the  bill  through  Con- 
gress were  intensified  because  trade  conditions  never  were 
the  real  reason  why  the  President  decreed  that  the  ocean- 
carrying  trade  should  be  added  to  the  functions  of  the 
Government,  and  that  a  slight  amendment  should  be 
made  in  the  old  Democratic  watch-word,  so  that  it  should 
read  "That  Government  is  best  which  governs  most." 
The  real  reason  was  psychological. 
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If  an  elderly  Democrat  experiences  vertigo  in  an  effort 
to  adjust  himself  to  a  protective  tariff  on  shipping,  and 
the  intrusion  of  the  Government  into  a  private  business, 
it  must  at  least  be  admitted  that  the  policy  of  fostering 
the  merchant  marine  has  something  in  common  with  the 
program  of  the  party  that  would  reduce  or  remove  the 
obstacles  to  international  trade  upon  which  the  protec- 
tionists base  their  system.  Why  should  the  same  party 
seek  to  obstruct  international  trade  by  high  duties,  and 
promote  it  by  subsidies?  Henry  Carey  of  Philadelphia 
wished  the  Atlantic  were  an  ocean  of  fire,  and  he  would 
have  only  north-and-south  railroads,  to  facilitate  the  non- 
competitive  traffic  between  different  latitudes,  though 
the  great  trade  routes  of  the  world  have  always  been  east 
and  west  because  westward  the  course  of  empire  has 
always  taken  its  way. 

Carey  has  long  been  dead.  But  Joseph  Wharton  lived 
in  Philadelphia  till  recently,  and  in  addressing  the  Ameri- 
can Social  Science  Association  in  1870  he  adopted  the 
words  of  Mephistopheles : 

Talk  not  to  me  of  navigation; 
For  trade,  war  and  piracy 
Are  a  trinity  inseparable. 

Within  twenty-five  years  pamphlets  have  been  circulated 
in  Philadelphia  antagonizing  harbor  improvements  be- 
cause they  were  in  the  interest  of  foreign  commerce. 
Robert  Ellis  Thompson,  LL.D.,  is  still  training  the  high 
school  boys  of  Philadelphia,  and  in  his  Elements  of 
Political  Economy  he  found  a  sufficient  argument  for 
reducing  foreign  commerce  to  a  minimum  in  its  effect 
upon  its  human  material.  To  make  a  sailor  of  a  man  is, 
in  his  opinion,  to  put  him  to  an  even  worse  use  than  to 
hang  him,  and  if  the  application  of  steam  has  not  reduced 
the  number  of  men  employed  in  navigation,  it  has  ren- 
dered no  service  to  mankind. 
Yet  the  political  party  that  reveres  Henry  Carey,  Jo- 
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seph  Wharton,  and  Robert  Ellis  Thompson  as  great  econ- 
omists, has  shed  nearly  all  the  tears  over  the  decadence 
of  the  American  merchant  marine,  prior  to  the  dawning 
of  the  "New  Freedom." 

We  did  not  give  up  our  dying  maritime  interests  until 
we  had  exhausted  the  resources  of  the  oxygen  treatment 
and  the  pulmoter.  In  less  than  thirty  years  of  the  early 
history  of  ocean  steam  navigation,  we  paid  out  about 
$25,000,000  in  subsidies.  We  gave  the  Collins  line  about 
as  much  as  its  fleet  cost;  we  subsidized  steamships  to  the 
Continent;  we  gave  nearly  $5,000,000  to  the  Pacific  Mail 
to  promote  trade  with  Asia;  we  gave  the  Roach  line 
$1,500,000  for  a  Brazilian  service,  and  the  effort  to  renew 
the  subsidy  at  $300,000  a  year  instead  of  $150,000  consti- 
tutes one  of  the  most  instructive  chapters  in  our  maritime 
history. 

It  was  defeated  by  Joseph  G.  Cannon,  since  distin- 
guished as  Speaker  of  the  House.  In  his  minority  report 
he  made  the  point,  which  should  appeal  strongly  to  all 
Protectionists,  that  our  subsidized  lines  to  Brazil  and 
China  had  increased  our  imports  vastly  more  than  our 
exports,  and  the  exports  to  Brazil  increased  after  the  sub- 
sidy lapsed.  In  regard  to  the  policies  of  other  nations, 
he  said,  what  is  substantially  true  now,  except  for  France's 
unsuccessful  bounties  and  subsidies: 

Those  subsidies  are  paid  only  to  a  few  lines.  The  great  bulk 
of  the  steamship  service  of  the  world  is  wholly  without  subsidy, 
and  I  am  glad  to  state  that  other  countries  are  rapidly  adopt- 
ing the  present  practice  of  the  United  States  i.  <?.,  paying  a 
reasonable  sea  postage  for  the  mails  actually  carried,  and  no 
more. 

A  quarter  of  a  century  ago,  however,  we  offered  a  liberal 
compensation  for  carrying  the  mails.  Comparatively  few 
lines  availed  themselves  of  the  offer,  and  several  of  these 
soon  tired  of  the  mail  service.  But  the  American  line 
steamers  are  still  paid  $4  per  outward  mile,  or  about 
$714,000  a  year. 
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On  February  28,  1879,  the  House  considered  the  bill  to 
renew  the  Roach  subsidy  at  double  the  former  rate.  In 
opposing  it  Mr.  Cannon  offered  the  fact  that  $21,000,000 
had  been  disbursed  to  establish  steamship  lines,  and 
$7,000,000  would  buy  all  the  ocean  steamers  carrying  the 
American  flag.  The  subsidy  policy,  he  said,  "has  bank- 
rupted every  prominent  man  that  has  favored  it.  The  po- 
litical ghosts  of  departed  politicians  that  have  squandered 
the  money  of  the  people  for  this  kind  of  unwarranted 
expenditures  rise  up  and  warn  Representatives  to  avoid 
the  errors  heretofore  committed  by  our  predecessors." 
The  President  might  well  heed  that  warning;  his  bill  is 
not  a  subsidy  bill,  but  it  involves  a  larger  investment  of 
public  money  than  any  of  the  subsidy  bills  have,  and 
it  involves  the  intrusion  of  the  Government  into  the 
field  of  private  enterprise,  which  the  subsidy  bills  do 
not. 

Of  course  the  vital  element  in  the  South  American 
trade  is  that  that  region  imports  chiefly  manufactured 
goods,  and  our  own  tariff  rests  upon  the  assumption 
that  manufactured  goods  are  far  cheaper  in  Europe  than 
in  this  country.  If  it  is  necessary  for  us  to  have  duties  of 
30  to  60  per  cent  to  keep  out  European  manufactures, 
and  the  average  freight  rate  is  3.6  per  cent,  according  to 
The  Journal  of  Commerce  and  Commercial  Bulletin  in 
1895,  then  free  transportation  to  South  America  would 
not  amount  to  10  per  cent  of  the  higher  American  prices. 
Mr.  Cannon  pressed  this  point  home  to  the  House,  and 
gave  the  measure  its  coup  de  grace  by  citing  the  scandal 
of  the  renewal  of  the  Pacific  Mail  subsidy,  for  which 
$900,000  of  corruption  money  was  spent  in  and  around 
Congress,  according  to  the  report  of  the  investigating 
committee. 

The  pretence  that  our  export  business  has  suffered  be- 
cause there  was  so  little  shipping  under  the  American 
flag  will  not  stand  a  moment's  examination  in  the  light 
of  the  facts.  Even  at  the  present  time,  when  all  trade  is 
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disarranged  by  the  greatest  of  wars,  our  exports  are  enor- 
mous. Rates  are  high  chiefly  because  the  prices  of  wheat 
and  cotton  in  Europe  are,  or  have  been,  so  high  that 
vessel  owners  have  for  once  the  chance  of  profiting  by 
the  competition  of  shippers.  The  American  farmer  who 
is  getting  nearly  twice  his  usual  price  for  wheat  must 
laugh  uproariously  over  the  Presidential  sympathy  on 
account  of  the  high  ocean  freights.  When  cotton  was 
twice  as  high  in  Bremen  as  in  New  York,  the  shipper  could 
afford  to  pay  well  for  transportation,  and  the  vessel  owner 
made  him  do  it. 

Our  total  exports  exceeded  a  billion  dollars  in  1892, 
and  two  billions  in  1911,  and  approached  two  and  a  half 
billions  in  1913,  and  reached  three  and  a  half  billions  in 
1915.  To  talk  of  the  restriction  of  our  exports  because 
they  go  abroad  chiefly  under  foreign  flags  is  to  trifle  with 
ordinary  intelligence.  Vessels  are  in  all  our  ports  hunting 
for  cargoes  for  everywhere.  More  nonsense  has  been 
uttered  about  our  South  American  trade  than  on  any 
other  subject  except  paper  money.  One  of  the  common- 
est follies  is  to  say  that  our  exports  have  to  go  to  South 
America  by  way  of  Europe.  If  it  were  true,  it  would  not 
involve  a  much  more  circuitous  route  than  nature  de- 
crees. There  are  statesmen  and  business  men  who  sup- 
pose that  if  a  steamer  from  New  York  wished  to  reach 
Buenos  Aires,  it  would  steer  due  south  if  it  could.  That 
would  carry  it  to  the  Pacific  ocean,  far  west  of  Valparaiso. 
There  is  only  a  small  fragment  of  South  America  that 
does  not  lie  east  of  New  York.  An  official  of  the  Depart- 
ment of  State  has  lately  returned  from  South  America 
with  the  information  that  the  extension  of  our  trade  in 
that  region  demands  American  steamers  and  the  educa- 
tion of  our  bankers.  The  proposition  that  our  Govern- 
ment officials  should  educate  our  bankers  is  extremely 
humorous. 

How  valuable  the  testimony  of  this  official  is  may  be 
estimated  from  the  fact  that  he  confessed: 
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I  went  there  under  the  impression  that  our  goods  were  un- 
known, and  that  it  would  require  considerable  work  to  intro- 
duce them.  I  discovered  that  our  goods  are  used  and  liked  all 
over  the  land,  and  the  people  of  those  countries  are  wondering 
why  we  do  not  sell  them  direct  instead  of  sending  them  by  way 
of  London. 

Here  is  a  part  of  the  world  to  which  our  exports  in- 
creased in  value  from  $41,000,000  in  1903  to  $146,000,000 
in  1913,  and  they  are  now  running  at  the  rate  of 
$170,000,000,  and  this  State  Department  official  went 
there  supposing  our  merchandise  was  unknown.  As  to 
his  notion  that  our  exports  go  by  way  of  London,  we  have 
the  fact  that  in  the  fiscal  year  1913,  969  vessels  with  car- 
goes and  59  in  ballast  cleared  from  the  ports  of  the  United 
States  for  the  ports  of  South  America,  and  in  1910  Com- 
mercial Agent  J.  D.  Whelpley  reported  regarding  Argen- 
tina: 

It  will  be  seen  from  these  figures  that  there  is  no  lack  of 
shipping  facilities  for  cargo  from  New  York  to  the  River  Plate, 
nor  is  there  complaint  to  that  effect  from  shippers.  The  days 
when  it  was  necessary  to  ship  goods  to  Argentina  by  way  of 
Europe  have  passed. 

That  there  is  an  ample  supply  of  shipping  —  at  least 
for  South  America  —  is  certified  to  not  only  by  the  com- 
mercial report  above  quoted,  but  by  a  report  of  a  com- 
mittee of  the  National  Association  of  Manufacturers  who 
toured  South  America  in  1896,  by  a  commercial  agent  in 
Brazil  in  1905,  and  as  to  the  port  of  Cartagena  by  a 
consular  report  as  recent  as  December  1914.  So,  too,  we 
have  abundant  testimony  from  the  same  and  other  docu- 
ments that  freight  rates  from  our  ports  are  not  higher 
than  those  from  European  ports,  and  are  frequently 
lower.  The  discriminations  against  our  trade  by  foreign 
shipping,  which  comes  to  our  ports  seeking  cargoes,  is  a 
fiction  of  the  subsidy  hunters,  used  by  men  who  have 
opposed  Government  aid  to  shipping  all  their  lives,  and 
have  now  made  a  right-about-face  merely  because  the 
President  has  ordered  it.  It  is  absurd  upon  its  face,  and 
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the  consular  reports  and  shipping  news  contain  evidence 
that  rate  wars  between  English  steamship  lines  have  for 
considerable  periods  given  us  lower  rates  to  South  Africa 
and  Australia  than  English  shippers  enjoyed. 

Shouters  for  the  "old  flag,  and  an  appropriation"  re- 
peated for  a  long  time  the  guess  of  somebody,  somewhere, 
that  we  paid  foreign  vessel  owners  $200,000,000  a  year. 
If  they  do  the  work  for  us  cheaper  than  we  can  do  it  our- 
selves, there  is  no  great  significance  in  the  sum  paid. 
But  the  figures  were  wild  guesswork.  As  they  had  been 
in  use  for  some  time,  and  the  country  is  growing,  it  has 
lately  been  more  fashionable  to  say  $300,000,000.  A 
United  States  Senator  who  aspires  to  be  nominated  as 
the  business  man's  candidate  for  President  has  used  this 
larger  figure  as  the  amount  paid  on  imports  and  exports. 
Why  a  business  man's  statesman  should  suppose  that  we 
pay  the  freight  both  ways,  and  the  foreigner  pays  it 
neither  way,  may  be  left  for  the  contemplation  of  those 
who  have  time  for  that  sort  of  thing.  Recently  the  sub- 
sidists  and  those  affiliated  with  them  have  thrown  another 
$100,000,000  to  foreign  vessel  owners  and  are  mention- 
ing $400,000,000  as  our  annual  freight  bill. 

Twenty  years  ago  The  New  York  Journal  of  Commerce 
made  an  investigation  of  the  subject  and  found  that 
the  average  freight  charge  was  3.6  per  cent  of  the  value 
of  the  merchandise.  Last  December  the  National  For- 
eign Trade  Council  issued  a  comprehensive  report  on 
Ocean  Shipping,  prepared  by  a  committee  of  three  per- 
sons, two  of  whom  were  shipping  men  of  great  experience. 
This  report  quoted  the  estimate  of  Sir  George  Paish,  for 
1908-9,  that  the  freight  charge  on  our  imports  was  be- 
tween 2 1/2  and  3  per  cent  of  the  value  of  the  merchandise. 
The  committee  put  the  present  rate,  war  conditions  omit- 
ted, much  lower.  "The  true  proportion  of  freight  charges 
to  trade  value,  in  the  opinion  of  freight  experts,  does  not, 
in  time  of  peace,  exceed  one-third  of  I  per  cent  to  I  per 
cent  on  expensive  and  valuable  goods,  such  as  are  imported 
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into  this  country  from  Europe  by  the  passenger  liners, 
and  it  does  not  exceed  3  per  cent  on  cheap  commodities. " 
But  at  the  maximum  of  3  per  cent,  "admittedly  high, 
the  total  freight  bill  on  imports  did  not  exceed  $52,131,259 
in  the  fiscal  year  1914,  of  which  about  $5,213,125  was  the 
share  of  American  ships,  and  $46,818,134  the  portion  of 
foreign  vessels  .  .  .  Part  of  the  money  paid  out  to  foreign 
ship  owners  in  freight  rates  never  leaves  this  country 
because  much  of  the  investment  of  foreign  shipping  lines  is 
placed  on  this  side  in  terminals,  etc. "  Wages,  coal,  provi- 
sions and  repairs  are  paid  for  here. 

Attached  to  last  year's  Congressional  report  on  the 
Government-shipping  bill  is  a  memorandum  represent- 
ing the  shipping  trade  as  exceptionally  profitable,  and 
dividends  of  20,  30,  and  even  40  per  cent  are  indicated  as 
normal.  If  this  were  true,  American  capital's  aversion  to 
water  would  be  incomprehensible.  There  is  overwhelming 
refutation  of  it  easily  to  be  obtained.  Fairplay,  a  leading 
English  marine  journal,  tabulated  the  steamship  reports 
made  in  1914,  showing  that  twenty-five  companies  operat- 
ing passenger  and  cargo  steamers  of  5,106,495  tons  paid  av- 
erage dividends  of  8.26  per  cent.  Eighty-seven  companies 
operating  cargo  steamers  alone,  with  2,067,403  tons'  capac- 
ity, paid  an  average  of  10.38  per  cent.  But  1914  was  a  phe- 
nomenal year.  Fairplay  gives  the  financial  results  of  the 
latter  companies  for  eleven  years,  1904  to  1914.  They 
had  eight  poor  years,  in  only  two  of  which  did  the  divi- 
dends exceed  4  per  cent.  The  range  was  from  1.89  to  4.17 
per  cent.  Then  came  three  remarkably  good  years,  1912, 
1913,  and  1914.  In  those  three  years  the  profits  were 
more  than  60  per  cent  greater  than  in  the  previous  eight. 
Dividends  were  6.82,  12.56  and  10.38  per  cent,  and  large 
sums  were  set  off  for  depreciation,  which  had  not  been  pos- 
sible in  the  earlier  eight  years.  But  with  these  three  fat 
years  included,  the  average  dividends  for  the  eleven  years 
were  5.37  per  cent,  and  Fairplay  remarks  that  "Owing 
to  the  losses  which  shareholders  have  experienced  with 
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shipping,  few  shipping  companies'  shares  are  quoted  above 
par." 

The  United  States  and  Great  Britain  have  developed 
the  means  of  transportation  most  essential  to  their  re- 
spective commercial  and  political  interests.  Great  Brit- 
ain, with  a  small  home  domain,  and  dependencies  scattered 
all  over  the  world,  can  hold  its  empire  together  only  by 
abundant  shipping  facilities,  and  has  taken  the  first  place 
as  a  maritime  power.  The  United  States,  with  a  vast 
Continental  and  contiguous  area,  could  preserve  itself 
from  disintegration  only  by  binding  all  its  parts  together 
with  railroads,  and  it  has  surpassed  all  other  nations  in 
its  development  of  land  transportation. 

We  are  getting  our  sea  transportation  done  for  us  cheaper 
than  we  could  do  it  ourselves,  by  people  who  go  to  sea 
because  there  is  no  room  for  them  on  land.  Our  commerce 
has  grown  rapidly  in  every  direction,  and  the  American 
who  blushes  for  shame  because  the  American  flag  is  so 
seldom  seen  in  foreign  ports  is  as  foolish  as  an  Englishman 
who  should  feel  humiliated  at  the  petty  railway  mileage 
of  his  own  country. 


THE  FEMINIST  PROGRAM 

AS  one  burden  after  another  is  laid  upon  the  shoul- 
ders of  women  in  the  warring  countries,  the  Fem- 
inists rejoice  exceedingly.  Their  latest  triumph  is  that 
women  are  digging  subways  in  Berlin,  by  night  and 
day  shifts,  ten  feet  below  the  surface  of  the  street.  Dr. 
Anna  Shaw,  speaking  of  how  the  cause  of  suffrage  is  being 
aided  by  the  war,  says : 

Women  have  come  out  from  their  homes  as  never  before, 
and  they  are  doing  all  those  things  which  men  have  done  and 
which  the  men  have  insisted  the  women  could  not  do.  They 
are  acting  as  police,  as  letter  carriers,  as  hack  drivers,  working 
in  the  fields,  garnering  the  crops,  and  busied  at  countless  tasks 
which  have  always  been  confined  to  the  field  of  masculine  activi- 
ties. Now  that  women  are  freed  from  the  shackles  of  conven- 
tion, they  will  stay  so,  and  the  governments  of  the  different 
countries  will  not  be  able  to  push  them  into  the  background 
when  the  war  is  over. 

But  already  in  England  the  evil  results  of  "woman's 
coming  out  from  the  home"  are  being  seriously  felt.  The 
English  people  were  naturally  inclined  at  the  beginning 
of  the  war  to  pride  themselves  on  the  splendid  way  in 
which  women  rose  to  the  occasion,  willingly  undertaking 
anything  from  munitions  work  to  tram  conducting.  But 
when  the  country  began  to  settle  down  to  war  conditions, 
and  to  realize  that  an  intense  and  terrible  struggle  for 
national  existence  opened  up  more  problems  than  that 
of  carrying  it  on  from  day  to  day,  thoughtful  people 
realized  with  misgiving  that  the  nation  would  suffer  if  the 
women,  in  order  to  do  war  work,  must  neglect  work  which 
none  but  women  can  do.  The  misgivings  were  proved 
well  founded  when  infant  mortality  jumped  in  six  months 
to  the  highest  rate  in  years.  Commenting  upon  this 
alarming  condition,  an  English  writer  says:  "Unless 
drastic  steps  are  taken  to  remedy  this  evil,  posterity 
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will  have  harsh  things  to  say  of  a  generation  that  allowed 
its  women  to  do  men's  work  to  the  neglect  of  the  duties 
which  nature  and  the  nation's  interests  alike  called  upon 
them  to  perform.  The  first  call  on  women  ought  to  be 
for  women's  work.  Just  as  maximum  efficiency  is  not 
secured  by  sending  skilled  munition  workers  into  the 
firing  line,  so  it  will  not  be  secured  by  taking  women 
from  indispensable  service  which  they  alone  can  per- 
form." 

Even  prominent  suffragists  are  beginning  to  realize  and 
to  admit  the  falseness  of  the  outlook  on  life  which  under- 
lay their  movement.  We  are  told  that  one  effect  of  the 
war  has  been  to  silence  —  almost  —  those  English  agita- 
tors who  never  tired  of  sneering  at  political  opponents 
who  held  that  the  well-being  of  the  nation  required  that 
the  majority  of  women  should  find  their  main  scope  in 
motherhood  and  the  home.  That  numbers  of  women  are 
compelled  to  earn  their  livelihood  away  from  home  was 
not  denied;  but  the  contention  was  that  the  home  and  all 
that  went  with  it,  particularly  motherhood  and  the  care 
of  infant  life,  called  for  the  first  attention  of  women  who 
claimed  to  be  interested  in  their  sex.  The  jeers  that  could 
always  be  relied  upon  at  certain  meetings  to  greet  the 
reference  to  "woman's  sphere  being  in  the  home,"  are 
no  longer  heard.  In  their  place  England  has  witnessed 
a  splendid  campaign  to  promote  the  welfare  of  mother- 
hood and  infancy. 

Suffragists  assume  that  the  world  would  profit  if  woman's 
activities  and  interests  became  the  same  as  those  of  men. 
This  is  one  of  the  most  unsound  of  many  unsound  suffrage 
arguments.  It  implies  of  course  that  the  part  of  the  world's 
work  which  has  naturally  fallen  to  women  is  less  important 
and  less  likely  to  develop  the  individual  than  the  part 
which  has  naturally  fallen  to  men.  But  how  can  the  rela- 
tive importance  of  these  two  halves  of  the  world's  work 
be  decided,  since  both  are  absolutely  essential?  As  the 
race  would  cease  if  either  sex  should  break  down,  argument 
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as  to  which  is  superior  seems  absurd.  That  woman 
would  develop  better  under  masculine  conditions  of  life 
is  a  totally  unsupported  theory.  Woman  cannot  become 
man  —  she  can  only  become  a  poor  imitation.  She  de- 
velops best  along  the  lines  of  her  own  aptitudes  and  in- 
stincts. To  suppress  these,  as  Miss  Tarbell  has  well 
said,  is  to  rob  not  only  women  but  the  world.  When  the 
powers  and  qualities  peculiar  to  woman  become  atrophied, 
human  society  is  the  loser. 

No  work  in  the  world  is  more  important  for  the  welfare 
of  society  than  the  care  of  young  children,  and  this  is 
woman's  job.  That  babies  need  their  mothers'  care  — 
that  institutional  life  for  infants  is  a  disastrous  failure  — 
is  the  decision  of  experts  in  every  country  where  the 
question  has  been  studied.  It  is  the  Feminists  alone  who 
dispute  this  decision,  and  who  still  advocate  the  dis- 
credited theory  that  the  proper  sphere  for  women,  except 
for  a  very  short  period  before  and  after  childbirth,  is 
outside  the  home.  The  most  striking  recent  exposition 
of  the  up-to-date  theories  of  Feminism  is  contained  in  a 
book  called  Feminism  in  Germany  and  Scandinavia  by 
Katherine  Anthony.  Miss  Anthony  is  a  member  of  the 
Woman's  Political  Union  and  of  the  Woman  Suffrage  Party 
of  New  York  City.  Her  preface  is  dated  from  New  Fair- 
field,  Conn.,  and  was  evidently  written  before  the  recent 
overwhelming  suffrage  defeats  in  New  York,  New  Jersey, 
Pennsylvania  and  Massachusetts.  In  it  the  author  says : 

The  suffrage  movement  in  this  country  is  approaching  a 
successful  climax;  the  hour  glass  must  be  turned  promptly, 
otherwise  the  continuity  of  the  Feminist  advance  will  be  broken 
and  the  acquired  momentum  squandered.  These  chapters  from 
the  work  of  the  other  Feminists  may  offer  some  suggestions 
as  to  the  activities  which  should  engage  the  collective  attention 
of  the  American  woman  movement  when  it  has  been  released. 

Again  she  says: 

People  are  just  now  beginning  to  discover  that  Feminism 
means  more  than  suffragism,  that  the  ballot  for  the  ballot's 
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sake  is  not  the  whole  meaning  of  the  suffrage  agitation,  that 
the  political  demands  of  women  are  inseparable  from  the  social, 
educational  and  economic  demands  of  the  whole  Feminist  move- 
ment. 

This  is  direct  confirmation  of  the  statement  frequently 
made  by  anti-suffragists  that  suffrage  is  only  the  first 
step  in  the  Feminist  Program.  The  author  continues : 

To  the  American  observer  there  is  much  food  for  reflection 
in  the  outspoken  Feminism  of  the  continental  movement.  One 
sees  very  little  evidence  of  truckling  to  narrow-minded  criticism. 

In  Germany,  she  tells  us,  there  are  various  branches 
of  the  woman's  movement.  There  are  the  socialist- 
feminists,  the  Bourgeois-feminists,  the  conservative  fem- 
inists, the  modern  feminists,  the  radical  feminists,  the 
Christian  feminists,  the  neutral  feminists,  the  young  femi- 
nists, the  suffrage-feminists,  and  the  feminist-feminists. 
One  of  the  things  against  which  their  leaders  rebel  is  the 
"superisolation  of  women  in  married  life."  "Man  has  en- 
slaved them  well,"  we  are  told.  "They  will  not  even 
hear  of  freedom.  He  has  separated  them  well.  They  are 
angry  with  the  stronger  ones  of  their  own  sex." 

The  woman  movement  in  America  and  England,  tMiss 
Anthony  tells  us,  has  largely  taken  the  form  of  an  agita- 
tion for  Votes  for  Women.  In  Germany  and  Scandinavia, 
however,  it  is  known  as  the  Muttershutz  (motherhood 
protection)  movement,  the  objects  of  which  are,  appar- 
ently, to  make  the  State,  instead  of  the  husband  and 
father,  responsible  for  the  support  of  mother  and  child, 
and  to  standardize  illegitimacy.  There  are  180,000  ille- 
gitimate children  born  in  Germany  every  year;  in  Sweden 
18,000;  and  in  little  Norway  5,000.  This  convinces  the 
Feminists  that  the  institution  of  marriage  is  a  failure. 
That  the  failure  lies  with  the  mothers  who  have  not  trained 
their  sons  and  daughters  aright  seems  scarcely  to  occur 
to  them.  Our  author  says : 

According  to  the  church  and  the  state  nothing  can  be  wrong 
with  the  form  of  sex  union  known  as  legal  marriage;  but  ac- 
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cording  to  the  woman  movement  and  the  Muttershutz  move- 
ment something  is  wrong  with  the  institution  of  marriage. 
The  Muttershutz  movement  .  .  .  not  only  demands  the  aboli- 
tion of  proprietary  rights  in  marriage,  but  questions  the  eternal 
validity  of  monogamy. 

It  insists  that  the  union  without  marriage  must  be  ac- 
cepted and  recognized.  Our  author  quotes  the  following : 

There  is  one  radical  method  which  would  bring  our  ideas 
back  upon  the  right  track,  and  many  a  sincere  friend  of  the 
cause  must  have  already  wished  it,  —  that  illegitimate  births 
might  occur  right  often.  For  rights  and  laws,  as  they  are,  were 
not  revealed  by  an  unalterable  cosmic  order  but  framed  by  the 
temporary  majority.  And  the  majority  is  always  right  —  even 
when  it  is  wrong!  Every  century  has  a  different  law,  and  one 
need  not  be  a  Utopian  to  assume  that,  after  so  and  so  many 
decades  or  centuries,  the  ideas  of  illegitimate  motherhood 
hitherto  cultivated  may  be  transformed  into  its  exact  opposite. 
The  more  illegitimate  births  there  are  to  record,  the  nearer 
comes  that  time. 

To  the  writer  just  quoted  monogamy  merely  happens 
to  be  the  present  fashion  in  conservative  circles!  The 
human  need  of  the  child  for  two  parents  —  a  father  as 
well  as  a  mother  —  is  something  to  which  the  Feminist 
in  her  sex-conceit,  closes  her  eyes.  She  is  blind  also  to 
the  fact  that  the  ideal  of  monogamy  —  of  lifelong  mar- 
riage —  stands  for  much  more  than  the  emotion  of  youth- 
ful passion.  It  rests  on  the  purpose  of  seeking  another's 
good,  —  "for  richer,  for  poorer,  in  sickness  and  in  health;" 
the  gradual  adjustment  of  personalities,  the  companion- 
ship of  ideas,  of  pleasures  and  of  griefs  form  its  basis. 
This  basis  is  so  vital  to  the  success  of  sex  relations  that  the 
Feminist  attack  on  "the  eternal  validity  of  monogamy" 
is  fortunately  not  likely  to  meet  with  permanent  success. 

On  account  of  the  great  number  of  surplus  women  in 
Europe  "the  men  who  wish  to  evade  the  burdens  and 
responsibilities  of  lifelong  marriage  find  it  easier  to  do  so," 
our  author  tells  us. 
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In  the  colonies,  on  the  other  hand,  the  situation  is  reversed. 
The  men  form  the  majority  of  the  population  and  become  the 
competing  sex.  The  women  may  make  the  terms  of  the  sex 
union  and  exact  the  topmost  price,  lifelong  support.  It  is  clear 
that  the  surplus  women  gathered  together  in  the  centers  of 
European  civilization  cannot  exact  this  topmost  price,  even 
if  the  woman  movement  had  not  taught  them  to  question  the 
morality  of  a  marriage  for  a  support. 

To  Miss  Anthony  the  spiritual  side  of  monogamy  evi- 
dently does  not  exist.  To  her  mind,  the  woman  who 
marries,  simply  sells  herself,  and  drives  a  hard  bargain. 

"From  the  time  of  Luther,"  she  tells  us,  "until  the  beginning 
of  the  2Oth  century  the  monogamic  marriage  was  the  highest 
ideal  of  sexual  ethics,  but  at  that  time  an  organized  movement 
began  which  encouraged  skepticism  toward  the  Lutheran  sex 
code,  and  championed  the  victims  of  this  code  —  the  unmarried 
mother  of  the  illegitimate  child." 

This  new  movement  was  called  "The  New  Ethics." 
Many  of  its  followers  protest  against  the  exclusive  adop- 
tion of  the  monogamic  marriage  as  an  ethical  standard. 
This  is  the  kernel  of  the  new  ethics.  "The  right  to  mother- 
hood" and  the  naming  of  all  children  after  the  maternal 
line  in  order  that  the  illegitimate  child  should  be  at  no 
disadvantage  in  this  regard,  are  other  "ethical"  ideas 
freely  advocated  by  this  movement. 

Still  another  is  in  favor  of  the  "uniform  title."  (Ein- 
heits-Titel.)  The  original  intention  of  the  uniform  title 
was  the  protection  of  the  unmarried  mother.  In  her  case 
the  epithet  "Fraulein"  invites  the  social  persecution  and 
the  social  revenge  to  which  she  is  always  exposed.  To 
shield  her,  groups  of  women  began  to  repudiate  for  them- 
selves the  title  "Fraulein"  and  to  assume  the  title  "Frau." 
Frau  Rosika  Schwimmer,  Secretary  of  the  International 
Woman  Suffrage  Association,  who  campaigned  for  the 
Ohio  suffragists  in  1914,  and  who  originated  the  "Ford 
Peace  Ship"  idea  and  carried  it  to  its  logical  conclusion, 
is  an  unmarried  woman  who  has  assumed  the  uniform 
title. 
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A  little  clear  thinking  will  show  that  all  these  "ethical" 
ideas  do  not  touch  the  root  of  the  matter.  So  long  as  the 
mother  of  sons  in  the  well-to-do  classes  considers  it  only 
natural  for  her  boys  to  seduce  girls  of  the  working  class, 
and  so  long  as  the  mothers  of  these  girls  also  consider  this 
situation  one  to  be  accepted,  so  long  will  it  be  the  mothers 
of  Germany  and  Scandinavia  who  are  a  failure  and  not 
the  institution  of  marriage. 

Thomas  F.  A.  Smith,  in  his  book  The  Soul  of  Ger- 
many, says  that  immorality  in  Germany  is  not  only 
widespread,  but  that  it  is  tolerated  and  laughed  at.  On 
proceeding  to  the  university  or  obtaining  a  lieutenant's 
commission,  the  young  Teuton  looks  around  for  a  "Ver- 
haltnis  "  and  will  have  no  difficulty  in  forming  one  with  a 
shop  girl,  waitress,  daughter  of  a  small  tradesman  or 
official,  even  a  family  governess.  He  incurs  no  other 
obligation  than  paying  for  entertainments,  excursions  and 
the  like.  During  his  premarital  years  he  may  form  many 
such  irregular  acquaintanceships.  No  German  would 
think  of  forbidding  him  his  home  on  that  account.  His 
Don  Juan  proclivities  may  form  a  delectable  subject  of 
conversation  for  ladies  over  cups  of  coffee.  The  German 
girl's  moral  sensibilities  never,  according  to  this  writer, 
lead  her  to  reject  a  husband  who  had  devoted  ten  or  fifteen 
years  to  the  primrose  paths  of  dalliance;  and  when  she 
becomes  a  mother  she  neglects  her  opportunities  to  com- 
bat these  conditions,  since  she  fails  to  instill  better  prin- 
ciples into  her  sons. 

If  the  Feminists  are  undertaking  to  reform  public 
opinion  in  regard  to  the  matter  of  sex  union  why  not 
reform  it  along  the  lines  of  increased  individual  responsi- 
bility and  self-control,  rather  than  in  trying  to  remove 
every  safeguard,  social,  moral  or  legal  against  illegitimate 
relations?  The  statute  books  may  be  filled  with  a  thou- 
sand decrees  that  the  illegitimate  child  shall  have  every 
privilege  which  the  law  can  grant,  but  these  can  never 
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make  up  to  the  child  for  the  lack  of  the  natural  family  life, 
which  is  its  right.  Instead,  however,  of  attempting  to  raise 
moral  standards  and  improve  these  appalling  conditions, 
the  Feminists  urge  that  the  standards  common  among 
"lower  class"  women  be  accepted  by  women  of  all  classes. 
Fritz  Berolzheimer,  in  a  book  called  Morality  and  So- 
ciety in  the  Twentieth  Century  says  on  page  293 : 

Free  love,  formerly  common  in  the  lower  classes,  is  now 
frequent  among  better  class  girls.  This  has  not  been  caused 
by  temptation,  but  it  is  the  widespread  acceptance  of  the  doc- 
trine, so  diligently  proclaimed  in  certain  quarters,  of  the  right 
to  love,  and  because  of  the  rejection,  as  oldfashioned,  of  the 
usual  estimate  placed  upon  chastity. 

Such  are  the  fruits  of  Feminist  teaching. 

That  the  theory  of  Feminism  is  poisoning  our  literature 
as  well  as  our  social  life  and  that  women  writers  are  on 
the  whole  the  worst  offenders,  no  one  who  is  conversant 
with  recent  American  fiction  can  doubt.  We  have  "pro- 
gressed "  along  this  road  rapidly  since  the  Feminist  move- 
ment became  strong,  but  Germany  is  still  ahead.  In 
1907  she  was  already  so  far  advanced  that  George  Sylves- 
ter Viereck,  whose  own  verses  are  certainly  not  without 
erotic  tendencies,  denounced  in  scathing  terms  the  extent 
to  which  this  tendency  had  developed  in  modern  German 
literature.  He  said  "Surely  there  is  something  rotten 
in  the  society  which  tolerates  this  sort  of  thing  and  ap- 
plauds it."  And  he  suggests  that  a  great  war  may  be 
needed  to  do  away  with  this  poison  in  German  life. 

It  is  small  wonder  that  Karl  Lange,  the  anti-feminist 
writer,  is  moved  to  say  in  his  Monatsblatt  for  Dec.  1915 : 

May  God  grant  that  from  our  great  need  a  new  recognition 
of  the  value  of  marriage,  honorably  fulfilled,  may  arise;  therein 
would  lie  the  surest  hope  of  rooting  out  the  moral  diseases  which 
in  the  years  just  preceding  the  war  threatened  the  downfall 
of  our  race. 

Miss  Anthony  in  her  chapter  on  "State  Maternity 
Insurance"  tells  us  that  such  insurance  in  Europe  forms 
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one  of  the  most  significant  chapters  in  the  history  of  the 
changing  status  of  women.  It  recognizes  maternity  as  a 
service  to  the  state,  and  entitles  the  wife  to  claim  support, 
nominal  though  the  payment  may  be  in  the  initial  stages 
of  maternity  insurance,  from  some  other  source  besides 
her  husband.  She  claims  that  this  recognition  is  one  of 
the  most  substantial  gains  of  the  German  and  Scandina- 
vian woman  movement. 

On  the  other  hand,  she  says,  the  foreign  Feminists  have 
no  desire  to  stress  the  economic  valuation  of  maternity  to 
a  degree  which  would  mean  the  denial  of  the  mother's 
right  to  work,  or  her  exclusion  from  the  ordinary  wage- 
earning  occupations.  But  they  do  maintain  that  her 
hard-won  and  dear-bought  economic  independence  shall 
not  be  sacrificed  as  a  condition  for  maternity.  Henrietta 
Furth,  a  prominent  Feminist, 

Whose  demands  are  tied  down  to  the  essentially  practical, 
merely  asks  that  the  mother  shall  be  reimbursed  for  the  wages 
she  loses,  and  for  a  period  of  six  to  eight  weeks  following  her 
confinement,  and  eight  weeks  preceding  it.  Along  these  lines 
the  emancipation  of  the  mother  from  sex  slavery  becomes  a 
practical  and  feasible  prospect  and  not  a  Utopian  dream. 

It  should  be  noted  that  this  Feminist  program  is  iden- 
tical with  the  ideals  of  the  Socialists.  The  fact  that 
Feminism  is  simply  Socialism  in  its  relation  to  women 
has  not  been  sufficiently  dwelt  upon.  Rheta  Childe  Dorr, 
in  her  book  entitled  What  8,000,000  Women  Want,  Chap- 
ter III,  pages  70  and  71,  speaking  of  the  woman  suffragist 
in  Germany  says: 

She  is  a  Suffragist  because  she  is  a  Socialist,  because  woman 
suffrage,  and  indeed,  the  full  equalization  of  the  laws  governing 
men  and  women  are  a  part  of  the  socialist  platform  in  every 
country  in  the  world.  The  woman  member  of  the  Social  Demo- 
crat party  is  not  working  primarily  for  woman  suffrage.  She 
is  working  for  a  complete  overturning  of  the  present  economic 
system,  and  she  advocates  universal  adult  suffrage  as  a  means 
of  bringing  about  the  social  and  economic  change  demanded  by 
the  Socialists. 
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This  is  a  clear  and  convincing  statement  of  the  relation 
of  the  two  movements.  Miss  Anthony  continues: 

Many  people,  women  especially,  dislike  the  thought  that 
child-bearing  and  child-rearing  should  be  associated  with  any 
schedule  of  money  payments.  The  mother's  care  of  her  child 
is  something  whose  psychological  and  spiritual  value  is  ines- 
timable; it  is  admittedly  one  of  the  greatest  cultural  influences. 
It  is  a  tremendous  contribution,  but  it  cannot  be  bought.  All 
this,  of  course,  is  very  true.  But  .  .  .  after  all  we  live  in  an 
economic  world  and  not  in  a  Paul-and- Virginia  paradise! 

Again  she  says: 

There  is,  indeed,  no  question  but  that  the  child-bearer  should 
be  protected  against  all  preventable  disease  and  accident,  and 
that  the  responsibility  for  such  protection  rests  upon  the  state. 
The  persistent  neglect  of  this  duty  is  not  justifiable  by  any 
reason;  it  is  but  the  lingering  influence  of  an  oriental  fatalism 
which  invented  the  myth  of  the  curse  of  Eve.  This  myth  has 
taught  men  to  stand  aside  and  regard  with  complacent  neu- 
trality this  immemorial  battle  of  woman  with  nature,  and 
woman  herself  to  submit  to  many  preventable  evils. 

The  rank  injustice  of  this  statement  is  apparent,  as  it 
is  perfectly  well  known  that  the  tremendous  scientific 
advance  in  the  care  of  women  at  childbirth  is  almost 
entirely  the  result  of  patient  study  on  the  part  of  men. 

Our  author  adds: 

The  economic  helplessness  of  the  child-bearer  has,  to  some 
extent,  been  relieved  by  the  introduction  of  state  maternity 
insurance.  This  put  an  end  to  the  complete  dependence  of  the 
mother  and  child  upon  the  father.  The  far-reaching  significance 
of  this  slight  economic  victory  can  be  appreciated  when  we 
remember  that  the  original  enslavement  of  woman  resulted 
from  her  weakness  and  defenselessness  at  childbirth.  It  is  one 
of  the  deepest  ironies  of  our  civilization  that  the  woman  in 
childbed  has  for  her  sole  economic  shield  and  protector  the 
being  who  once  used  just  this  occasion  to  conquer  and  rob  her. 

At  what  period  of  history  was  it  the  custom  for  a  man 
to  rob  the  mother  of  his  children  during  her  days  in  child- 
bed? 
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Miss  Anthony  maintains  that  the  successive  steps  to- 
wards state-supported  childhood  should  not  result  in  caus- 
ing the  individual  father  to  fade  into  the  background; 
but  just  how  the  Feminists  expect  to  keep  alive  in  the 
husband  and  father  a  sense  of  responsibility  for  wife  and 
child  after  the  state  has  undertaken  their  care  and  sup- 
port is  not  explained.  As  this  sense  of  responsibility  for 
wife  and  child  is  the  most  steadying  and  civilizing  in- 
fluence in  the  life  of  men,  to  do  away  with  it,  as  the 
Feminists  plan  to  do,  is  to  take  a  long  step  backwards 
toward  barbarism. 

The  Feminists  demand  insurance  for  all  mothers, 
legitimate  or  illegitimate.  They  consider  the  proposal 
that  married  women  should  be  excluded  from  the  fac- 
tories as  "Utopian."  They  quote  Henrietta  Furth,  her- 
self the  mother  of  eight  children,  as  saying  "There  has 
never  been  a  time  yet  when  motherhood  was  a  lifefilling 
vocation."  The  married  woman  who  does  not  work  out- 
side the  home  they  disdainfully  label  the  Nur-Hausfrau 
(the  housewife  only).  Of  her  it  is  said  that  "her  economic 
and  legal  subjection  is  complete." 

Dr.  Kathe  Schirmacker,  one  of  the  Feminist  leaders, 
holds  that  the  economic  dependence  of  the  married  woman 
spreads  its  "baleful  influence"  over  the  economic  position 
of  the  whole  sex.  She  claims  that  it  is  because  women's 
work  in  the  home  and  for  the  family  is  not  valued  in  terms 
of  money-wages,  their  work  outside  the  home  is  poorly 
paid. 

The  woman  is  accustomed  to  working  in  her  own  home  for 
nothing,  and  she  is  not  able  to  place  a  sufficiently  high  value 
on  her  services  when  they  are  performed  outside  the  home  for 
an  employer.  The  economic  independence  of  the  unmarried 
woman  is  constantly  hampered  and  impeded  by  the  economic 
dependence  of  the  married  woman. 

This  is  again  straight  Socialist  doctrine,  which  the 
Feminists  have  accepted  without  revision.  It  is  to  be 
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remembered,  however,  that  there  are  some  leaders  of  the 
woman  movement  both  in  Europe  and  America  still 
sane  enough  to  sound  a  warning  note  regarding  economic 
independence,  and  to  call  attention  to  its  appalling  results. 
Mrs.  Florence  Kelley,  Vice-President  of  the  National 
American  Woman  Suffrage  Association,  says  that  "such 
statistics  as  have  been  gathered  the  world  over  show  that 
the  industrial  employment  of  married  women  does  harm 
and  only  harm"  and  she  specifies  among  the  fruits  of  it 
"infanticide,  a  demoralizing  tendency  to  husbands,  and 
a  lowering  of  men's  wages." 

Ellen  Key,  the  great  Swedish  Feminist,  holds  the  same 
opinion.  She  says  that  competition  between  the  sexes 
produces  overcrowding  of  the  labor  market,  with  low 
wages,  uncertainty  of  employment,  high  infant  mortality, 
and  a  debased  domestic  life  with  its  consequences  of 
drunkenness  and  crime.  It  also  produces  ill  feeling  be- 
tween the  sexes. 

The  truth  of  this  last  statement  is  unconsciously  con- 
firmed by  Miss  Anthony,  who  tells  us  how  men,  several 
centuries  ago,  solved  the  problem  of  competition  between 
the  sexes.  She  says: 

In  the  middle  ages,  especially,  women  were  prominent  in  the 
economic  scheme.  The  records  show  that  they  were  not  ex- 
cluded from  any  occupation.  They  were  active  as  silk-weavers 
and  silk-spinners,  yarn-spinners,  gold-spinners,  hat-makers  and 
embroiderers;  in  short  they  were  quite  generally  engaged  in  the 
highly  skilled  production  of  apparel  and  tapestries  of  all  kinds. 

In  the  fourteenth  century  the  guilds  began  to  exclude  women 
and  to  limit  their  work.  They  discovered  that  there  was  an 
old  rule  which  declared  t'hat  only  those  persons  could  be  mem- 
bers who  were  able  to  bear  arms.  The  terms  in  which  the  resolu- 
tions were  drafted  show  that  no  attempt  was  made  to  conceal 
the  purely  competitive  and  egoistic  spirit  of  the  male  workers 
by  which  the  women  were  banished  from  the  guilds  and  deprived 
of  their  means  of  livelihood. 

The  attitude  of  the  guilds  toward  the  women  at  this  critical 
period  was  a  compound  of  economic  jealousy  and  sex-contempt. 
By  the  end  of  the  seventeenth  century,  women  had  been  wholly 
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crowded  out  of  the  handicraft  guilds  and  everywhere  the  male 
sex  made  the  condition  of  admission. 

This  proves  the  truth  of  the  anti-feminist  contention 
that  when  competition  between  the  sexes  becomes  keen, 
the  woman,  being  the  weaker,  will  go  to  the  wall;  and 
justifies  the  belief  that  co-operation  between  the  sexes, 
not  competition  is  the  object  to  be  striven  for. 

Miss  Anthony  dwells  on  the  bitter  antagonism  of  the 
German  Feminists  toward  Ellen  Key,  long  considered  the 
leader  of  the  Feminist  movement  in  Europe.  Because 
Miss  Key  declared  that  women  were  making  a  mistake 
in  rushing  indiscriminatingly  into  men's  occupations, 
instead  of  freeing  and  enhancing  the  work  which  was 
peculiarly  their  own,  she  was  bitterly  attacked  by  the 
Feminists,  who  declare  that  she  has  retarded  the  progress 
of  women's  enfranchisement  and  of  the  entire  woman's 
movement.  Miss  Anthony  dubs  her  the  "wise  fool"  of 
the  woman  movement! 

Miss  Key,  after  passing  through  various  phases  of 
feminist  "thinking,"  at  last  worked  out  to  the  sane  posi- 
tion which  anti-suffragists  have  always  maintained,  that 
woman's  great  contribution  to  the  world  is  as  wife,  mother 
and  homemaker.  Looking  at  the  matter  solely  from  the 
economic  point  of  view,  she  declares  that  the  wages  of 
the  married  woman  when  expended  for  ready  made 
clothing,  generally  of  poor  materials,  and  for  ready  made 
food,  which  is  expensive  and  frequently  adulterated,  is 
less  of  a  contribution  to  the  family's  well-being  than  her 
time  and  strength  expended  in  the  household,  and  used 
in  purchasing  wisely,  cooking  wholesome  food,  and  mak- 
ing durable  clothing.  The  mother  in  the  home  instead 
of  in  the  factory  would  also  lessen  enormously  the  high 
rate  of  infant  mortality,  and  decrease  the  number  of 
neglected  children. 

It  has  been  thoroughly  demonstrated  by  many  in- 
vestigators that  babies  whose  mothers  "work  out"  do 
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not  thrive  as  well  as  those  whose  mothers  can  watch 
them. 

Dr.  John  Lovett  Morse,  the  child  specialist  of  Boston, 
says  that  statistics  show  that  one  in  every  five  bottle-fed 
babies  dies  before  it  is  a  year  old,  while  only  one  in  every 
thirty  of  breast-fed  babies  dies,  thus  giving  the  breast- 
fed baby  six  times  as  many  chances  to  live  as  the  bottle- 
fed  baby.  Evidently  then,  if  the  welfare  of  children  and 
of  the  race  is  to  be  considered,  the  Feminist  doctrine  that 
mothers  should  return  to  their  jobs  in  shops  or  factories 
six  weeks  after  childbirth,  is  about  as  bad  a  program 
as  could  be  devised. 

But  this  doctrine,  although  it  has  all  the  weight  of  the 
world's  experience  against  it,  is  hotly  defended  by  the 
Feminist,  who  is  obsessed  by  the  idea  that  family  life  must 
be  destroyed,  and  that  woman  must  go  out  "into  the 
world  "  to  compete  with  man  on  equal  terms. 

The  destructive  character  of  the  Feminist  movement  is 
clearly  brought  out  in  the  following  lines  quoted  by  Miss 
'Anthony: 

Women  have  to  demand  a  great  many  things  which  may 
not  necessarily  be  good  in  themselves,  simply  because  these 
things  are  forbidden.  They  have  also  to  reject  many  things 
which  may  not  be  necessarily  evil  in  themselves,  simply  because 
they  are  prescribed.  The  idea  of  obedience  can  have  no  moral 
validity  for  women  for  a  long  time  to  come.  .  .  The  only 
ethical  course  for  her  is  to  meet  the  requirements  of  her  age, 
even  if  she  is  thereby  condemned  to  enter  a  state  of  exaggera- 
tion and  anarchy. 

No  better  characterization  could  be  chosen  of  the 
conditions  for  which  the  Feminists  are  striving  than  this 
"a  state  of  exaggeration  and  anarchy."  Miss  Anthony 
has  performed  a  real  service  to  the  reading  public  in 
setting  forth  so  clearly  the  goal  toward  which  the  suffrage 
movement  is  tending,  and  in  making  it  clear  that  what 
the  Feminists  call  "Progress"  is  a  backward  movement 
toward  conditions  many  of  which  have  been  long  out- 
grown and  discredited  by  civilized  nations. 


ABSOLUTE  DEMOCRACY 

THE  word  democracy  means  to  us  that  form  of  govern- 
ment in  which  authority  rests  solely  with  the  people 
as  a  whole,  or  with  those  to  whom  its  exercise  is  delegated 
by  the  people.  Theoretically  that  is  just  what  demokratia, 
demos-rule,  meant  to  the  ancient  Athenians,  from  whom 
we  have  taken  this  word. 

In  ancient  Athens,  however,  the  word  demos  had  various 
meanings.  It  meant  a  group  of  almost  any  sort  which  had 
an  organization  of  its  own.  It  meant  one  of  the  wards 
into  which  Attica  was  divided  by  Cleisthenes,  and  for 
which  we  commonly  use  the  term  deme.  It  meant,  of 
course,  the  body  politic,  just  as  we  speak  of  the  People  of 
the  United  States,  and  so  completely  was  the  power  of  the 
people  established  in  the  Athens  of  the  fifth  century  be- 
fore Christ,  that  people  and  state  seemed  actually  one, 
and  three  expressions  were  used  as  absolutely  synonymous, 
the  State  of  the  Athenians,  the  Demos  of  the  Athenians,  and 
the  Majority  of  the  Athenians.1  But  during  this  fifth  cen- 
tury the  word  demos  acquired  a  new  meaning,  like  our  own 
expression  the  people  in  the  mouths  of  some  present-day 
orators,  namely  the  mass  of  citizens  who  had  little  or  no 
capital,  and  depended  upon  their  labor  for  a  livelihood. 
Many  of  these  citizens  belonged  to  what  we  should  call 
the  industrial  class.  Many  were  skilled  laborers,  employed 
in  various  trades.  Many,  however,  were  unskilled  la- 
borers, if  they  had  any  regular  means  of  support.  And 
soon  demokratia  came  to  mean  the  rule  of  the  demos  in 
this  last  sense.  For,  from  the  fifth  century  on,  the  Athen- 
ians without  land  or  capital  outnumbered  all  the  rest  of 
the  population  which  actually  took  part  in  the  voting, 
just  as  in  most  modern  states;  and  wherever  each  individ- 
ual citizen  has  just  as  much  power  as  every  other  citizen, 

1  Wilamowitz,  in  Phiiologische  Untersuchungen,  I,  p.  4. 
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and  only  so  much,  namely  the  power  of  a  single  vote,  there, 
if  one  class  of  the  citizens  is  so  numerous  and  so  well 
organized  that  it  outvotes  all  the  other  classes  together, 
this  one  class  tends  to  control  the  government  and  the 
state. 

There  are  important  respects  in  which  our  country, 
since  the  colonial  period,  has  been  passing  through  a 
similar  development.  Once  this  was  a  nation  of  farmers, 
most  of  whom  owned  their  own  land.  Now  the  great 
majority  of  our  people  own  no  land,  and  have  little  or  no 
capital.  This  class  of  our  citizens,  "Labor"  as  it  is  called 
collectively,  is  becoming  so  well  organized  that  it  threatens 
to  control  the  government.  And  this  is  what  the  unre- 
stricted power  of  the  majority  vote  always  means.  The 
majority  vote,  in  practice,  is  not  the  expression  of  the 
composite  opinion  of  all  the  citizens:  it  is  the  vote  of  the 
largest  class,  wherever  one  class  can  outvote  all  the  rest 
together.  If  the  predominant  class  recognized  that  its 
ultimate  advantage  lay  in  protecting  and  furthering  the 
interests  of  the  other  classes,  of  the  land-owners  for  example 
and  the  capitalists,  as  well  as  its  own,  no  harm  would  be 
done.  But  this  is  what  the  predominant  class  commonly 
does  not  recognize,  and  is  least  likely  to  recognize  in  a 
country  such  as  ours,  where  many  orators,  newspapers, 
and  magazines  are  constantly  exaggerating  the  differences 
between  the  classes,  and  exciting  the  hostility  of  one  to 
the  other.  Each  class,  in  its  turn,  when  it  has  the  power, 
is  commonly  as  tyrannical  as  every  other  class.  When  the 
different  interests  of  the  country  cease  to  be  represented 
in  the  government,  and  all  power  comes  to  depend  upon 
the  numerical  vote,  there  is  no  restraint  upon  that  class 
which  is  numerically  superior  to  all  the  rest.  The  present 
tendency  of  our  country  is  in  this  direction.  The  proposals 
to  abolish  the  senate  in  our  state  and  national  legislatures 
are  examples  of  it.  Direct  primaries,  the  initiative  and 
referendum,  give  unlimited  power  to  the  majority  vote 
expressed  at  the  polls.  At  the  present  time  California, 
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for  example,  is  undertaking  to  make  laws  by  direct  popular 
vote.  This  is  a  practical  nullification  of  representative 
government,  and  removes  the  most  obvious  difference 
between  our  government  and  that  of  ancient  Athens, 
which  in  time  became  practically  a  government  by  mass- 
meeting. 

That  kind  of  demos  which,  in  the  second  half  of  the  fifth 
century  before  Christ,  obtained  complete  control  of  the 
government  at  Athens  did  not  always  exist  there  any  more 
than  in  those  other  ancient  states,  such  as  Sparta,  which 
were  never  called  democracies,  even  though  in  most  of 
them  sovereignty  rested  in  the  people  as  a  whole. 

Until  the  beginning  of  the  seventh  century  conditions 
of  life  in  most  of  the  Greek  states  were  very  much  alike. 
The  basis  of  the  state,  as  it  is  described  by  Professor 
Meyer,1  was  formed  by  those  who  were  free  and  were  also 
members  of  the  military  force.  All  these,  nobles  and 
commoners  alike,  owned  their  own  land  and  stock.  There 
were  no  regular  taxes,  for  the  state  had  no  regular  expense : 
there  were  no  salaried  officials  or  employees.  In  time  of 
war  each  citizen  was  equipped  at  his  own  expense,  and  in 
the  field  the  army  commonly  supported  itself.  If  the  army 
was  defeated  there  might  be  blood  money  of  some  sort 
to  pay,  or  ransom  for  the  captives,  or  tribute.  In  that 
case  each  citizen  was  called  upon  to  pay  his  share,  which 
was  assessed  by  the  king  or  some  leader  or  by  the  council. 
If,  however,  the  army  was  successful,  then  there  were 
spoils  of  war,  in  which  each  citizen  had  a  claim.  More- 
over, it  often  happened  that  there  was  a  regular  income 
from  rentable  lands  or  properties,  such  as  mines,  belonging 
to  the  state,  or  from  some  other  source;  and  in  such  income 
each  citizen  shared,  just  as  each  contributed  to  and  shared 
in  the  festivals  of  the  gods.  All  were  members,  theoret- 

1  Eduard  Meyer,  Die  Sklaverei  im  Altertum,  Vortrag  gehalten  in  der  Gehe- 
Stiftung  zu  Dresden  am  15  Januar,  1898,  p.  14  ff.  From  this  article  I  have  taken 
most  of  what  I  have  said  in  this  and  in  the  following  paragraph.  See  also  Meyer, 
Die  wirtschaftliche  Entwickelung  des  Altertums  (1895),  and  Geschichte  des  Alter- 
tums,  II,  §§  190-238. 
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ically  at  least,  of  the  blood-brotherhood  on  which  the 
political  organization  depended,  and  of  which  the  heads 
of  the  noble  families  were  the  legitimate  directors.  This 
blood-brotherhood  included  the  particular  gods  of  the 
community,  and  also  the  spirits  of  the  dead. 

Outside  of  this  political  organization  stood  the  rest  of 
the  members  of  the  clan,  who,  even  though  personally  free, 
had  no  share  in  the  land,  the  artisans,  or  demiourgoi,  as  the 
Greeks  called  them,  metal-workers,  carpenters,  musicians, 
physicians,  prophets  and  the  like.1  The  day-laborers  also 
had  practically  the  same  status,  those  who  worked  for  the 
great  nobles  or  the  larger  farmers,  or  else  farmed,  as 
tenants,  portions  of  the  estates  of  the  nobles.  These 
laborers  stood  in  a  relation  of  personal  dependence,  which 
limited  their  legal  rights,  and  laid  upon  them  certain  fixed 
charges  in  personal  service  or  produce.  These  were  the 
thetes  (flares)  of  the  Greeks,  the  clientes  of  the  Romans: 
they  were  like  the  serfs  of  the  Middle  Ages.  In  some  cases 
this  class  of  dependents  was  due  to  the  subjugation  of 
weaker  tribes:  the  serfs  were  then  aliens  to  their  lords. 
In  the  Greek  colonies  the  natives  were  reduced  to  bondage, 
but  might  not  be  sold  from  the  land.  In  Greece  itself, 
however,  the  serfs  were  of  the  same  blood  as  their  masters : 
the  helots  of  Laconia,  for  example,  were  as  truly  Laconians 
as  the  Spartans  themselves  were,  and  counted  as  members 
of  the  folk,  although  they  had  lost  their  citizenship  be- 
cause unable  to  fulfil  its  obligations.  And  this  failure  to 
fulfil  the  obligations  of  citizenship  was  due  to  purely 
economic  causes.  Whoever  had  to  work  for  others,  or 
had  so  little  property  himself  that  he  had  to  devote  the 
whole  of  his  activity  to  the  support  of  his  family,  was  unfit 
to  serve  in  the  army  or  take  an  active  part  in  public  life. 
Furthermore,  such  a  man  was  wholly  defenseless  against 
the  great  men  who  directed  the  affairs  of  the  community; 
he  needed  someone's  protection,  in  order  not  to  be  stripped 
of  his  rights  altogether.  Hence  many  voluntarily  entered 

1  See  Homer,  Odyssey,  xvii,  383  ff. 
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into  this  dependent  relationship.  Such  a  person  renounced 
his  personal  freedom  and  his  citizenship,  which  brought 
him  in  little  or  nothing  and  might  lay  upon  him  heavy 
burdens,  such  as  military  service,  and,  by  becoming  some 
great  man's  client,  won  protection  and  security  for  his 
life,  his  family,  and  his  goods.  This  of  course  was  a  germ 
of  feudalism. 

In  those  Greek  cantons  which  had  a  normal  develop- 
ment, absolutely  all  the  arable  land  was  under  cultivation, 
at  least  as  early  as  the  seventh  century.  Even  land  nat- 
urally unproductive  was  made  productive  artificially: 
marshes  were  drained,  sometimes  by  means  of  great 
tunnels,  as  in  Boeotia  and  Arcadia,  and  steep  hillsides 
were  terraced.  But  soon  this  was  not  enough:  the  land 
could  not  support  the  people. 

There  were  two  reasons  for  this.  One,  of  course,  was  the 
natural  increase  of  the  population.  The  second  reason 
was  far  more  important,  and  yet  it  was  made  really  plain 
to  us  only  a  short  time  ago,  by  Professor  Simkhovitch 
of  Columbia  University.1  In  ancient  times,  just  as  in  the 
Middle  Ages,  land  under  cultivation  always  deteriorated 
very  rapidly,  because  the  farmers  were  unable  by  fertiliza- 
tion to  compensate  the  soil  for  the  crops  which  they  took 
from  it.  The  ancient  Greeks  understood  the  necessity  for 
fertilization :  they  did  not  know  much  about  what  we  call 
artificial  fertilizers,  but  they  knew  all  about  manure. 
They  did  not  have  manure  enough,  however,  because  they 
had  so  few  of  the  larger  domestic  animals.  Sheep  and 
goats,  of  course,  grazed  in  winter  as  well  as  summer  chiefly 
on  the  rocky  hill-slopes  which  were  unfit  for  cultivation, 
and  consequently  provided  little  or  nothing  for  the  fer- 
tilization of  the  plowed  land.  Only  a  very  few  of  the 
larger  animals  could  be  carried  through  the  winters,  be- 
cause there  was  so  little  hay.  The  only  grass  from  which 
hay  could  be  made  was  that  which  grew  in  the  bottom 

XV.  G.  Simkhovitch:  "Hay  and  History,"  in  Political  Science  Quarterly, 
XXVIII,  3,  1913- 
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lands  along  the  streams,  and  these  were  always  public 
meadows  on  which  the  horses  and  cattle  of  the  whole 
community  were  pastured  until  they  could  be  turned  into 
the  fallow  lands,  or  the  stubble  fields  after  the  crops  were 
reaped.  And  the  farmers  had  no  way  of  increasing  the 
extent  of  their  grass  lands,  for,  according  to  Professor 
Simkhovitch,  it  was  not  until  about  the  middle  of  the 
seventeenth  century  after  Christ  that  men  learned  to 
select  from  all  the  sixty  or  seventy  grasses  —  not  to  men- 
tion all  the  weeds  —  which  grow  naturally  beside  the 
streams  the  few  which  will  grow  in  the  uplands,  and, 
collecting  the  seed  of  these  grasses,  to  convert  the  plow- 
lands  into  hay  fields.  In  these  days  grass  seed  is  a  staple 
article  of  merchandise,  and  we  find  it  difficult  to  realize 
that  it  was  not  always  so.  But  when  it  was  first  used,  and 
its  practicability  demonstrated,  it  produced  a  revolution 
in  land  values  and  in  farm  life. 

In  ancient  times  then,  as  in  the  Middle  Ages,  few  of  the 
larger  animals  could  be  kept  at  the  farm  yards  and  there 
was  little  manure  available:  consequently  the  fields  were 
insufficiently  fertilized,  and  rapidly  deteriorated.  From 
a  bushel  of  seed  good  land  will  produce  25  to  30  bushels 
of  wheat,  or  40  to  50  bushels  of  oats,  per  acre,  and  some- 
times much  more.  This  has  been  the  normal  yield  in  the 
wheat  regions  of  Minnesota  and  Dakota,  Manitoba, 
Saskatchewan  and  Alberta.  But  where  wheat  has  been 
sown  year  after  year  without  fertilization,  the  yield  has 
steadily  decreased  to  10  or  15  bushels  per  acre,  so  that 
after  a  few  years  many  of  the  ranchers  have  moved  on  to 
newer  lands.  We  know  that  in  the  Middle  Ages  some 
lands  ceased  to  produce  from  two  bushels  of  seed  more  than 
four  or  five  bushels  of  wheat  per  acre.  Undoubtedly  it  was 
so  in  antiquity. 

The  consequence  was  that  in  Greece  by  the  seventh 
century  those  who  were  dependent  upon  small  farms 
could,  in  ordinary  seasons,  barely  manage  to  get  through 
the  year  on  that  year's  crop:  every  bad  season  brought 
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famine  and  desperation.  And  now  also  the  time  had  gone 
by  when  the  rich  land-owner  would  give  to  his  neighbor 
in  need,  from  his  own  surplus  store,  for  which  he  himself 
had  no  good  use.  The  rich  had  found  the  way  to  export 
their  surplus,  or  at  least  to  market  it:  consequently  the 
rich  began  to  charge  the  poor  for  such  loans,  and  interest 
became  a  factor  in  Greek  life.  The  poor  man's  land,  his 
farm,  was  the  security:  if  this  was  not  enough,  then  his 
person  and  his  family.  As  for  the  rate,  in  Solon's  time 
1 8%  was  regarded  as  moderate:  in  the  fifth  century  it  fell 
to  12%  on  good  security.  Under  such  circumstances  a 
debt  generally  brought  ruin  to  the  farmer,  especially  as, 
after  the  old  rule  of  the  kings  had  been  abolished,  the 
administration  of  justice  was  wholly  in  the  hands  of  the 
nobles,  that  is,  the  class  to  whom  the  creditors  commonly 
belonged. 

"The  predominance  of  the  great  land-owners,"  says 
Professor  Beloch,  "was  further  increased  by  this,  that  the 
foreign  trade,  what  there  was  then,  was  almost  exclusively 
conducted  by  them.  Once  the  aristocracy,  when  not 
actively  engaged  in  war,  supplied  the  leaders  of  pirate 
expeditions,  or  companies  of  adventurers  to  the  North- 
east and  to  the  West.  And  though  it  took  a  long  time  for 
these  gentlemen  to  overcome  their  prejudice  against 
making  money  through  friendly  intercourse  with  the 
outside  world,  in  time  they  learned  even  this.  The 
Bacchiadae  of  Corinth,  the  Hippobotae  of  Chalcis,  could 
never  have  held  control  in  their  cities  so  long  if  they  had 
been  only  land-owners  or  pirates.  The  aristocracy  of  the 
small  and  unfruitful  island  of  ^Egina  must  always  have 
owed  their  position  to  the  trade  of  the  island,  or  the  man- 
ufactures which  lay  behind  it."  l  And  I  believe  the  same 
was  true  of  the  rich  Alcmaeonidae  at  Athens.  Even  at 
Sparta  the  land-owning  Spartiatae  were  interested  in 
commerce  as  late  as  the  seventh  century,  for  they  were 
allied  with  the  commercial  island  Samos  at  that  time,  and 

1  Beloch,  Griechische  Gesckichte,  I,  p.  222  f. 
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with  Elis  engaged  in  a  war  against  Pisa,  Messenia  and 
some  of  the  Arcadian  cities,  the  real  causes  of  the  war 
being,  apparently,  the  desire  of  both  parties  to  profit  by 
the  export  trade  of  Arcadia.  Against  this  power  of  the 
aristocracy  the  peasantry  was  defenseless:  left  to  itself, 
it  must  necessarily  have  been  ruined. 

And  that  actually  happened  in  a  great  part  of  Greece. 
In  the  Thessalian  plain  the  nobles  reduced  the  great  mass 
of  the  peasantry,  the  penestae  as  they  were  called,  to  serf- 
dom or  slavery.  Athens,  at  the  end  of  the  seventh  cen- 
tury, was  on  the  very  brink  of  such  a  condition.  Very 
many  of  the  small  farms  were  mortgaged:  many  of  the 
peasants  were  driven  from  house  and  home,  others  reduced 
to  slavery  or  obliged  to  flee  from  the  country  to  escape 
this  fate.  That  conditions  were  no  better  in  the  rest  of 
Greece  is  shown  by  Hesiod's  Erga.  Much  the  same 
situation  brought  about  the  economic  troubles  at  Rome 
reflected  in  the  story  of  the  secession  of  the  plebs  to  the 
Mons  Sacer  and  the  speech  of  Menenius  Agrippa.1  That 
the  same  conditions  were  present  among  the  Hebrews 
may  be  learned  from  the  prophets  who  lived  shortly  be- 
fore, during,  and  after  the  captivity.2 

Such  circumstances  brought  about  the  Greek  coloniza- 
tion in  Sicily  and  Italy,  on  the  north  shore  of  the  -^Egean, 
and  on  the  Black  Sea  and  its  entrances.  This  colonization 
began  about  the  middle  of  the  eighth  century,  and  lasted 
until  about  the  middle  of  the  sixth.  Undoubtedly  there 
were  various  reasons  for  this  colonization.  It  provided  an 
outlet  for  adventurous  spirits,  a  refuge  for  those  dis- 
contented or  undesirable  at  home.  To  some  extent  the 
colonies  increased  the  business  of  the  home  countries, 
affording  better  markets  for  home  products  and  collecting 
raw  materials,  such  as  metals,  skins,  etc.,  for  home  in- 
dustries. But  there  were  two  reasons  so  important  that 
all  the  others  seem  to  me  comparatively  insignificant. 

1  See  Neumann,  Die  Bauer nbefreiung,  Strassburg,  1900. 

2  For  example,  Amos,  v,  n  f.;  viii,  4-6;  Ezekiel,  xviii,  1-18;  Nehemiah,  v; 
etc. 
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These  were,  first,  the  necessity  of  providing  homes  in  a 
new  world  for  the  surplus  of  the  population  which  the 
old  countries  could  no  longer  support,  and,  secondly,  the 
necessity  of  procuring  grain  from  new  lands  which  had  not 
yet  deteriorated  because  of  cultivation  without  sufficient 
refertilization. 

Colonization  afforded  a  temporary  relief  from  an  in- 
tolerable situation.  But  all  the  while  a  permanent  and 
far  more  sufficing  remedy  for  existing  evils  was  appearing 
of  itself,  in  the  development  of  Greek  industries  and  of  the 
commerce  which  arose  from  them.  In  the  Homeric  time, 
when  nearly  all  work  was  still  done  within  the  family 
circle,  the  few  artisans  were  of  little  importance  to  society 
in  general.  But  with  the  technical  development  of  in- 
dustry from  the  beginning  of  the  seventh  century  house- 
hold labor  could  no  longer  keep  pace.  Soon  there  was 
plenty  of  work  for  everybody.  Here  then,  in  manufacture 
for  the  trade  as  we  say,1  the  down-trodden  peasantry, 
driven  from  their  land  by  the  natural  pressure  of  the  in- 
crease of  population,  the  deterioration  of  the  soil  and  the 
oppression  of  the  nobles,  found  a  permanent  refuge,  a  new 
and  sufficient  means  of  earning  a  living.  So  precisely  the 
same  thing  took  place  as  that  which  has  occurred  in  Ger- 
many since  the  middle  of  the  last  century.  Beginning 
with  1848  Germans  in  great  numbers  emigrated  from 
their  homes,  chiefly  to  the  United  States  and  to  South 
America.  Most  of  the  first  emigrants  were  political 
refugees.  But  after  them  came  many  others  who  were 
unable  to  earn  a  sufficient  livelihood  at  home.  When, 
however,  the  new  German  Empire  had  recovered  from  the 
depression  which  ensued  shortly  after  the  Franco-Prussian 
war  of  1870-71,  industry  and  commerce  in  Germany  in- 
creased so  enormously  that  emigration  from  that  country 
to  America  practically  ceased,  and  the  need  of  Germany 
became  more  capital  to  increase  its  plants,  and  more 

1  In  the  textile  industry  of  Miletus,  for  example,  the  manufacture  of  all  kinds 
of  hardware  in  ^Egina,  of  pottery  in  Attica. 


Absolute   Democracy  341 

hands  to  work  them,  not  more  ways  to  earn  a  living  at 
home.  And  the  same  thing  will  doubtless  happen  ul- 
timately in  other  countries  from  which  emigrants  are  now 
pouring  in  upon  us  in  hordes. 

The  industrial  development  which  was  in  full  swing  at 
Athens  during  the  sixth  century  —  the  period  between 
Solon  and  Cleisthenes,  including  the  rule  of  the  "tyrant" 
Peisistratus  and  his  sons  —  produced  at  Athens,  as  in 
many  other  states,  a  new  class  of  citizens,  which  soon  be- 
came more  numerous  than  all  the  other  classes  together, 
namely  that  landless  demos  of  which  I  spoke  before. 

At  the  beginning,  this  class  of  citizens  included  first  of 
all  the  industrial  laborers  themselves,  in  so  far  as  these 
were  freemen.  Many  of  these  were  independent  crafts- 
men or  manufacturers,  working  each  one  by  and  for  him- 
self, or  with  the  assistance  of  members  of  his  family  or 
of  slaves:  many  others  worked  in  regular  factories.  It 
included  also  all  those  who  handled  the  freight,  the  raw 
materials  coming  in  and  the  finished  products  going  out, 
the  porters  and  truckmen,  the  dock-hands  and  long- 
shoremen. It  included  furthermore  all  those  who  manned 
the  boats  and  ships,  as  rowers  or  sailors,  and  the  laborers 
who  built  the  vessels  and  kept  them  in  repair.  Besides 
these,  of  course,  an  almost  infinite  number  of  other  classes 
of  employees  practically  without  capital,  connected  with 
the  making,  carrying  and  marketing  of  goods,  from  the 
clerks  in  the  offices  to  the  night  watchmen  and  messengers. 

The  same  conditions  produced,  of  course,  another  class 
of  citizens  at  Athens,  incomparably  less  numerous,  but, 
as  individuals,  incomparably  more  powerful.  These  were 
the  employers  of  labor,  the  factory-owners  and  ship- 
owners: furthermore  the  merchants,  large  and  small, 
chiefly,  of  course,  the  wholesalers;  and  lastly  the  bankers 
and  those  who  invested  money  in  industrial  and  commer- 
cial enterprises.  Many  of  these  capitalists  had  been  orig- 
inally land-owners,  and  many  still  had  estates  in  land;  but 
their  wealth  was  now  chiefly  from  other  sources.  The 
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Alcmaeonidae,  for  example,  seem  to  have  been  capitalists 
of  this  sort. 

The  rapid  development  of  industry  and  commerce  at 
Athens  had  two  further  consequences,  which  seriously 
affected  Athenian  life;  these  were  the  rapid  increase  of 
slave-labor,  and  the  rise  of  what  is  often  called  "Cap- 
italism." 

Even  as  early  as  the  middle  of  the  sixth  century  the 
citizens  themselves  were  no  longer  able  to  supply  the  labor 
demanded  by  the  rapidly  developing  industry  and  com- 
merce. A  new  source  of  supply  had  to  be  found,  and  was 
found  in  the  introduction  of  male  slaves,  which  were 
almost  unknown  in  the  preceding  century,  as  they  were 
in  the  Homeric  age.  At  first  this  new  labor  did  not,  as 
might  have  been  feared,  rob  free  men  of  their  jobs:  at 
first  it  increased  business  and  made  for  the  general  pros- 
perity. But  in  the  end  slave-labor  had  the  same  disas- 
trous results  in  ancient  states  as  in  modern.  Ultimately 
it  displaced  free  labor  almost  completely,  not  only  in 
mining  and  similar  activities,  but  also  in  the  factories, 
and,  although  I  do  not  believe  that  the  number  of  slaves 
in  Athens  ever  amounted  to  more  than  two  fifths  of  the 
number  of  citizens,  and  although  slave-labor  is  always,  in 
the  end,  less  economical  than  hired  labor  and  under  nor- 
mal conditions  cannot  long  compete  with  it,  yet  the  in- 
troduction of  slaves  in  large  numbers  changed  the  char- 
acter of  a  large  part  of  the  Athenian  people  and  their 
life.  For  soon  it  became  possible  for  very  small  people  to 
earn  their  living  partly  or  wholly  through  their  slaves. 
And  when,  during  the  latter  half  of  the  fifth  century, 
many  of  the  poorest  citizens  received,  almost  constantly, 
pay  as  jurors  and  for  other  public  services,  many  of  the 
lowest  class  lived  practically  without  manual  labor,  and 
that  had  very  bad  results. 

The  growth  of  the  power  of  capital  was  not  less  serious. 
Not  only  did  the  possession  of  capital,  sometimes  without 
either  brains  or  character,  give  to  individuals  a  very 
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dangerous  power,  but  then,  as  now,  the  large  capitalists 
began  to  reach  down  from  larger  enterprises  to  control 
the  smaller  activities,  stifle  competition,  and  destroy  in- 
dividual enterprise  and  responsibility.  Soon  the  bankers 
and  capitalists  began  to  buy  up  and  control  the  small 
independent  craftsmen,  the  wholesalers  to  buy  up  and 
control  the  retail  merchants  and  peddlers.  Just  so  now 
nearly  all  the  saloons  are  owned  and  controlled  by  the 
breweries  or  wholesale  liquor-dealers,  most  of  the  butcher- 
shops  are  practically  owned  by  the  meat-packers,  and 
distributors  of  kerosene  and  gasolene  by  the  Standard  Oil: 
the  private  book-binders  have  practically  disappeared, 
and  as  a  rule  independent  "shoe-makers"  now  only  repair 
shoes.  People  may  differ  as  to  whether  such  conditions 
are  necessarily  harmful:  many  believe  that  they  are  not 
only  natural  and  inevitable,  but  on  the  whole  beneficial. 
But  there  can  be  little  doubt  that  great  harm  was  done 
when  the  Athenian  capitalists  began  to  buy  up  the  small 
farms,  which  they  then  worked  largely  by  slaves.  And 
certainly  the  general  result  of  this  form  of  capitalism  in 
ancient  Athens  was  that  crowds  of  respectable  and  self- 
respecting  independent  country  folk  swarmed  into  town 
to  be  submerged  in  the  city  population,  just  as  nowadays, 
and  to  swell  the  numbers  of  the  landless  demos.  In  vain 
Peisistratus,  like  other  tyrants,  tried  to  restrain  both  this 
movement  from  the  land  to  the  city,  and  the  introduction 
of  slaves :  the  trend  of  the  times  was  too  strong. 

Until  the  beginning  of  the  fifth  century,  however,  the 
landless  elements  of  the  population  lacked  any  real  power, 
because  they  were  without  organization  and  self-reliance. 
They  attained  political  significance  only  when  their  cause 
was  espoused  by  nobles  such  as  the  Alcmaeonidse,  who 
were  doubtless  acting  primarily  for  their  own  interests. 
But  during  the  Persian  Wars  it  seemed  to  Themistocles 
and  others  necessary  to  develop  the  navy,  and  make 
this  the  chief  arm  of  the  national  defense.  This  change 
had  an  effect  similar  to  that  produced  some  centuries 
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earlier  by  the  organization  of  the  "hoplite"  army,  i.  e.7 
the  heavy  infantry  composed  chiefly  of  yeomen:  it  trans- 
ferred the  balance  of  power  in  the  state  to  a  class  of  citizens 
who  before  had  had  little  or  no  share  in  the  government. 
In  the  seventh  century  Athens  appears  to  have  had  a 
small  fleet  of  fifty-oared  vessels.  Tradition  has  it  that 
there  were  forty-eight  of  these.  The  new  navy  created  by 
Themistocles  in  482  B.  C.  numbered  about  two  hundred 
triremes,  each  with  a  crew  of  about  two  hundred  men. 
These  crews  were  recruited  chiefly  from  the  lowest  class 
of  citizens,  the  landless  population,  which  heretofore  had 
had  little  voice  in  the  management  of  affairs.  It  was  only 
natural  that  those  who  won  her  victories  should  demand 
a  full  share  in  the  control  of  the  state,  and  the  justice  of 
their  claim  was  frankly  admitted  in  a  political  pamphlet 
written  by  an  unknown  aristocrat  about  424  B.  C.1  But 
this  lowest  class  of  citizens  was  more  numerous  than  all 
the  others  together,  and  consequently,  when  each  member 
of  it  acquired  a  share  in  the  government  equal  to  that  of 
every  other  citizen,  this  largest  class  soon  became  pre- 
dominant. 

Doubtless  Themistocles  was  right.  What  else  could 
Athens  do?  It  was  in  fact  this  navy  which  really  saved 
Greece  from  the  Persian  invasion,  and  later  made  Athens 
so  powerful  and  prosperous.  But  it  is  easy  to  understand 
the  feelings  of  the  old  aristocracy  and  of  the  conservative 
middle  class  towards  this  change.  Many  persons  in 
Athens  between  490  and  480  were  fully  conscious  of  where 
this  change  would  lead.  It  transferred  the  control  in 
peace  as  well  as  war  to  those  who  were  really  unfit  to  have 
control,  who  had  as  little  education  and  knowledge  of 
large  affairs  as  they  had  property,  who  had  no  stake  to 
lose,  no  hostages  to  give:  who  were  undisciplined,  hard 
to  control,  and  easily  led  by  demagogues  and  spell-binders. 

From  this  time  on,  two  parties  divided  the  state  of  the 
Athenians  —  those  who  still  had  their  living  directly  or 

1  Pseudo-Xenophon:  The  Government  of  the  Athenians,  I,  2. 
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indirectly  from  the  land,  and  those  whose  interests  lay 
chiefly  in  manufacture  and  in  commerce.  The  former 
clung  to  an  old  ideal,  OLIGARCHY  as  it  was  called,  and  de- 
sired a  form  of  government  in  which  political  power  was 
limited  to  certain  classes  of  the  citizens:  the  latter  sup- 
ported the  new  regime,  DEMOCRACY  as  they  called  it,  in 
which,  when  the  suffrage  became  universal,  the  lowest 
class  of  citizens,  outvoting  all  the  rest,  controlled  the  state. 
These  were  no  such  political  parties  as  the  Republican 
and  Democratic  parties  in  this  country  today,  which  have 
difficulty  in  finding  for  each  campaign  issues  sufficiently 
important  of  themselves  to  divide  the  vote.  These  were 
real  parties,  whose  ideas  and  whose  interests  were  fun- 
damentally different  and  often  diametrically  opposed. 
It  was  so  in  most  Greek  states  at  that  time.  Wherever 
one  of  these  parties  greatly  predominated,  there  the  state 
remained  oligarchical  or  became  democratic,  as  the  case 
might  be.  Wherever  these  two  parties  were  nearly  bal- 
anced, there  occurred  a  series  of  revolutions  and  counter- 
revolutions, in  which  large  numbers  of  the  citizens  lost 
their  lives,  and  the  state  was  ruined.  It  was  so,  for  ex- 
ample, notoriously,  at  Corcyra.  The  one  strong  state  in 
which  practically  the  whole  body  of  citizens  in  full  and 
regular  standing  had  their  living  from  the  land,  was 
Sparta.  There  no  revolutions  or  changes  of  government 
occurred  during  this  period.  Inevitably,  therefore, 
Sparta  remained  the  leader  and  protector  of  all  those 
other  states  which,  like  many  of  the  Arcadian  cities,  were 
predominantly  agricultural,  and  also  of  those  like  Corinth 
and  Megara,  which,  although  predominantly  industrial 
and  commercial,  were  unwilling  to  join  the  great  organiza- 
tion, which  we  call  the  Athenian  Empire,  but  which  the 
Athenians  called  their  "Alliance" 

The  oligarchical  party  at  Athens  in  the  fifth  century 
was  composed,  first  of  all,  of  the  old  nobility  whose  income 
was  chiefly  from  their  estates;  also  of  the  farmers  and  small 
land-owners;  also  of  many  of  the  city  people,  such  as  the 
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old-fashioned  independent  craftsmen  and  small  shop- 
keepers, who  preferred  to  earn  their  living  as  they  had 
under  the  old  regime.  Some  of  these  persons  were  ex- 
tremely unprogressive  and  prejudiced:  some  of  them 
would  have  been  as  selfish  and  tyrannical  as  in  the  olden 
time,  if  they  had  had  the  power.  The  democratic  party 
was  composed  of  the  capitalists  whose  money  was  in- 
vested in  the  new  industry  or  commerce,  and  all  their 
employees  and  dependents  of  every  grade.  And  it  was 
with  these  latter  that  the  real  power  lay,  because  of  their 
numbers,  when  every  citizen  had  the  same  authority. 
As  soon  as  they  realized  this,  they  turned  upon  and  began 
to  bully  their  former  masters,  the  capitalists.  Many,  if 
not  most  of  them,  were  ignorant,  short-sighted  and  prej- 
udiced; many  of  them  were  altogether  thoughtless.  We 
have  the  same  kind  among  us  now,  and  one  of  those  who 
would  be  a  leader  has  said  recently:  "We're  not  partic- 
ularly interested  in  just  having  a  loaf  thrown  at  us.  We 
want  good  jobs  and  good  pay  for  every  job.  If  we  don't 
get  the  jobs,  we'll  compel  the  rich  to  support  these  people, 
and  support  them  properly.  Why  shouldn't  they?" 

At  the  middle  of  the  fifth  century  the  leader  of  the 
oligarchical  party  was  Cimon,  a  man  who,  though  often 
misjudged,  was  in  reality  a  brave  gentleman,  a  good  sol- 
dier and  a  fine  patriot.  The  leader  of  the  democratic 
party  was  Pericles,  who  was  closely  related  to  the  family 
of  the  Alcmaeonidae  and  inherited  the  political  theories 
of  their  faction.  Cimon  believed  in  maintaining  the  power 
of  the  landed  proprietors  and  cared  comparatively  little 
about  foreign  relations.  Pericles'  interest  centered  in  the 
development  of  Athens'  commerce:  he  advocated  a  foreign 
policy  very  similar  to  that  pursued  by  the  successors  of 
Bismarck  in  Germany,  a  policy  which  has  led  to  the 
present  European  war  just  as  the  policy  of  Pericles  led 
to  the  Peloponnesian  war.  In  order  to  break  the  power 
of  their  opponents  and  to  carry  out  their  own  policy, 
Pericles  and  his  associates  practically  abolished  the 
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"Areopagus,"  the  Upper  House  of  the  Athenians,  which 
was  still  largely  under  the  influence  of  the  land-owning 
aristocracy,  and  gave  almost  unrestricted  power  to  the 
majority  vote  of  the  citizens.  Pericles  seems  to  have  be- 
lieved that  he  could  dominate  the  mass  of  the  citizens 
by  the  force  of  his  personality,  and  in  this  he  was  successful 
for  a  time.  But  after  his  death  the  Athenian  democracy 
fell  under  the  control  of  demagogues  like  Cleon  and  Hyper- 
bolus,  yielded  to  the  worst  influences,  and  made  most 
disastrous  mistakes. 

There  was  no  clash  of  interests  between  the  oligarchical 
party  and  the  Spartan  allies,  no  natural  cause  for  war  while 
this  party  was  in  control.  There  is  no  trace  of  any  serious 
ill-feeling  or  lack  of  sympathy  between  Sparta  and  Athens, 
until  about  460,  when  the  democratic  party,  with  its  new 
interests  and  ambitions,  gained  control,  and  under  its  man- 
agement the  Athenian  "Alliance"  became  a  menace  to  all 
outsiders.  The  conflict  between  Athens  and  the  Spartan 
league,  the  Peloponnesian  League  as  they  called  it,  which 
began  in  460  and  ended  with  the  fall  of  Athens  in  404,  was 
due  to  the  desire  to  limit  the  power  of  this  alliance.  It 
was  not  due  to  any  racial  antipathy  between  lonians  and 
Dorians:  Athens  was  Ionian  only  in  a  very  vague  sense, 
and  was  on  as  intimate  terms  with  "Dorian"  Rhodes  and 
Halicarnassus,  as  with  "  Ionian  "  Samos  and  Miletus.1  Nor 
was  this  conflict  due  to  any  natural  antagonism  between 
oligarchy  and  democracy,  as  forms  of  government.  But 
it  became  evident  that  all  the  outstanding  Greek  states 
would  soon  have  to  join  the  Alliance  or  crush  it,  and  they 
finally  crushed  it.  Athens  never  recovered  from  the  ruin 
which  ensued.  Early  in  the  next  century  she  regained  for 
a  short  time  some  semblance  of  her  former  power,  and 
organized  a  new  "alliance."  But  this  partial  recovery 
was  only  temporary,  and  although  the  Athenians  long 

1  The  picture  which  Herodotus  gives  of  the  Spartans  at  the  time  of  the  Persian 
Wars,  and  his  account  of  the  relations  between  the  Spartans  and  the  Athenians, 
is  wholly  unhistorical,  and  is  the  product  of  the  hatred  of  430  B.  C.  projected 
back  upon  a  period  fifty  years  earlier. 
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remained  the  intellectual  leaders  of  the  world,  their 
political  independence  was  soon  lost,  and  their  material 
prosperity  destroyed. 

The  ruin  of  Athens  was  due  in  part  to  the  aggressive 
policy  which  she  pursued  under  the  leadership  of  some  of 
her  ablest  statesmen,  such  as  Pericles.  This  policy  caused 
the  growth  and  prosperity  of  Athens  in  the  fifth  century; 
but  it  finally  alienated  most  of  her  allies,  and  united  against 
her  some  of  the  most  powerful  states  in  the  civilized  world. 
Even  then  she  might  have  fought  her  war  to  a  successful 
conclusion  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  blind  follies  of  the 
Athenian  demos:  for  the  triumph  of  democracy  at  Athens 
in  the  fifth  century  before  Christ  came  to  mean  the  ab- 
solute establishment  of  the  majority  vote,  and  this,  in 
turn,  meant  the  unlimited  power  of  the  most  ignorant, 
bigoted  and  irresponsible.  These  voters,  led  by  their 
ignorant  and  often  unprincipled  demagogues,  carried 
Athens,  to  use  a  phrase  of  Professor  von  Wilamowitz, 
"down  the  road  to  glory  and  then  to  ruin."  l  And  we, 
the  citizens  of  these  United  States,  may  profit  by  their 
example. 

1Von  des  attischen  Reiches  Herrlichkeit,  Philologische  Untersuchungen,  I, 
p.  6. 


THE  PROFESSOR  OF  PEDAGOGY 

OF  what  high  crimes  and  misdemeanors  has  the 
professor  of  pedagogy  been  guilty  to  draw  down 
upon  himself  the  hymn  of  hate  so  vigorously  chanted  by 
the  Professor  in  the  January  UNPOPULAR  REVIEW  (//  / 
were  a  College  President)}  How  has  this  diffident  and 
timorous  newcomer  into  the  circles  of  the  orthodox,  the 
"regular"  professors,  offended?  For  offended  he  surely 
has,  and  grievously,  because  the  professor  who  "never 
carps"  would,  if  he  could,  "shut  the  mouths,  and  vacate 
the  chairs  of  the  professor  of  pedagogy  and  all  his  satel- 
lites." With  the  fierce  wrath  of  the  outraged  just  man, 
the  professor  —  clearly  he  is  an  orthodox,  old-guard  "reg- 
ular, "  among  professors  —  indicts  the  entire  tribe  of  inso- 
lent interlopers  who  profess  to  study  and  teach  "peda- 
gogy": "of  the  innumerable  college  men  with  whom  I 
have  talked,  not  one  has  ever  expressed  anything  but 
contempt  of  the  department  of  pedagogy  as  an  educational 
futility,  and  abhorrence  of  it  as  a  meddling  nuisance." 
These  bitter  words  will  doubtless  command  no  little 
applause  in  the  inner  circles  of  professordom.  They  seem 
to  express  feelings  of  aversion  and  hostility  too  long 
suppressed  in  academic  circles.  The  professor  of  peda- 
gogy, once  a  suppliant,  seems  to  have  become  a  disturber 
of  the  peace,  a  force  to  be  reckoned  with,  —  perhaps  even 
a  heretic  holding  open  intercourse  with  the  powers  of  evil. 
We  are  curious  to  find  with  what  offences  he  is  charged, 
for  most  of  us  seem  to  remember  him  as  a  rather  unpromis- 
ing candidate  for  professorial  recognition,  and  certainly 
a  most  unlikely  aspirant  for  professorial  influence  and 
power.  What  has  happened  lately  to  make  him  now  so 
detested  and  feared  —  even  in  "a  college  almost  large 
enough  and  quite  ancient  enough  to  be  called  a  uni- 
versity "  ? 
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Not  many  years  have  passed  since  this  camel-like  pro- 
fessor of  pedagogy  began  to  poke  his  head  into  the  sacred 
tent  of  learning.  The  faculty  of  Amherst  College,  indeed, 
once  in  its  unsophisticated  youth,  suggested  that  he  be  in- 
vited to  look  in:  "But  whatever  may  be  thought  of  these 
proposals  (i.  e.,  a  system  of  electives),  there  is  one  new 
department  of  great  practical  importance  which  it  appears 
to  us  should  be  annexed  to  the  college,  as  soon  as  the  funds 
will  anyhow  permit  —  we  mean  the  Science  of  education. 
When  it  is  considered  how  this  lies  at  the  very  foundation 
of  all  improvement  ...  it  is  truly  wonderful  to  us  that 
so  little  attention  has  been  bestowed  upon  the  science  of 
mental  culture,  and  that  there  is  not  now,  and  never  has 
been,  a  single  professor  of  education  on  this  side  of  the 
Atlantic."  Thus  the  faculty  of  Amherst  College  to  the 
trustees  —  in  1826.  But  the  trustees  were  wiser.  They 
held  the  beast  aloof  from  Amherst,  even  though  he  nosed 
about  the  canvas  of  Washington  College  (in  Western 
Pennsylvania)  in  1831,  New  York  University  in  1832, 
Brown  University  in  1850,  Antioch  College  in  1853,  Iowa 
University  in  1873,  and  Hiram  College  from  1870  to  1882. 

But  not  until  1879,  when  President  Angell  established 
in  Michigan  University  the  first  professorship  of  the  Sci 
ence  and  Art  of  Teaching,  did  the  camel  finally  get  hea 
room  in  the  tent.  Thereafter  he  insinuated  or  fought  hi 
hateful  way  inward  until  he  has  become  (with  a  slight 
change  of  figure)  a  "huge  and  wriggling  arm  of  the  school 
octopus,  reaching  up  to  the  college  and  sucking  it  stead- 
ily downwards." 

Now  camels,  octopuses  and  professors  of  pedagogy  are 
all,  doubtless,  horrid  creatures,  but  also,  like  the  fleas  on 
David  Harum's  dog,  they  may  have  their  uses  in  the 
inscrutable  economy  of  an  all-wise  Providence.  The  pres- 
ent writer  has  had  several  years'  experience  as  a  "satel- 
lite" professor  of  pedagogy.  He  has  cherished  no  illusions 
regarding  his  professional  standing  with  the  old  line  pro- 
fessors of  the  institutions  in  which  he  has  served.  His 
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"subject"  has  had  nothing  of  the  fine  ancient  leather 
flavor  of  the  classical  studies;  it  has  made  little  use  of 
the  elaborate  equipments  of  glass  and  brass  used  in  teach- 
ing the  sciences;  it  has  possessed  few  of  the  endless  and 
bewildering  intricacies  which  make  the  modern  languages 
such  excellent  "disciplines";  and  as  a  means  of  making 
students  "work  hard"  it  has  been  distinctly  inferior  to 
mathematics.  Here  and  there,  indeed,  a  few  hardy  pro- 
fessors of  pedagogy  have  sought,  and  sometimes  won, 
fellowship  in  the  ranks  of  the  real  professors  of  history 
and  philosophy,  because  they  have  confined  themselves 
to  those  phases  of  the  history  and  philosophy  of  education 
in  which  some  semblance  of  scholarly  work,  according  to 
the  currently  accepted  conventions,  has  been  possible. 
But  in  the  main  these  "meddling  nuisances"  have  pro- 
fessed to  teach  "principles  of  education,"  "applied  psy- 
chology," "genetic  psychology,"  "educational  admin- 
istration," "problems  of  secondary  education,"  and, 
weirdest  of  all  "child  study"!  These  subjects,  though 
in  the  olden  days  —  from  1895  to  1905  —  they  some- 
times aroused  the  curiosity  and  secured  only  the 
half  contemptuous  toleration  of  the  orthodox  profes- 
sors, seldom  stirred  their  vengeful  and  destructive  in- 
stincts. Perhaps  "the  flummery  of  words"  was  not 
sufficiently  stripped  away!  We  satellite  teachers,  at 
any  rate,  were  in  those  days  suffered  to  exist,  notwith- 
standing that  even  professors  of  psychology  and  sociology 
felt  at  liberty  to  make  us  ridiculous.  We  were  certainly 
not  threatened  with  exile  and  oblivion;  no  hymns  of  hate 
were  composed  in  our  dishonor.  Probably  none  of  the 
real  professors  thought  we  did  any  good;  but  neither  did 
they  attribute  to  us  powers  of  doing  serious  harm.  We 
were  the  fruit  of  the  eccentric  notions,  or  of  the  weak 
yieldings  to  outside  pressure,  of  the  president;  or  else  the 
trustees,  responsive  to  an  unaccountable  and  probably 
whimsical  public  demand,  had  forced  us  into  the  institu- 
tion over  the  head  of  the  unwilling  president.  Time  could 
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be  trusted  to  dispose  of  this  as  of  other  fads,  it  was  be- 
lieved. 

But,  from  the  standpoint  of  orthodox  professordom 
of  to-day,  the  professor  of  pedagogy  has  evidently  turned 
out  to  be  anything  but  a  temporary  and  harmless  by- 
product of  the  evolutionary  processes  of  higher  education. 
He  is  now  "feared  as  one  of  the  powers  behind  the  throne. " 
His  department  is  "the  last  and  one  of  the  most  noxious 
of  the  evils  flowing  from  our  quantitative  standard."  It 
is  entrenched  behind  "the  tyranny  of  school  boards  and 
town  councils  acting  through  regents  and  president."  If 
it  could  be  cut  off,  "the  schools  themselves  being  then 
forced  to  follow  the  higher  institution,  instead  of  trying 
to  lead,  would  be  benefited  as  much  as  the  college."  So 
deep-seated,  indeed,  is  the  evil  that  "the  very  mention  of 
such  radical  measures"  (for  its  correction)  costs  the  pro- 
fessor his  "promotion."  In  other  words,  the  camel  now 
seems  to  have  his  whole  ill-smelling  bulk  within  the  tent, 
to  the  complete  discomfort  of  the  original  tenant,  whose 
eviction  from  his  warm  quarters  seems,  in  turn,  to  be 
threatened.  (Surely  —  horrid  thought  —  the  professor  of 
pedagogy  did  not  obtain  the  presidency!) 

But  the  judicious  will  feel  that  the  professor  who  has 
failed  of  deserved  promotion,  because  he  forcibly  ex- 
pressed his  strong  convictions,  can  hardly  do  justice 
to  the  professor  of  pedagogy.  The  defendant  must 
surely  have  a  case  that  deserves  at  least  a  hearing. 
College  departments  of  pedagogy  can  hardly  be  said 
to  be  excessively  popular  outside  of  college  walls,  and 
clearly  they  are  anything  but  popular  inside  those  walls. 
Nevertheless,  since  1879  they  have  grown  very  rapidly 
in  scope  of  activity  and  in  influence.  The  professors 
directing  these  departments  have  sometimes  been  vision- 
aries, and  more  often  they  have  been  too  youthful  and 
too  much  given  to  imagining,  saying,  and  doing  —  but 
especially  saying  —  unwise  things.  But  on  the  whole, 
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these  men  have  been  enthusiasts,  much  interested  in  help- 
ing the  college  to  render  greater  service  to  the  public. 
Rarely  have  departments  of  pedagogy  been  established  as 
a  result  of  any  definite  demand  arising  from  within  the 
college  itself;  rather  they  have  developed  in  response  to 
pressure  from  without  —  pressure  which  has  been  exerted 
by  parents,  by  interested  citizens,  and  especially  by  school 
authorities.  The  voices  of  professors  of  education  have 
been  heard  with  approval,  not  so  much  because  of  the  mes- 
sage conveyed  —  which,  in  truth,  has  often  been  meagre 
enough  —  but  because  they  seemed  to  bear  promise  that 
at  last  the  college,  from  its  aristocratic  mansion  on  the 
hilltop,  was  sending  a  few  friendly  visitors  to  inquire 
as  to  the  well-being  of  the  schools,  —  the  schools  of  the 
people  —  which  had  heretofore,  indeed,  been  forced  "to 
follow  the  higher  institution." 

It  has  become  the  business  of  the  professor  of  pedagogy 
to  study  and  to  teach  the  facts  about  education  —  the 
needs  for  it,  the  aims  set  for  it,  the  means  and  methods 
employed  in  it,  and  the  available  evaluations  of  its  re- 
sults. At  first  he  taught  of  education  at  a  distance  — 
the  history  of  education;  and  in  the  clouds  —  the  philoso- 
phy (commonly,  only  the  metaphysics)  of  education. 
Then,  responding  simultaneously  to  demands  from  with- 
out college  walls  and  to  his  own  quickened  conscience,  he 
began  to  teach  of  education  as  one  of  the  great  realities 
of  to-day,  as  something  to  be  found  everywhere,  as  some- 
thing which  should  be  the  concern  of  all  well  informed 
men,  and  as  something  quite  capable  of  being  studied 
and  improved  in  accordance  with  scientific  methods. 
The  purposes  of  the  schools  of  to-day,  the  powers  and  the 
frailties  of  their  learners,  the  instruments  and  practices 
of  teaching,  the  tangible  results  of  the  instruction  and 
training  as  now  variously  given  —  all  these  became  finally 
the  objects  of  the  study,  and  the  subjects  of  the  teaching, 
of  the  professor  of  pedagogy.  A  new  and  unexplored 
world  of  human  action  opened  to  him  for  study,  interpre- 
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tation,  and  research.  In  this  world,  indeed,  the  purpose- 
ful direction  and  control  of  human  energy,  as  manifested 
in  feeling  and  intelligence,  had  long  prevailed  through 
processes  described  as  education;  but  this  education  was 
still  carried  on  in  accordance  with  ancient  customs  and 
traditions  analogous  to  those  which  constituted  the  philos- 
ophy and  practice  of  mediaeval  medicine.  He  saw  that 
the  time  must  soon  come  when  the  immense  mass  of 
faiths,  beliefs,  traditions,  superstitions,  customs,  and  hab- 
its which  now  serve  as  the  foundations  and  framework 
of  educational  practice  would  all  have  to  undergo  exami- 
nation in  the  light  of  scientific  methods,  and  when  there 
would  have  to  be  substituted  for  many  of  these  products  of 
an  age  of  faith,  principles  based  upon  tested  knowledge,  it- 
self the  product  of  objective  study  and  definite  experimen- 
tation. He  now  saw  education  in  its  countless  aspects  as 
hitherto  only  a  few  seers  —  the  Rousseaus  and  Pestalozzis 
—  had  seen  it.  Visions  came  fast,  as  his  eyes  were  opened, 
and,  like  other  youthful  pioneers  in  new  fields,  he  spoke 
easily  and,  perhaps,  too  often,  of  his  visions. 

But  his  newly  acquired  and  still  very  imperfect  clairvoy- 
ance was  destined  soon  to  produce  trouble  wherever  ancient 
methods  of  teaching  and  learning  persisted.  He  could 
not  but  perceive  that  the  secondary  school,  for  example, 
is,  in  many  of  its  phases,  still  existing  in  its  age  of  faith. 
The  aims  controlling  the  selection  and  organization  of 
its  studies  are  based  mainly  upon  ancient  or  accidentally- 
formed  beliefs,  its  methods  of  teaching  are  in  large  part 
simply  old  customs,  and  its  heart  is  still  set  on  magic, 
miracles,  and  faith  healing.  Tradition,  dogma  and  mystic 
generalization  constitute  the  bulk  of  its  pedagogical  learn- 
ing, and  blind  adherence  to  ancient  habit,  tempered  by 
occasional  changes  in  fashion,  determine,  in  the  main, 
its  practice  —  and  in  their  adherence  to  their  faiths  and 
superstitions,  the  conservatives  in  secondary  education 
receive  no  little  support  and  comfort  from  the  devotees 
of  tradition  in  our  colleges. 
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The  professor  of  pedagogy  was  so  situated  that  he  was 
forced  to  study  existing  secondary  schools,  and  to  reflect 
upon  the  significance  of  their  stated  aims,  their  habitual 
practices,  their  alleged  achievements.  He  saw  that  their 
teachers  were  usually  college  graduates  —  whose  education 
had  sometimes  included  one  or  more  prescribed  courses 
in  pedagogy  —  but  who  had  become  high  school  teachers 
with  no  adequate  professional  training.  These  young 
graduates  seldom  learned  to  teach  until  they  had  spoiled 
several  classes  in  the  process  of  acquiring  experience  with, 
and  some  knowledge  of,  adolescent  youths.  They  were 
almost  always  bunglers  at  first,  not  necessarily  because  of 
any  marked  deficiency  in  knowledge  of  the  subjects  they 
tried  to  teach,  but  conspicuously  because  of  lack  of  knowl- 
edge of  the  objects  of  such  teaching  —  including  not  only 
the  pupils  to  be  taught,  but  also  the  powers  and  qualities 
expected  to  be  produced  in  them  through  such  teaching. 
It  usually  took  these  bunglers  several  years  to  learn,  by 
painful  personal  experience,  the  simplest  elements  of  the 
arts  of  teaching. 

All  this  the  professor  of  pedagogy  saw  —  could  not  help 
seeing;  and  all  the  time  the  orthodox  professors  of  the 
old-line  subjects  —  the  classical  languages,  mathematics, 
history,  physics,  chemistry,  English,  French,  German  - 
were  grinding  out  their  daily  grist  of  lectures  and  lessons 
for  those  who  were  soon  to  be  teachers,  and  always  quite 
oblivious  to  the  existence  of  high  school  boys  and  girls, 
indifferent  to  the  social  significance  of  multiplying  high 
schools,  ignoring  the  endless  failures  of  young  high  school 
teachers  in  the  field,  and  contemptuously  hostile  to  all  sug- 
gestions that  the  liberal-arts  college,  expected  by  the  public 
to  turn  out  properly  qualified  high  school  teachers,  was  not 
only  doing  its  freely  accepted  task  very  badly,  but  was 
blind  to  the  larger  present  opportunities  for  increasing 
the  general  usefulness  of  the  college  itself. 

It  became  clear  that,  in  spite  of  its  refusal  to  recognize 
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this  fact,  the  largest  single  definable  function  of  the  so- 
called  liberal-arts  college,  as  understood  by  the  public, 
was  the  preparation  of  teachers  for  secondary  schools. 
In  recent  years,  when  in  America  the  attendance  on  public 
high  schools  alone  has  passed  the  million  mark,  probably 
not  fewer  than  five  thousand  new  high  school  teachers 
are  annually  required.  Public  sentiment  demands  that 
these  shall  be  college  graduates.  The  colleges  would  be 
greatly  distressed  if  their  graduates  were  not  freely  ac- 
cepted for  these  positions.  Nevertheless,  college  faculties, 
strongly  attached  to  traditions  of  general  or  liberal  educa- 
tion, have  neglected  to  face  their  responsibilities  as  to  the 
adequate  professional  equipment  of  those  of  their  students 
who  will  probably  become  teachers.  To  a  very  serious 
extent,  indeed,  they  have  opposed  efforts  to  insure  that 
even  a  small  amount  of  such  special  training  shall  be 
given  in  a  definite  and  effective  way. 

The  development  of  departments  of  education  in  college 
and  university  not  only  produced  agencies  charged  with  the 
responsibility  of  studying  these  matters  and  proposing 
remedies  for  defects  recognized,  but,  equally  important, 
these  became  centers  of  positive  contact  with  the  public 
school  system.  The  long  ignored  complaints  of  school 
authorities  henceforth  received  here  sympathetic  consider- 
ation. In  steadily  increasing  measure  the  department  of 
education  has  been  looked  to  as  the  responsible  agency  of 
the  college  in  recommending  teachers;  and  it  has  been 
obliged  to  strive  to  live  up  to  the  responsibilities  of  this 
important  position.  It  has  been  forced  to  transmit  the 
pressure  from  outside  the  college  —  a  pressure  for  the  better 
equipment  of  teachers  —  to  the  various  departments,  few 
of  which  welcomed  the  demands  thus  made  upon  them  for 
better  work  or  for  different  work.  The  professor  of  peda- 
gogy, insistently  repeating  and  interpreting  the  needs  of 
the  public  school  system,  has  thus  naturally  become  the 
target  for  abuse  as  a  "meddling  nuisance,"  the  promoter 
of  "educational  futilities." 
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Is  it  likely  that  the  professor  of  pedagogy  will  in  the 
near  future  become,  also,  a  critic  of  college  courses  and 
college  teaching,  especially  as  these  exist  in  the  non-profes- 
sional colleges?  There  are  indications  that  this  is  proba- 
ble. The  liberal-arts  college  is  not  at  present  giving 
satisfaction  to  its  students,  to  its  faculty,  or  to  the  public. 
It  is  undoubtedly  approaching  a  period  of  prolonged  self- 
examination.  It  is  frequently  asserted  that  students  in 
the  more  prosperous  and  popular  of  these  colleges  do  not 
generally  take  their  work  seriously.  Only  a  few  of  them 
seem  to  give  to  the  "enterprise  of  learning"  the  enthusi- 
asm and  devotion  that  their  fellows  in  large  numbers  give 
to  athletics  and  other  student  activities.  Rarely  is  an 
instructor  popular  because  of  the  brilliant  and  successful 
character  of  his  teaching.  The  public  does  not  yet  appear 
to  appreciate  the  (alleged)  actual  purposes  of  the  liberal 
education  for  the  giving  of  which  the  non-professional 
college  is  supposed  to  exist.  Practical  men  constantly 
insist  on  evaluating  the  results  of  college  education  in 
terms  of  success  in  business  —  in  wage-earning.  The  pro- 
longed efforts  of  college  authorities  to  impress  upon  the 
public  an  understanding  of  the  supposed  purposes  and 
assumed  values  of  liberal  education,  have  indeed  borne 
very  little  and  very  poor  fruit,  when  journalists,  profes- 
sional men,  business  leaders,  and  even  educators  them- 
selves are  willing  seriously  to  debate  the  question  "Does 
a  college  education  pay  (in  terms  of  dollars  and  cents)?" 

The  professor  of  pedagogy  cannot  but  see  that  the 
actual  educational  aims  of  the  liberal-arts  college  are  as 
yet  no  less  lacking  in  definite  and  scientific  formulation 
than  are  those  of  the  secondary  school.  Traditional  dog- 
mas as  to  educational  values,  the  loose  generalizations  of 
a  now  discredited  system  of  speculative  psychology,  and 
the  inertia  of  custom  explain  in  large  part  the  persistence 
and  "protected"  character  of  many  of  the  courses  offered. 
Latin,  French,  German,  mathematics,  logic,  physics  —  in 
fact,  almost  the  entire  range  of  studies  prescribed  or  rec- 
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ommended  in  the  more  conservative  colleges,  are  approved 
as  elements  in  liberal  education  on  the  alleged  grounds 
that  they  possess  an  unequalled  culture  content  or  provide 
mental  training  of  an  important  and  necessary  character, 
and  which  presumably  cannot  otherwise  be  obtained.  But 
these  subjects  are  usually  so  taught  as  to  evoke  little 
vital  self-activity  on  the  part  of  students.  Most  of  the 
instructors  have,  indeed,  never  given  serious  consideration, 
let  alone  study,  to  various  possible  methods  of  so  organ- 
izing and  presenting  materials  as  to  render  their  teaching 
more  effective.  Their  methods  of  teaching  are  obviously 
patterned  after  those  of  their  own  former  teachers  —  of- 
ten a  case  of  the  blind  leading  the  blind.  There  is  no  con- 
clusive evidence  that  the  traditional  college  subjects,  thus 
taught,  possess  any  unusual  educational  values.  It  is 
probable,  indeed,  that  they  are  pursued  in  a  spirit  so 
perfunctory  as  quite  to  deprive  them  of  the  values  which 
they  might  otherwise  possess,  and  which  may  even  now 
be  found  in  other  studies  pursued  with  genuine  interest  be- 
cause the  resulting  knowledge  promises  to  be  of  some  real 
value  to  the  learner. 

To  the  professor  of  pedagogy  the  improvement  of  col- 
lege teaching  will  doubtless  soon  present  itself  as  a  vital 
and  important  new  problem.  But  the  approach  to  the 
study  of  this  problem  and  of  the  numerous  special  re- 
lated problems  will  obviously  call  into  question  the  whole 
scheme  of  aims,  immediate  and  remote,  which  now  con- 
trol, or  are  asserted  to  control,  in  college  education.  The 
concrete  and  immediate  values  supposed  to  be  realized 
through  certain  studies  will  inevitably  be  made  the  subject 
of  scientific  inquiry.  The  ultimate  values  alleged  to  be  real- 
ized through  college  courses  —  described  in  terms  of  loose, 
vague  and  abstract  generalization,  such  as  "general  cul- 
ture," "training  for  leadership,"  "education  for  service," 
"mental  training,"  "the  efficient  life,"  and  the  like- 
are  certainly  much  to  be  desired  if  they  are  to  be  found 
this  side  of  Utopia.  But  the  experience  of  the  professor 
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of  pedagogy  with  the  theories  and  practices  of  education 
on  levels  below  the  college  has  made  him  suspicious  of 
aims  stated  as  "omnibus  generalizations."  He  tends  to 
inquire  after  specifications,  to  search  for  tangible  results. 

He  finds,  for  example,  that  orthodox  professors  often 
condemn  the  elective  system.  They  usually  agree  that 
"this  extra  work  for  the  faculty  (in  adjusting  the  infinite 
intricacies  produced  by  a  wide  range  of  electives)  might 
be  abolished  by  the  straight-forward  and  wholesome  ex- 
pedient of  selecting  the  studies  which  really  possess  the 
quality  of  educating,  and  prescribing  these  for  one  and  all 
alike. "  But  the  staggering  question  always  encountered 
is:  "Which  are  these  studies?"  Are  they  Latin,  Greek 
and  mathematics,  or  are  they  economics,  government, 
and  American  history?  Shall  we  prescribe  French  and 
German  and  omit  biology,  and  must  we  discard  sociology 
in  favor  of  physics  and  chemistry?  Shall  English  liter- 
ature from  Chaucer  to  Milton  be  included,  and  Ameri- 
can literature  including  the  short  story  be  omitted? 
Must  young  women  students  "take"  mediaeval  history 
and  forego  "Problems  of  Modern  Social  Economy"? 
In  some  college  curricula  eugenics  and  child  study  are 
even  now  actually  in  competition  with  Anglo-Saxon  and 
1 7th  century  drama  —  which  should  give  way?  The  fact  is 
clear  that  the  elective  system  has  spread,  not  because  any 
considerable  number  of  professors  have  approved  it,  but 
because  many  preferred  it  to  a  greater  possible  evil  —  the 
reduction  or  elimination  of  their  own  cherished  courses; 
and  this  condition  has  threatened  the  defenders  of  the  an- 
cient subjects  no  less  than  it  has  the  expounders  of  sociol- 
ogy, Spanish,  the  modern  drama,  and  economic  biology. 

It  is  inevitably  true  that  "the  enormous  range  of  sub- 
jects taught  in  our  colleges  .  .  .  means  endless  details  of 
management  and  the  adjustment  of  infinite  intricacies." 
And  clearly  "this  extra  work  for  the  faculty  might  be 
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abolished  by  the  straight-forward  and  wholesome  expe- 
dient of  selecting  the  studies  which  really  possess  the 
quality  of  educating,  and  prescribing  these  for  one  and  all 
alike"  (to  repeat  a  choice  quotation  from  the  Professor). 
But  to  take  this  position  involves  the  begging  of  several 
questions:  What  is  the  college  for?  What  is  the  faculty 
for?  How  important,  comparatively,  are  the  ease  and 
comfort  of  the  faculty  and  the  needs  of  students?  And, 
above  all,  who  is  to  decide  as  to  the  studies  which  really 
"possess  the  quality  of  educating"  (for  a  life  of  leadership 
in  a  modern  democracy,  we  must  presume,  since  this  is  so 
often  the  burden  of  professorial  eulogies  of  the  college)? 
It  may  be  that,  after  all,  we  shall  have  to  call  upon  the 
professor  of  pedagogy  to  answer  these  questions,  and  to 
lift  the  college  out  of  the  slough  of  despond  into  which, 
even  according  to  its  best  friends,  it  seems  to  have  fallen. 
Is  it  not  inevitable,  then,  that  the  professor  of  pedagogy, 
however  unprepared  he  may  be  for  the  huge  problems 
involved,  must  turn  to  the  field  of  college  teaching  as  a 
promising  one,  first  for  research  and  later  for  construc- 
tive (or  destructive)  action?  And  is  it  not  certain  that 
his  invasion  of  this  field  will  produce  the  same  fears  and 
arouse  the  same  angry  resentments  that  followed,  in  the 
medical  world,  the  work  of  Pasteur  and  Lister,  and  in 
theology  the  probings  of  the  authors  of  the  higher  criti- 
cism? But,  on  the  other  hand,  does  he  not  typify,  how- 
ever crudely,  the  introduction  of  the  scientific  spirit  into 
education?  Must  not  the  conservatives  learn  to  adopt 
and  apply  some  of  his  methods  in  defence  of  their  own 
preconceptions  and  customs?  In  fact,  is  it  not  probable 
that  the  Professor  himself,  had  he  been  given  the  presi- 
dency, would  have  set  on  foot  a  series  of  vigorous  inquiries, 
and  have  made  a  number  of  definite  proposals  the  out- 
come of  which  doubtless  would  have  been  the  same  tem- 
perately progressive  programs  as  have  been  recommended 
by  President  Meiklejohn,  whose  fingers,  to  those  who 
know  him,  seem  by  no  means  "nerveless"? 
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LET  me  confess  now:  I  should  love  to  have  a  business 
of  my  own.  It  is  one  of  the  bright  allurements  of 
the  beckoning  future. 

I  have  convictions  on  business  policy  which  my  incom- 
prehensible employers  do  not  follow.  Some  ideas  of  mine 
are  making  money,  or  saving  it,  for  them  to-day,  and  if  I 
were  free  the  gain  might  be  my  own.  I  receive  orders,  at 
times,  which  I  do  not  enjoy  carrying  out,  and  there  are 
questions  of  jurisdiction  which  I  feel  might  be  decided  with 
more  firmness  and  equity,  with  advantage  to  the  company 
and  gratification  to  myself.  Many  of  the  ideas  I  have 
had  in  the  past  have  been  proved  wrong,  it  is  true,  and  I 
have  not  had  to  pay  the  cost  of  the  demonstration; 
nevertheless  I  have  a  hankering  to  try  out  those  I  have 
now.  I  think  I  should  like  to  be  my  own  boss. 

Yes:  I  should  love  to  have  a  business  of  my  own;  and 
I  should  love  to  have  a  big  black  automobile  and  a  man 
to  take  care  of  it  for  me;  but  I  am  not  in  the  market,  be- 
cause I  am  convinced,  as  the  world  stands  to-day,  I  am 
better  off  without  either  of  them. 

What  I  am  going  to  try  to  show  is  that  the  same  thing 
may  be  true  of  men  in  general:  that  just  as  a  man  has  to  be 
far  above  the  multitude  in  wealth,  or  in  uncommon  cir- 
cumstances, to  make  a  big  machine  a  logically  defensible 
investment  for  him;  so  a  business  man  has  to  be  very  high 
in  special  (not  general)  qualifications,  or  in  a  situation 
that  is  out  of  the  common,  if  he  is  to  profit  by  exchanging 
an  ordinary  good  job  for  a  business  of  his  own.  I  offer 
a  little  evidence  that  the  man  entirely  on  his  own  resources 
has  some  peculiar  troubles;  and  a  little  more  that  it  is  not 
such  a  bad  thing  to  be  a  step  or  two  removed  from  supreme 
command. 

361 
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Dun,  Bradstreet,  Babson,  and  the  editors  of  System,1  who 
are  all  dealers  in  business  statistics,  feel  confident  that  the 
statements  in  circulation  as  to  the  proportion  of  enter- 
prises that  fail  to  achieve  success  are  unreasonably  on  the 
dark  side;  but  when  it  comes  to  real  figures,  they  have 
none,  except  on  insolvency.  Dun  and  Bradstreet,  and  the 
writers  who  quote  and  enlarge  on  them,  so  far  as  I  have 
seen,  take  the  position  that  we  do  not  particularly  care 
how  much  a  man  wastes  of  his  time,  or  even  of  his  own 
capital,  so  long  as  he  gets  away  without  causing  loss  to 
his  creditors. 

A  book  published  in  1895,  Giving  and  Getting  Credit, 
by  Frederick  B.  Goddard,  says:  "A  French  economist 
reckons  that  ten  out  of  every  hundred  who  enter  business 
succeed,  fifty  vegetate,  and  forty  become  bankrupt. 
It  has  been  lately  calculated  that  in  the  United  States 
ninety-five  per  cent  of  the  business  men  'fail  to  succeed." 

This  is  all  the  authority  I  am  able  to  quote  as  to  the 
world  in  general,  but  I  can  tell  you  what  some  of  the  facts 
are  in  my  own  town,  which  is  the  fourth  or  fifth  city  in  a 
busy  State  with  a  border  on  the  Great  Lakes. 

When  we  moved  here,  six  years  ago,  my  wife  and  I 
lived  over  Mrs.  McCabe's  drug  store.  Mrs.  McCabe 
has  sold  out.  Grouped  about  the  same  corner  there  were, 
counting  the  barber  shop,  nine  other  retail  establishments 
with  nothing  to  suggest  that  they  would  not  be  permanent. 
Two  of  them,  the  barber  shop  and  the  hardware  store, 
remain  to-day.  The  ten  locations  have  seen  twenty-two 
firm  names  in  six  years. 

At  the  shop  where  I  went  to  work  I  found,  it  happened, 
ten  men  whose  incomes  and  responsibilities  entitled  them 
to  rank  level  in  the  economic  world  with  these  retail  men. 
In  spite  of  the  fact  that  we  have  had  a  change  in  manage- 
ment, only  four  of  these  men  are  missing.  The  four  places 
have  all  been  filled  by  promotions;  not  a  man  has  come 

1  The  leading  article  in  System  for  January,  published  since  this  was  written, 
reports  a  survey  of  the  business  life  of  the  city  of  Waterloo,  Iowa,  similar  to 
the  inquiry  about  to  be  described  here,  and  with  similar  conclusions. 
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from  outside  the  organization  to  take  an  executive  job. 
In  spite  of  two  bad  years,  with  an  extra  particular  sting 
in  them  for  our  business,  on  account  of  weather  condi- 
tions, the  remaining  six  men  have  received,  in  the  six 
years,  salary  increases  averaging,  I  should  estimate, 
twenty  per  cent. 

But  we  all  know  from  our  own  observation  that  the 
small  retailer,  in  city  or  country,  is  here  to-day  and  gone 
to-morrow. 

What  of  enterprises  that  are  not  purely  merchandizing, 
but  have  something  of  the  nature  of  production  or  service; 
such  enterprises  as  are  likely  to  attract  the  man  whose 
training  and  experience  have  been  industrial,  who  wishes 
to  break  away  from  the  limitations  of  the  pay  check  and 
the  book  of  rules  ? 

From  the  classified  section  of  our  city  directory,  six 
years  old,  I  have  listed  the  first  ten  (if  there  are  as  many  as 
ten  in  the  group)  farm  implement  dealers,  bakers,  black- 
smiths, foundries,  harness  men,  laundries,  paint  dealers, 
photographers,  printers,  restaurants,  and  storage  concerns. 
I  have  considered  and  rejected  carpenters,  cigar  makers, 
painters,  plumbers,  shoe  makers,  and  upholsterers,  with 
the  idea  that  these  are  trades  rather  than  enterprises, 
in  which  a  man  may  slip  back  and  forth  between  the  posi- 
tions of  master  and  journeyman  with  such  facility  that 
we  should  gain  nothing  by  examining  them;  and  I  have 
left  out  also  contractors,  dairies,  junk  dealers,  livery  men, 
and  nurseries,  because  they  seem  for  various  reasons  not 
to  be  illustrative.  There  are  ninety-two  names  on  the 
list,  and  in  our  current  directory,  which  is  a  year  old  now, 
fifty-nine  of  them  remain  —  sixty-four  per  cent.  One  in 
every  three  found  it  best  to  discontinue  during  the  five 
years.  Allowance  should  be  made  for  concerns  that 
dropped  out  through  natural  causes,  such  as  the  death  of 
the  proprietor,  his  retirement  on  account  of  old  age,  or 
from  the  arising  of  other  compelling  circumstances  outside, 
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reorganizations  and  changes  of  name  (though  it  is  not 
characteristic  of  flourishing  concerns  to  reorganize  or  to 
change  names) ;  and  on  the  other  hand  for  failures  followed 
by  resumptions  of  business,  and  for  forced  reorganizations 
not  followed  by  changes  of  name. 

There  was  an  attempt  made  to  work  these  allowances 
out  by  detailed  specific  inquiry,  but  it  was  not  a  success. 
These  things  are  hard  to  get  at  with  any  accuracy.  I 
know  in  the  case  of  our  own  company,  there  are  varying 
stories  current  as  to  just  what  happened  at  many  of  the 
most  interesting  periods  of  its  organization  and  history, 
from  which  I  am  not  certain  I  could  pick  the  correct 
versions,  and  I  doubt  very  much  the  possibility  of  an 
outsider's  getting  at  them  at  all.  Some  of  the  information 
obtained  by  this  inquiry  was  contradictory,  and,  as  far 
as  it  went,  it  did  not  show  any  tendency  to  sway  the  ver- 
dict one  way  or  the  other. 

These  figures  cover  the  period  from  1909  to  1914,  about 
midyear  to  midyear,  and  can  not  have  been  affected  by 
the  war.  Following  1907,  business  was  perhaps  on  the 
up-grade,  but  on  the  whole  it  was  not  a  time  of  brisk 
expansion.  It  was  not  a  boom  period. 

So,  to  be  more  sure  of  getting  a  significant  result,  I 
have  made  the  same  test,  exactly,  with  the  directory  for 
1899  and  the  one  styled  1904-1905.  The  names  that  drop 
out  are  thirty-two  out  of  sixty-six.  Fifty-one  and  a  half 
per  cent  survived. 

Seventeen  names  out  of  sixty-six,  twenty-six  per  cent, 
remained  through  the  fifteen  years  from  1899  to  1914. 

On  the  showing  of  these  two  tests,  considering  nothing 
else,  it  should  cost  you  something  like  four  thousand  dol- 
lars to  be  insured  for  ten  thousand  against  being  ready 
to  give  up  being  your  own  man  within  any  five  years, 
and  about  seventy-four  hundred  for  fifteen  years. 

These  facts  are  exhibited  without  any  deduction  drawn 
or  urged  except  the  general  one  that  the  small  entrepreneur 
has  to  walk  in  a  narrow  place.  The  detail  is  shown  so  that 
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you  may  know  just  what  the  figures  are  and  where  they 
came  from.  The  result  might  have  been  thrown  consider- 
ably to  one  side  by  leaving  out  foundries  and  laundries, 
or  to  the  other  side  by  leaving  out  implement  dealers  and 
storage  men.  A  good  argument  might  be  made  for  leaving 
out  either  the  one  pair  or  the  other,  but  nothing  of  the 
kind  has  been  done.  The  experiment  has  been  carried 
through  to  its  conclusion  just  as  it  was  planned,  and  it 
was  planned  without  any  knowledge  as  to  which  way 
the  pointer  would  swing. 

Now  if  you  will  give  a  glance  of  recognition  at  the 
familiar  and  scarcely  debatable  claims  of  the  convenience 
in  having  three  hundred  men,  say,  working  all  together 
instead  of  in  groups  of  fifteen;  in  putting  up  one  building 
instead  of  twenty  (a  twenty-acre  field  takes  less  than  a 
quarter  as  much  fence  per  acre  as  a  one-acre  field);  and 
in  buying  and  running  one  steam  engine,  or  one  heating 
plant,  instead  of  twenty,  you  get  an  idea  of  our  social 
gain  as  we  work  away  from  the  one-man  concern;  and  a 
glimpse  of  the  financial  handicap  you  must  face  if  you 
crave  the  excitement  of  betting  on  your  own  ability,  or 
the  sentimental  satisfaction  of  paddling  your  own  canoe. 

What  does  it  mean  to  be  working  for  someone  else?. 
We  are  considering  the  man  who  has  the  presumable 
option  of  going  into  business  on  a  ponderable  scale  for 
himself,  and  this  confines  our  discussion  to  a  high  class  of 
employees,  whose  number  is  to  the  total  number  on  the 
pay  roll  perhaps  as  one  to  thirty.  As  between  different 
industries,  this  proportion  is  of  course  extremely  variable. 
They  are  high  grade  foremen,  department  heads,  local 
agents,  branch  managers,  salesmen  and  office  men  of  high 
rank.  Their  superiors  are  general  officers;  men  who  do  not 
take  time  to  give  many  orders,  or  orders  in  much  detail, 
and  who  are  more  likely  than  any  of  the  rest  of  us  to  be 
able  to  give  orders  with  courtesy  and  tact;  which  disposes 
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of  one  of  our  worst  apprehensions  at  once.  Such  men  as 
we  are  concerned  with  are  not  bossed  around. 

I  do  not  believe  they  have  much  of  the  feeling  of  being 
limited  by  working  for  someone  else.  They  say,  "My 
shop,"  "My  department,"  "My  office,"  "My  territory," 
and  three  parts  of  the  time  I  do  not  think  they  are  more 
conscious  of  the  overlordship  of  the  employer  than  I  am 
conscious  now,  in  writing,  that  I  am  working  for  an  editor. 

Now  and  then,  in  some  indecorous  shop  or  office,  you 
may  see  on  the  wall: 

"  If  you  want  to  know 

WHO  IS  BOSS 

around  here 

START  SOMETHING." 

The  boss  is  the  man,  on  the  job,  who  will  attend  to  and 
dispose  of  whatever  may  turn  up.  His  judgment  need 
not  be  infallible.  There  is  another  industrial  proverb: 
"An  executive  is  a  man  who  can  make  quick  decisions,  and 
is  sometimes  right"  He  is  not  a  judge;  he  is  an  umpire. 
A  judge  may  spend  unlimited  time  and  money  in  investiga- 
tion, with  the  object  of  reaching,  sooner  or  later,  as  nearly 
as  may  be  the  correct  settlement.  An  umpire  must  take 
one  look,  give  his  decision,  make  it  stick  —  right  or  wrong 
—  and  keep  the  game  going  on.  An  executive  must  have 
courage  to  take  a  chance  in  a  tight  place,  and  must  be 
ready  to  say  many  times,  "That  was  my  mistake,"  when 
to  have  avoided  the  mistake  by  tolerating  delay  might 
have  been  an  error  still  worse. 

Now  in  any  undertaking  except  the  most  limited,  these 
decisions  come  too  thick  and  fast  to  be  handled  all  by  one 
man,  and  the  man  at  the  head  must  find  other  people 
who  will  stand  up  on  their  feet  and  take  the  responsibility 
of  making  them  for  him. 

Our  business,  measured  in  any  way  you  like,  is  the 
equivalent  of  a  number  of  one-man  businesses.  In  a 
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one-man  business  the  proprietor  purchases  materials  and 
supplies;  he  directs  the  operation  of  his  shop;  he  markets 
his  product;  he  deals  with  railroads  when  his  stock  comes 
in  and  when  his  product  goes  out;  he  collects  and  borrows 
money.  He  does  each  of  these  things  as  well  as  he  can, 
considering  that  he  has  all  the  others  to  do  at  the  same 
time. 

Now  assume  that  five  of  these  little  enterprises  are 
wound  up,  and  that  the  proprietors  all  go  to  work  for  a 
concern  as  large  as  the  aggregate  of  the  five.  One  man 
handles  the  selling;  it  is  his  strongest  hold.  He  gives  his 
whole  time  and  attention  to  that;  makes  himself  an  ex- 
pert on  the  distribution  of  their  product.  Out  of  the  in- 
creased earnings  of  the  concern,  due  to  his  achievements 
in  finding  people  who  need  their  goods,  and  converting 
them  to  the  truth  that  they  will  be  better  off  for  buying 
the  goods  (there  is  a  little  more  to  the  selling  game  than 
enticing  some  other  fellow's  customers  away),  he  receives 
as  his  salary  more  than  he  pocketed,  for  his  time  and 
scattered  effort,  from  his  own  little  factory.  His  general 
manager  holds  him  —  gives  him  instructions  and  asks  him 
questions  —  on  final  results  only,  and  within  the  domain 
of  his  sales  department  he  is  as  supreme  as  he  was  in  his 
own  shop.  Neither  he  nor  his  superior  will  tolerate 
troublesome  interference  from  anyone.  In  his  own  ven- 
ture, he  was  the  company,  it  is  true;  but  he  is  the  company 
here,  so  far  as  selling  is  concerned.  His  initiative  has  free 
swing,  and  he  has  time  and  equipment  to  follow  it  up. 

Each  of  the  other  men  takes  a  department  —  a  division 
—  a  share  in  the  business,  and  joyfully  concentrates  his 
interest  and  effort  in  a  single  field,  where  he  can  make  his 
work  show.  You  will  not  realize,  until  you  have  worked 
with  men,  what  a  difference  it  makes  to  every  one  of  us, 
from  president  to  water  boy,  to  be  on  a  job  where  we  can 
see,  at  the  end  of  the  day  or  the  end  of  the  year,  what  we 
have  done. 

He  makes  himself  master  of  his  work  in  dealing  for  his 
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company;  whereas  for  himself,  pressed  for  time  and  short 
of  information,  he  took  what  he  could  get,  he  now  makes 
things  come  his  way.  He  is  a  man  to  be  reckoned  with. 
When  a  wise  traveling  freight  agent  comes  to  call  (I 
believe  many  of  them  are  tolerably  wise),  he  does  not  ask 
to  see  the  president,  nor  the  general  manager;  he  asks  for 
the  traffic  man. 

The  net  economic  results,  if  there  is  a  good  man  at  the 
helm,  are  cheaper  and  better  product,  better  and  more 
stable  conditions  for  bosses  and  for  men,  and  the  avoid- 
ance of  ultimate  bankruptcy  proceedings  (or  the  next 
thing)  in  about  three  cases  out  of  the  original  five. 

At  the  beginning  of  this  article  the  claim  was  made 
that  the  qualifications  for  independent  success  are  special 
rather  than  general.  The  support  of  that  is  here.  These 
five  men  we  have  been  talking  about  are  good  men,  with 
strong  points  and  weak  points.  The  man  who  is  strong 
on  selling  has  no  deep  understanding  of  the  working  force 
or  sympathy  for  its  problems.  The  man  who  is  strong 
on  operation  feels  in  his  heart  that  a  salesman  is  a  parasite. 
Accounting  and  finance  are  mysteries  to  both  of  them; 
not  dark  mysteries,  but  uncertain  enough  to  make  trouble 
for  them  if  they  undertake  to  go  it  alone.  To  a  man  in 
business  for  himself,  such  weaknesses  as  these  are  serious 
handicaps.  To  a  department  head,  they  are  side  issues. 
The  big  concern  protects  a  man's  weak  points  and  devel- 
ops his  strong  points  to  the  full.  It  provides  the  square 
holes  for  the  square  pegs;  and  the  eccentric  nests  for  the 
odd  geniuses  whose  qualities  are  invaluable,  but  who  could 
never  in  the  world  stand  alone. 

For  a  while,  a  good  many  men  override  the  handicaps. 
The  energy  that  carries  them  over  the  line  out  of  the  em- 
ployed group  sweeps  them  on  over  the  first  line  of  entangle- 
ments, and  they  make  promising  starts.  For  a  few  years 
no  one  can  see  anything  but  success  for  them.  And  it  is 
true  that  a  large  proportion  of  businesses  that  are  truly 
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prosperous,  and  that  have  grown,  secured  their  first  foot- 
holds as  one-man  concerns.  Even  though  they  were  cor- 
porations, in  their  early  years  they  were,  in  many  cases, 
dominated  in  every  department  by  one  man.  But  note 
how  often,  in  your  observation,  it  has  happened  that  the 
one  man  has  dropped  out,  after  a  while,  and  the  corpora- 
tion has  rolled  on  without  him. 

These  cases  divide  into  two  classes :  concerns  that  never 
did  justify  their  existence,  but  had  only  the  appearance  of 
success;  and  ventures  that  did  succeed  at  first,  then  failed. 

The  payment  of  dividends  is  no  proof  of  the  earning 
of  profits.  This  illustration  is  extreme,  but  it  is  theoret- 
ically possible,  and  it  shows  the  nature  of  what  occasion- 
ally happens.  You  start  operations  with  ten  thousand 
dollars  capital,  cash  in  the  bank.  At  the  end  of  each 
year  you  find  there  is  some  money  you  can  get  your  hands 
on,  so  you  make  a  dividend;  two  thousand  dollars, 
twenty  per  cent.  You  do  this  for  five  years,  which  is  a 
brilliant  record.  Then  some  hard  hearted  credit  man 
asks  your  business  to  stick  out  its  tongue,  and  forces  you 
to  wind  it  up.  There  is  no  bankruptcy.  Everything  is 
sold  to  good  advantage,  and  the  creditors  get  one  hundred 
cents  on  the  dollar.  The  business  pays  its  debts;  but 
after  that  you  find  there  is  nothing  left  for  the  stock- 
holders. The  fact  that  appears  is  this:  in  five  years  you 
have  not  made  (nor  lost)  a  cent.  Your  business  has 
exactly  paid  expenses,  the  dividends  have  been  distributed 
from  the  original  fund  of  capital,  and  the  game  is  done. 

You  boom  along  as  if  your  business  would  buy  you 
gasoline  and  tires  forever,  until  the  morning  you  find 
you  must  sell  your  plant  to  meet  your  notes.  You  curse 
hard  times  because  you  can  not  realize  on  all  that  is  owing 
to  you,  and  because  you  can  not  sell  your  building  and 
machinery  for  what  they  cost.  Any  real  bookkeeper, 
or  banker  —  or  business  man  —  could  have  told  you  that 
you  should  have  deducted  from  each  year's  profit  a  gener- 
ous allowance  for  losses  from  bad  debts,  and  for  shrink- 
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age  in  plant  value.  Perhaps  someone  did  tell  you,  and  you 
answered  that  you  were  a  practical  man,  and  you  could 
not  see  any  good  in  taking  money  out  of  one  pocket  to 
put  it  in  another. 

Or,  you  may  really  prosper,  and  make  money.  Your 
business  may  be  at  the  end  of  five  years  in  shape  to  stand 
investigation  from  anyone.  You  may  have  an  oppor- 
tunity to  sell  at  a  figure  that  proves  you  a  shining  success. 
Then  look  out! 

There  are  dangers  ahead  on  both  sides,  so  close  together 
that  it  is  possible  to  get  into  them  both  at  the  same  time. 
You  may  say,  "I  am  a  success.  I  have  arrived.  Now  I 
can  take  it  easy."  Or  you  may  say,  "The  market  for 
wheelbarrows  is  too  limited.  What  I  want  is  a  big  busi- 
ness. The  manufacturing  game  is  pretty  much  all  alike. 
Why  shouldn't  I  put  up  a  couple  more  buildings  and  make 
concrete  mixers  and  baby  carriages?  " 

You  need  canny  self-appraisal,  and  gripping  self-control. 

There  was  a  man  out  West,  tradition  says,  who  started 
a  foundry.  He  knew  his  business  well  enough  to  tinker 
and  toggle  up,  without  much  pattern  equipment,  sand 
molds  that  would  turn  out,  by  hook  or  crook,  castings 
pretty  near  the  right  size  and  shape,  and  he  saw  an  open- 
ing. The  people  on  the  plains  had  farm  machinery  with 
cast  iron  gear  wheels,  and  when  a  piece  broke  they  had 
to  send  to  Kansas  City  or  St.  Paul  for  a  new  one.  It 
cost  them  ten  cents  a  pound,  more  or  less,  for  the  new 
piece,  twenty  cents  a  pound,  or  so,  for  freight,  and  two  or 
three  weeks'  time.  This  man  bricked  up  an  old  boiler 
shell  for  a  stack,  bought  five  tons  of  scrap  iron  from  the 
junk  men  of  the  region  for  a  total  of  thirty  dollars,  and 
started  making  castings  for  something  like  fifteen  cents  a 
pound.  It  was  a  long  time  before  he  bought  any  more 
iron,  because  he  used  the  broken  parts  of  harvesters  and 
sewing  machines  which  people  sent  him  when  they  wanted 
new  ones.  He  hired  a  man  now  and  then  as  he  needed 
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to,  but  he  did  most  of  everything  himself.  He  was  a 
God-send  to  that  part  of  the  country,  and  he  made  himself 
some  money. 

Then  came  a  promoter  who  wanted  to  incorporate  him, 
and  enlarge  him,  and  buy  him  equipment;  put  him  where 
he  could  buy  pig  iron  and  pay  freight  on  it  from  Ohio, 
hire  forty  molders  to  torment  him  for  more  money,  and 
melt  iron  every  day,  whether  there  was  a  ball  game  or 
not.  The  foundryman  said  to  the  promoter:  "You  go  on 
down  the  road  and  talk  to  yourself.  I  am  in  a  soft  spot 
right  now." 

He  was  a  sound  money  maker,  a  public  benefactor,  and 
perfectly  all  right.  But  do  you  realize  how  much  we  all 
of  us  love  to  turn  out  work  that  has  the  distinction,  in  its 
own  field,  of  being  professional,  technical,  finished  work? 
If  you  take  a  walk  through  our  factory,  the  sand  cutting 
will  probably  strike  you  as  the  most  uninviting  occupation 
for  a  man  of  any  punctiliousness.  The  sand  cutter  works 
at  night,  renovating  the  molders'  burned  and  scattered 
sand  heaps  for  the  next  day's  work.  His  task  is  to  wet 
and  mix  piles  of  sand,  by  the  light  of  a  gasoline  torch. 
But  he  carries  a  straight  slender  wand,  and  after  he  has 
finished  with  one  of  the  long  narrow  heaps  he  smooths 
the  slopes  of  it  with  the  wand,  and  brings  the  center  to  a 
sharp  level  ridge,  to  accentuate  his  accurate  workman- 
ship. Then  he  goes  all  around  the  heap  with  his  shovel 
and  pats  the  edge  of  it  into  scallops,  just  as  your  Aunt 
Kate  used  to  pinch  the  edges  of  the  apple  pies  with  her 
thumb. 

If  this  shrewd  foundryman  had  been  of  the  turn  of  mind 
that  drives  our  industrial  world  ahead,  he  must  have 
fretted  and  chafed  at  the  limitations  of  his  equipment, 
and  speculated,  every  move  he  made,  on  how  much  better 
he  could  make  it  with  the  proper  tools.  In  the  end  he 
would  have  turned  sick  of  his  make-shift  plant  and  his 
rusty  pile  of  stock,  his  warty  castings  and  his  granger 
helpers,  and  come  back  to  run  a  shop  for  somebody  big, 
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where  he  could  mix  iron  by  chemical  analysis  and  melt 
fifty  tons  a  day,  boss  a  crew  of  mustached  rough-necks 
and  dicker  with  a  gang  of  molders  recruited  from  every 
people  from  the  Swedes  to  the  Portuguese  (but  the  Inter- 
national Officers  all  Irish) ;  where  he  could  have  automatic 
sand  mixers,  a  traveling  crane,  the  latest  machines,  and 
plenty  of  patterns  that  were  made  on  purpose  to  be  just 
right;  where  his  notable  ingenuity  could  work  out  now  and 
then  some  little  wrinkle  in  advanced  practice  that  the 
other  fellows  around  the  country  had  not  thought  of 
yet. 

He  would  quite  probably  have  listened  to  the  promoter 
first;  but  he  would  have  come  back  in  the  end  just  the 
same.  For  the  satisfaction  he  gained,  he  would  have 
sacrificed  some  of  the  elements  of  independence,  but  not  a 
painful  proportion  of  the  essentials. 

In  our  shop  we  do  not  say,  "This  man  works  under  Mr. 
Smith."  Among  ourselves  we  say,  "Pete  works  for  Ed 
Smith."  Ed  Smith  works  for  the  superintendent,  the 
superintendent  works  for  the  manager,  and  the  manager 
works  for  the  firm.  We  all  work  for  the  firm,  but  in  this 
way.  Each  man,  high  or  low  (barring  the  chief),  has  just 
one  boss,  and  he  works  for  him  —  for  his  interests,  which 
are  in  turn  the  interests  of  the  boss  next  above,  and  in  the 
end  the  interests  of  the  company.  The  boss  hires  the  man, 
anywhere  in  the  progression,  fixes  his  pay,  and  fires  him, 
without  being  accountable  for  the  details  of  the  transaction 
to  anyone.  The  superintendent  says  to  Ed  Smith,  "We 
have  this  work  to  get  out  in  such  a  shape  at  such  a  time, 
and  we  know  about  what  it  ought  to  cost.  Go  ahead."  Ed 
Smith  knows  the  standards  of  the  place  in  such  matters 
as  getting  a  good  class  of  men  and  keeping  trouble  out 
of  the  shop,  and  he  goes  ahead.  At  the  end  of  the  time  he 
hands  the  finished  job  to  the  superintendent,  who  knows 
how  much  value  of  materials  and  money  has  gone  through 
Mr.  Smith's  hands.  Ed  Smith  holds  up  his  head  when  he 
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talks  with  the  superintendent,  and  Ed  Smith's  men  hold 
their  voices  down  when  they  talk  with  him. 

If  you  try  to  sell  the  company  supplies  to  be  used  on 
that  job,  the  manager  will  refer  you  to  the  superintendent, 
and  the  superintendent  will  generally  listen  politely  (to 
absorb  the  information  you  are  letting  fall)  and  tell  you 
that  the  matter  is  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Smith.  If  one  of 
the  men  has  a  grievance,  the  superintendent  will  listen 
to  him  politely,  and  tell  him  the  matter  is  in  the  hands  of 
Mr.  Smith.  We  have  no  commission  of  congressmen  to 
review  our  decisions.  If  he  feels  that  a  mistake  is  being 
made,  he  may  tell  Mr.  Smith  of  it  privately,  or  he  may  not. 
He  will  accept  Mr.  Smith's  view,  in  case  of  dispute  with 
a  subordinate,  usually.  Of  course  he  will.  He  has  picked 
Mr.  Smith  out  with  care,  from  a  couple  of  hundred  such 
men,  just  for  the  reason  that  he  considered  him  the  most 
trustworthy  man  of  them  all. 

Suppose  a  mistake  has  been  made  in  the  selection  of 
Mr.  Smith  for  his  position.  Does  it  follow  that  he  has  it  in 
his  power  to  be  unjust  with  his  men,  unknown  to  his 
superiors?  It  absolutely  does  not.  In  the  first  place, 
that  would  give  the  factory  a  bad  name  in  the  town,  and 
Mr.  Smith  would  lose  his  job.  In  the  second  place,  he 
would  be  unable  to  keep  good  men,  his  operating  cost 
would  go  up,  and  he  would  lose  his  job  for  that. 

The  conventional  chief  executive  who  had  learned  the 
business  from  the  bottom  up,  every  angle  of  it,  and  was 
supposed  to  know  more  about  every  job  in  the  shop  than 
the  man  who  held  it,  has  passed  away;  if  indeed  he  ever 
existed  in  any  but  the  simplest  industries,  except  as  a 
bluff.  I  worked  for  one  general  superintendent  who  said 
he  could  do  anything  in  the  shop  except  make  a  wood 
pattern  (we  did  not  make  any  wood  patterns  to  speak  of), 
but  any  of  his  foremen  could  fool  him. 

He  would  look  things  up  in  little  note  books  (he  had  a 
dozen  of  them)  and  tell  us  how  they  used  to  be  done  in 
St.  Paul.  One  day  the  sheet-metal  boss  spoke  of  an  opera- 
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tion,  and  asked  if  they  had  done  it  in  St.  Paul  under  three 
hours  and  a  half.  The  superintendent  looked  in  the  book 
and  said,  "I  guess  they  did,  Joe.  Can't  you  cut  it  down 
a  little  somewhere?" 

Joe  said,  "We're  doing  it  now  in  fifty  minutes." 
The  big  boss,  as  we  say,  was  trying  to  hang  something 
on  the  foreman,  but  Joe  had  something  on  him.  Now  this 
superintendent,  in  spite  of  being  a  bluffer,  had  not  reached 
his  position  without  some  share  of  intelligence  in  grasping 
a  situation.  He  concluded  in  this  case  that  he  had  a  good 
foreman,  and  he  left  Joe's  department  to  Joe. 

The  complete  independence  of  our  bosses  in  dealing 
with  their  men  is  safeguarded  by  an  iron-clad  rule,  though 
it  is  the  policy  of  our  organization  not  to  have  general 
rules.  When  a  man  once  goes  to  work  in  the  shop,  he 
belongs  to  the  department  he  starts  in.  That  boss  has 
a  patent  on  him.  Even  after  he  quits  or  is  discharged, 
no  other  department  may  hire  him  without  the  consent  of 
his  first  boss;  or,  as  sometimes  happens,  of  the  successor 
of  his  first  boss.  This  is  to  protect  the  department  that 
bore  the  trouble  and  expense  of  hiring  and  breaking  in,  and 
to  prevent  what  might  presumably  be  a  steady  movement 
of  men  from  less  attractive  to  more  attractive  parts  of 
the  shop,  accompanied  by  battles  between  department 
heads. 

The  boss  with  full  authority  is,  in  effect,  without  much 
abatement,  an  independent  business  man.  He  has  practi- 
cally a  contract  to  produce  certain  goods  or  certain  results 
at  a  certain  cost.  If  he  gets  his  production  below  that 
cost,  or  his  quality  above  the  bare  requirement,  he  profits, 
sometimes  in  appreciative  regard  and  an  accruing  increase 
in  salary,  sometimes  in  a  direct  share  in  the  earnings  of  the 
concern.  Our  department  heads  are  not  shareholders, 
but  the  veterans  have  things  arranged  so  that  they  are 
not  confined,  they  do  no  work  with  their  hands,  and  no 
great  amount  of  personal  overseeing;  and  their  salaries 
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will  soon  be  approaching  double  what  they  drew  at  the 
period  when  they  exerted  themselves  most. 

If  his  costs  go  too  high  he  does  not  lose  anything  he 
already  has  in  his  pocket,  which  is  an  advantage  he  has 
over  an  actually  independent  and  financially  responsible 
contractor.  He  has  loose-reined  supervision  to  help 
him  steer  away  from  the  most  dangerous  pitfalls;  he  has 
his  general  policy  laid  out  for  him;  he  has  no  financial 
problems;  he  has  no  selling  expense. 

His  money  reward  has  to  be  about  as  much  as  that  of  a 
man  in  business  for  himself  handling  the  same  weight  of 
affairs.  It  has  to  be,  to  keep  him  satisfied  and  self- 
respecting.  It  tends  to  be  more:  for  many  men  consider 
the  gratification  of  being  in  business  for  themselves  equiva- 
lent to  money,  and  are  carrying  on  ventures,  which  they 
regard  as  successful,  yielding  them  less  for  their  efforts 
than  they  might  draw  as  employees. 

One  of  my  friends  in  the  shop  makes  this  comment:  "My 
department  may  be  the  best  in  the  country  in  my  line. 
The  other  departments  may  all  be  in  the  same  class.  And 
if  the  man  at  the  head  gets  to  plunging,  or  makes  some 
other  blunder,  down  we  all  go  together.  Yet,  the  man 
working  for  himself  is  at  the  mercy  of  a  number  of  things 
he  can  not  control.  I  have  been  through  both  experiences, 
and  I  recovered  quicker  from  the  wreck  of  my  own  busi- 
ness than  I  did  from  the  wreck  of  my  employers'  business. 
On  the  other  hand,  please  notice  that  I  am  not  in  business 
for  myself  to-day.  .  .  Last  summer  I  visited  a  cousin  of 
mine,  and  he  said,  as  we  were  talking,  'Well,  you  have 
a  good  job,  and  I  guess  maybe  you  have  a  pretty  good 
reputation  in  your  line,  but  I  don't  see  how  you  can  stand 
it  to  work  for  someone  else.'  And  then  a  ten  year  old  boy 
came  in  off  the  street  and  ordered  my  cousin  all  over  the 
back  end  of  his  store.  He  took  more  orders  from  that  boy 
in  selling  him  three  cents'  worth  of  candy  than  my  boss 
gives  me  in  all  day;  and  more  of  the  disagreeable  irritating 
kind  of  bossing  than  I  get  in  most  years." 
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Some  men  prefer  being  dependent  on  the  good  will  and 
approval  of  a  railroad,  a  banker,  and  a  few  dozen  custom- 
ers, to  being  under  the  general  supervision  of  a  manager, 
and  that  is  a  matter  of  personal  choice;  but  in  dignity  and 
merit,  where  does  a  man  lose  in  giving  up,  as  a  present 
reality  or  as  a  future  chance,  the  handling  of  the  whole 
of  a  thirty-thousand-dollar  business,  to  handle  one  third 
of  a  hundred-thousand-dollar  business,  or  one  thirtieth 
of  a  million-dollar  business?  The  matters  under  his  au- 
thority are  not  diminished  in  volume  or  consequence,  and 
his  supremacy  over  them  is  as  complete  as  ever.  His  op- 
portunity for  effective  service  to  the  community  I  think 
is  increased. 

Farther:  Granted,  if  you  please,  that  thirty  men  of 
the  caliber  to  direct  ventures  of  their  own  could  afford 
to  take  shares  in  the  management  of  a  million-dollar 
business;  shall  we  find,  in  the  million-dollar  business  as  it 
exists,  thirty  such  men  employed? 

A  business  of  thirty  thousand  dollars  a  year  gives  some- 
one a  hundred  dollars'  worth  to  sell  and  a  hundred  dollars 
to  spend  every  day;  it  calls  for  skilful  and  versatile  pilot- 
ing. Does  our  corporation,  of  twenty  times  that  volume, 
require  the  services  of  twenty  men  of  this  skill  and  re- 
source? Every  time  our  business  increases  by  thirty  thou- 
sand dollars,  is  it  imperative  that  we  should  discover  one 
more?  Have  we  twenty  such  men  now? 

I  should  call  it  a  fair  even-money  bet  that  we  have  not 
now  more  than  six.  If  our  corporation  were  to  be  dis- 
solved into  twenty  independent  concerns,  forced  to  find 
their  twenty  executives  among  our  present  personnel,  I 
should  not  care  to  work  for,  or  to  extend  much  credit  to, 
one  of  the  twenty.  I  should  regard  them  all  as  probable 
sinking  ships.  There  are  three  or  four  men  who  could 
without  doubt  handle  small  concerns  alone  with  no 
trouble;  but  they  would  not  be  attracted  by  such  jobs, 
which  must  appear  petty  and  vexatious  in  comparison 
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with  the  positions  they  now  hold,  and  the  positions  that 
would  be  open  to  them  as  soon  as  the  closing  of  our  plant 
left  them  at  liberty.  The  anxious  accumulation  of  one 
hundred  dollars  a  day,  and  the  scattering  of  it  in  a  dozen 
directions  with  the  other  hand,  is  a  task  without  charm  for 
the  man  who  has  been  accustomed  to  have  three  hundred 
dollars  a  day  laid  before  him,  without  thought  on  his  part, 
for  him  to  expend  on  his  beloved  specialty;  or  for  the  man 
who  has  been  holding  the  reins  over  other  men  in  the 
handling  of  a  hundred  dollars  an  hour. 

Your  theory  of  economics  may  be  this  or  it  may  be  that. 
You  can  not  get  away  from  the  fact  that  there  can  be  no 
distribution,  equitable  or  inequitable,  of  wealth,  or  any  en- 
joyment of  wealth  by  any  of  us,  without,  first,  the  effective 
production  of  wealth.  To  the  intrinsic  impossibility  of 
getting  to-day's  work  of  the  world  done  if  we  must  split 
it  up  and  divide  it  among  one-man  concerns  (consider 
the  automobile  industry,  the  banana  trade,  the  building 
of  sky-scrapers)  we  must  add  the  point  that  there  are  not 
enough  able  men  in  the  country. 

To-day  it  rained  very  hard  for  a  little  while,  and  our 
shop  is  situated  so  that  sometimes  a  sudden  hard  rain 
gets  in  and  damages  our  sheet-metal.  Was  I  distracted? 
I  am  not  the  factory  superintendent.  I  turned  on  the 
light  and  went  ahead  with  my  work.  Freight  rates  are 
going  crazy.  I  am  sorry,  but  it  is  no  business  of  mine. 
We  have  a  traffic  manager  who  finds  his  way  among  them. 
Do  I  lose  sleep  because  our  sales  volume  is  not  increasing 
in  Kentucky  and  Tennessee  as  it  is  in  other  territories? 
I  am  not  responsible  for  the  selling  end.  The  price  of 
spelter  —  zinc  for  galvanizing  —  was  five  cents,  later  it  was 
thirty  cents,  now  it  is  fourteen  cents.  That  gives  us 
beautiful  chances  to  say  humorous  things  to  the  purchasing 
agent. 

In  my  own  department  we  are  reorganizing,  and  doing 
it  under  difficulties.  Does  it  worry  me?  How  should  it? 
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I  have  nothing  else  to  occupy  myself  with.  I  have  all  the 
time  there  is,  and  a  free  hand.  I  have  all  day  to  study 
and  plan,  to  test  and  build;  and  within  broad  limits, 
the  plans  are  my  own  and  the  structure  is  my  own.  What 
I  accomplish  must  be  less  than  I  should  like,  but  I  imagine 
that  complaint  has  been  heard  before,  even  from  men  in 
business  for  themselves.  At  any  rate,  whatever  the  handi- 
caps are,  the  chief  knows  them  as  well  as  I  do,  and  I  shall 
be  appraised  on  what  I  do  with  things  as  they  are,  without 
reference  to  ideal  standards. 

But  you  see  where  I  should  be  if  it  were  a  business  of 
my  own,  pinched  down  to  the  size  of  business  I  could  hope 
to  call  my  own.  Kentucky  and  Tennessee  might  be  my 
whole  field.  I  could  not  afford  to  hire  a  man  big  enough 
to  stand  up  and  wrestle  with  my  factory  for  me,  another 
big  man  to  tell  the  railroads  what  the  rates  are,  and  so  on. 

A  reasonable  term  of  practical  experience,  with  calloused 
hands  and  the  rest  of  it,  is  splendid  preliminary  training, 
provided  that  you  stop  learning  to  be  a  mechanic  in  time 
to  commence  learning  to  be  a  boss  (which  is  a  trade  by 
itself)  while  you  are  still  young  enough  to  learn.  But  how 
could  one  man  keep  up  with  the  special  technical  develop- 
ment and  practical  working  out  of  pattern  making; 
foundry  and  cupola  practice;  fuel,  boilers  and  steam  en- 
gines; electrical  transmission  of  power;  cleaning,  preparing 
and  assembling  of  parts;  two  or  three  branches  of  sheet- 
metal  work  and  pipe  fitting;  electro-plating  and  galvan- 
izing; packing  and  traffic  matters:  to  mention  operating 
and  traffic  only,  saying  nothing  of  corresponding,  accounts, 
credits,  finance,  etc.,  etc.?  The  department  head  who  is 
wide  awake  has  something  on  his  superior  officers  all  the 
time. 

There  is  a  plaguing  weakness  in  a  man's  simple  inability 
to  do  two  or  three  things  at  once. 


THE  HACK  REVIEWER 

fTMrlERE  are  very  young,  oh  absurdly  young!  re- 
JL  viewers;  and  there  are  elderly  reviewers,  with 
whiskers.  There  are  also  women  reviewers.  Absurdly 
young  reviewers  are  inclined  to  be  youthful  in  their  re- 
views. Elderly  reviewers  usually  have  missed  fire  with 
their  lives,  or  they  wouldn't  still  be  reviewers.  The  best 
sort  of  a  reviewer  is  the  reviewer  that  is  just  getting  slightly 
bald.  He  is  not  a  flippertigibbet,  and  still  an  intelligent 
man  —  if  he  is  a  good  reviewer. 

Book  reviews  are  in  nearly  all  the  papers.  Proprietors 
of  newspapers  don't  read  these  things:  they  think  they 
are  deadly  stuff.  Many  authors  don't:  because  they 
regard  them  as  ill-natured  and  exceedingly  stupid.  Book 
clerks  don't  read  them  much:  for  that  would  be  like 
working  overtime.  Business  men  infrequently  have  time 
for  such  nonsense.  University  professors  are  inclined  to 
pooh-pooh  them  as  things  beneath  them.  Still  somebody 
must  read  them,  as  publishers  pay  for  them  with  their 
advertising.  No  publishers'  advertising,  no  book  reviews, 
is  the  policy  of  nearly  every  newspaper;  and  the  reviews 
are  generally  in  proportion  to  the  amount  of  advertising. 
Now  publishers  are  sagacious  men  who  generally  live  in 
comfortable  circumstances,  and  who  occasionally  get 
quite  rich  and  mingle  in  important  society.  They  set 
considerable  store  by  reviews;  they  employ  publicity  men 
at  good  wages  who  [continually  supply  reviewers  with 
valuable  information  by  post  and  telephone;  they  are 
fond  of  quoting  in  large  type  remarks  from  reviews  which 
please  them;  and  sometimes,  at  reviews  they  don't  like, 
they  stir  up  a  fuss  (and  have  literary  editors  removed  from 
office. 

Yes,  reviews  have  much  power.    They  are  eagerly  read 
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by  multitudes  of  people  who  write  very  indignantly  to  the 
paper  to  correct  and  rebuke  the  reviewer  when,  owing  to 
fatigue,  he  refers  to  Miss  Mitford  as  having  written 
Cranford,  or  otherwise  blunders.  They  are  the  wings  of 
fame  to  new  authors.  They  can  increase  the  sale  of  a 
book  by  saying  that  it  should  not  be  in  the  hands  of  the 
young.  They  are  tolerated  by  the  owners  of  papers,  who 
are  very  powerful  men  indeed,  engaged  in  the  vast  modern 
industry  of  manufacturing  news  for  the  people,  and  in 
constant  effort  to  obtain  control  of  politics.  Reviewers 
are  paid  space  rates  of,  in  some  instances,  as  much  as 
eight  dollars  a  column,  with  the  head  lines  deducted. 
When  there  is  no  other  payment  they  always  get  the  book 
they  review  free  for  their  libraries,  or  to  sell  cheap  to  the 
second-hand  man.  Reviewers  are  spoken  of  as  "the 
critics"  -by  simple-minded  people;  when  their  printed 
remarks  are  useful  for  that  purpose,  the  remarks  are 
called  "leading  critical  opinions"  —  by  advertisements; 
and  reviewers  are  sometimes  invited  to  lunch  by  astute 
authors,  and  are  treated  to  pleasant  dishes  to  cheer  them, 
and  given  good  cigars  to  smoke. 

Occasionally  somebody  ups  and  discusses  the  nature 
of  our  literary  journalism  and  what  sort  of  a  creature  the 
reviewer  is.  Dr.  Bliss  Perry  was  at  this  not  long  ago  in  the 
Yale  Review.  Editor  for  a  couple  of  decades  of  our  fore- 
most literary  journal,  and  now  a  professor  in  one  of  our 
great  universities,  Dr.  Perry  certainly  knows  a  good  deal 
about  various  branches  of  the  book  business.  His  highly 
critical  review  of  the  reviewing  business  has  somewhat 
the  character  of  a  history  that  a  great  general  might  write 
of  a  war.  A  man  who  had  served  in  the  trenches,  however, 
would  give  a  more  intimate  picture,  though  of  course  it 
would  not  be  as  good  history. 

I  will  give  an  intimate  picture  of  the  American  reviewer 
at  work  to-day:  the  absurdly  young,  the  slightly  bald,  and 
the  elderly  with  whiskers;  and  of  his  hard  and  picturesque 
trade. 
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There  was  an  old  man  who  had  devoted  a  great  many 
years  to  a  close  study  of  engraved  gems.  He  embodied 
the  result  of  his  elaborate  researches  in  a  learned  volume. 
I  never  had  a  gem  of  any  kind  in  my  life;  at  the  time  of 
which  I  write  I  did  not  have  a  job.  A  friend  of  mine, 
who  was  a  professional  reviewer,  and  at  whose  house  I 
was  stopping,  brought  home  one  day  this  book  on  en- 
graved gems,  and  told  me  he  had  got  it  for  me  to  review. 
"But,"  I  said,  "I  don't  know  anything  about  engraved 
gems,  and"  (you  see  I  was  very  inexperienced)  "I  can 
write  only  about  things  that  particularly  interest  me." 
'*  You  are  a  devil  of  a  journalist,"  was  my  friend's  reply; 
"you'd  better  get  to  work  on  this  right  away.  You  stud- 
ied art,  didn't  you  ?  I  told  the  editor  you  knew  all  about 
art.  And  he  has  to  have  the  article  by  Thursday." 

He  instructed  me  in  certain  elementary  principles  of 
the  art  of  successful  reviewing;  such,  for  example,  as 
getting  your  information  out  of  the  book  itself;  and  he 
cautioned  me  against  employing  too  many  quotation 
marks,  as  the  editor  did  not  like  that. 

My  review,  of  a  couple  of  columns,  cut  a  bit  here  and 
there  by  the  literary  editor,  appeared  in  a  prominent 
New  York  paper.  Speaking  quite  impartially,  simply 
as  now  a  trained  judge  of  these  things,  I  will  say  that  it 
was  a  very  fair  review:  it  "gave  the  book,"  as  the  term  is. 
I  discovered  that  I  had  something  of  a  talent  for  this 
work;  and  so  it  was  that  I  entered  a  profession  which  I 
have  followed,  with  divers  vicissitudes,  for  a  number  of 
years. 

I  became  good  friends  with  that  literary  editor,  and 
began  to  contribute  regularly  week  by  week  to  his  paper. 
He  liked  my  style,  and  always  gave  me  a  good  position 
in  the  paper.  He  liked  me  personally,  and  always  put 
my  name  to  my  reviews;  which  was  a  thing  against  the 
rule  of  the  paper  —  that  being  that  only  articles  by  cele- 
brated persons  were  to  be  signed. 

This  is  a  point  sometimes  questioned.    It  seems  to  me 
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that  it  is  a  good  thing  for  the  reviewer  to  have  his  work 
signed,  particularly  for  the  young  reviewer,  whose  yet 
ardent  spirit  craves  a  place  in  the  sun.  It  contributes  to 
his  pleasant  conception  of  reviewing  as  a  fine  thing  to  do. 
It  makes  him  more  alive  than  the  anonymous  thing.  He 
meets  people  who  brighten  at  the  recollection  of  having 
read  his  name.  I  know  a  man  who  was  a  very  witty 
reviewer  (when  he  was  young);  that  fellow  used  to  get 
love  letters  from  ladies  he  had  never  seen,  just  like  a 
baseball  pitcher,  or  a  tenor;  there  was  a  rich  man  who 
ate  meals  at  the  Century  Club  had  him  there  to  dinner, 
because  he  thought  him  funny;  he  got  a  note  from  a 
Literary  Adviser  asking  him  for  a  book  manuscript;  and 
two  persons  wrote  him  from  San  Francisco.  I  myself 
have  had  courteous  letters  thanking  me  from  authors 
here  and  in  England.  That  fellow  of  whom  I  just  spoke 
undoubtedly  was  on  the  threshold  of  a  brilliant  career; 
he  was  full  of  courage  and  laughter,  though  very  poor. 
Then  a  great  man  offered  him  a  Position  as  a  literary 
editor.  His  name  ceased  to  be  seen;  I  heard  of  him  after 
a  year,  and  it  was  said  of  him  that  he  was  dreadfully  bald 
and  had  a  long  beard,  I  mean  of  course  metaphorically 
speaking. 

Whether  signed  reviews  are  conducive  to  honesty  I  am 
not  sure.  There  was  a  man  (I  know  him  well)  wrote  a 
book  on  Alaska  or  some  such  place,  claimed  he  had  been 
there.  There  was  another  man,  his  friend,  who  was  a 
reviewer.  Now  the  Alaskaian  said  to  the  critic:  "Why 
don't  you  get  my  book  from  the  paper?  I'll  write  the 
review  —  I  know  more  about  the  book  than  anybody 
else,  anyway;  and  you  sign  it  and  get  the  money."  And 
this  was  done;  and  it  was  an  excellent  review;  and  the 
paper  (which  you  read  every  day)  was  no  wiser. 

The  literary  editor  who  signed  my  reviews  for  me  was 
a  youth  of  an  independent  turn  of  mind.  He  encouraged 
the  expression  in  reviews  of  exactly  what  one  thought; 
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he  liked  an  individual  note  in  them;  he  had  an  enthusiasm 
for  books  of  literary  quality,  somewhat  to  the  neglect  of 
other  branches  of  the  publishing  business;  he  gathered 
about  him  a  group  of  writers  of  a  spirit  kindred  to  his 
own;  and  he  was  rapidly  moulding  his  department  of  his 
paper  into  a  thing,  perhaps  a  plaything,  of  life  and  color. 

But  he  lacked  commercial  tact.  He  wanted  to  make 
something  like  the  English  lighter  literary  journals.  He 
offended  the  powers  behind  the  man  higher  up.  I  saw 
him  last  on  a  Wednesday;  he  outlined  his  plans  for  the 
future.  On  Friday,  I  know  he  "made  up"  his  paper. 
Saturday  I  looked  for  him,  but  he  had  gone  from  that 
place.  There  was  in  it  a  dried  man  of  much  hard  ex- 
perience of  newspapers,  who  reigned  in  that  youth's  stead. 
The  wrath  of  authority  grinds  with  exceeding  quickness. 

This  which  I  have  written  is  history,  as  many  excellent 
of  mind  know,  and  should  be  put  into  a  book :  for  it  reveals 
how  close  we  came  to  having  in  this  country  a  Literary 
Doings  that  could  be  read  for  pleasure.  I  continued  to 
learn  the  business. 

Sometimes  reviewers  are  poets  also.  I  know  fifteen. 
Sometimes  they  are  Irishmen.  Sometimes  both.  I  knew 
one  who  was  one  of  those  Celtic  Poets.  His  name  had 
all  the  color  of  the  late  Irish  literary  movement.  That  is, 
after  he  became  a  man  of  letters;  before  that  it  was  Bill 
Somethingorother.  He  was  an  earnest  person,  without 
humor  (strange  for  an  Irishman  1),  eloquent,  very  pro- 
nounced in  his  opinions;  and  he  had  never  read  anything 
at  all  (outside  of  Columbia  University)  before  he  was 
called  to  the  literary  profession.  Later  he  went  into 
politics,  and  became  something  at  Washington.  Some 
reviewers,  again,  are  lexicographers.  I  know  about  a 
dozen  of  these,  ranging  in  age  from  twenty-seven  years  to 
seventy.  When  they  had  finished  writing  the  dictionary, 
they  joined  the  army  of  the  unemployed,  and  became 
reviewers.  I  am  acquainted  with  one  reviewer  who  has 
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been  everything,  almost,  under  the  sun  —  a  husband,  a 
father,  and  a  householder;  he  has  been  successively  a 
socialist,  an  aesthete,  a  Churchman,  and  a  Roman  Cath- 
olic. He  is  an  eager  student  of  the  universe,  a  prodigiously 
energetic  journalist,  a  lively  and  a  humorous  writer,  a 
person  of  marked  talent.  He  will  be  thirty  shortly. 

Sometimes  reviews  are  charmingly  written  by  veteran 
literary  men,  such  as,  for  instance,  Mr.  Le  Gallienne,  and 
Mr.  Huneker.  Dr.  Perry  mentions  among  reviewers  a 
group  of  seasoned  bookmen  including  Mr.  Paul  Elmer 
More  and  Professor  Frank  Mather,  Jr.  Mr.  Boynton  is 
another  sound  workman.  On  the  other  hand,  by  some 
papers,  books  are  economically  given  out  for  review  to 
reporters.  And  again  (for  the  same  reason),  to  editorial 
writers  and  to  various  editors.  In  America,  you  know, 
practically  everybody  connected  with  a  newspaper  is  an 
editor.  The  man  who  sits  all  day  in  his  shirt  sleeves 
smoking  a  corncob  pipe,  clipping  up  with  large  scissors 
vast  piles  of  newspapers,  is  exchange  editor.  There  was 
a  paper  for  which  I  worked  from  morn  till  dewy  eve, 
reviewing  books,  where  we  used  to  say  that  we  had  an 
elevator  editor  and  a  scrub  editor,  and  a  nice  charwoman 
she  was. 

Reviewers  of  course  frequently  differ  widely  in  their 
conceptions  of  a  book.  I  said  one  time  of  a  book  of  Lady 
Gregory's  that  it  was  a  highly  amusing  affair;  and  I  gave 
numerous  excerpts  in  support  of  my  statement.  I  had 
enjoyed  the  book  greatly.  It  was  delightful,  I  thought. 
It  was  then  a  bit  of  a  jolt  to  me  to  read  a  lengthy  article 
by  another  reviewer  of  the  same  book,  who  set  forth  that 
Lady  Gregory  was  an  extremely  serious  person,  with  never 
a  smile,  and  who  gave  copious  evidence  of  this  point  in 
quotations.  Each  of  us  made  out  a  perfectly  good  case. 

Now  suppose  you  read  in  the  New  York  This,  a  daily 
paper,  that  Such-and-Such  a  book  was  the  best  thing  of 
its  kind  since  Adam.  And  suppose  you  found  the  same 
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opinion  to  be  that  of  the  New  York  Weekly  That  and  of 
the  New  York  Weekly  Other.  Notwithstanding  that  the 
New  York  Something-Else  declared  that  this  was  the 
rottenest  book  that  ever  came  from  the  press,  you  would 
be  inclined  to  accept  the  conclusion  of  the  majority  of 
critics,  would  you  not?  Well,  I'll  tell  you  this:  the  man 
who  "does"  the  fiction  week  by  week  for  the  New  York 
This  and  for  The  That  and  for  The  Other,  is  one  and  the 
same  industrious  person.  I  know  him  well.  He  has  a 
large  family  to  support  (which  is  continually  out  of  shoes) 
and  his  wife  just  presented  him  with  a  new  set  of  twins 
the  other  day.  He  is  now  trying  to  add  the  job  on  The 
Something-Else  to  his  list. 

Let  us  farther  suppose  that  you  are  a  magazine  editor. 
You  wrote  this  Such-and-Such  book  yourself.  You  are 
a  very  disagreeable  person  (we  will  imagine).  You  re- 
jected three  of  my  stories  about  my  experiences  as  a 
vagabond.  Farthermore,  when  I  remonstrated  with  you 
about  this  over  the  telephone,  you  told  me  that  you 
were  very  busy.  When  your  book  came  out  I  happened 
to  review  it  for  three  papers.  I  tried  to  do  it  justice  al- 
though I  didn't  think  much  of  the  book,  or  of  anything 
else  that  you  ever  did. 

Now,  reflecting  upon  the  vast  frailty  of  human  nature, 
and  considering  the  power  of  the  reviewer  to  exercise 
petty  personal  pique,  I  think  there  is  little  dishonesty 
of  this  nature  in  reviews.  The  prejudice  is  the  other  way 
round,  in  "log  rolling,"  as  it  is  called,  among  little  cliques 
of  friends.  Though  I  have  known  more  than  one  case 
more  or  less  like  that  of  a  reviewer  man,  otherwise 
fairly  well  balanced,  who  had  a  rabid  antipathy  to  the 
work  of  Havelock  Ellis.  Whenever  he  got  hold  of  a 
book  of  Havelock  Ellis's  he  became  blind  and  livid  with 
rage. 

In  the  period  when  I  was  a  free  lance  reviewer,  I  used 
to  review  generally  only  books  that  I  was  particularly 


386         The   Unpopular   Review 

interested  in,  books  on  subjects  with  which  I  was  familiar, 
books  by  authors  whom  I  knew  all  about.  And  in  writing 
my  reviews  I  used  to  wait  now  and  then  for  an  idea. 
Those  were  happy,  innocent,  amateur  days.  That  is: 
when  my  thoughts  got  stalled  I  would  throw  myself  on 
a  couch  for  a  bit,  or  I  would  look  out  at  my  window,  or 
I  took  a  turn  about  Gramercy  Park  for  a  breath  of  air. 
Reviews  sometimes  had  to  be  in  by  the  following  day,  or, 
so  my  editor  would  declare  to  me  with  much  vigor  over 
the  telephone,  the  paper  would  go  to  smash;  and  then 
he  would  hold  them  in  type  for  three  weeks.  But  they 
rarely  had  to  be  done  within  a  couple  of  hours  or  less. 

In  the  course  of  time  I  got  down  to  brass  tacks;  I  took 
a  staff  position,  a  desk  job.  It  was  up  to  me  to  review 
everything  going,  in  a  steady  ceaseless  grind.  I  began 
work  at  half  past  nine  in  the  morning.  When  I  was 
commuting  I  began  earlier,  taking  up  a  book  on  the  train. 
Between  nine  thirty  and  a  quarter  to  eleven  I  did  a  book, 
say,  on  the  extermination  of  the  house-fly;  from  then  until 
lunch  time,  three  hundred  words  on  a  very  pleasant  novel 
called,  for  instance,  Roast  Beef,  Medium;  in  the  afternoon, 
three-quarters  of  a  column  on  a  History  of  the  American 
Negro;  winding  up  the  day,  perhaps,  with  a  lively  article 
about  a  popular  book  on  Submarine  Diving  and  Light 
Houses;  and  taking  home  at  night  the  Note  Books  of 
Samuel  Butler.  I  began  the  morrow,  very  likely,  with 
an  "omnibus  article"  lumping  together  five  books  on  the 
Panama  Canal.  And  then,  as  the  publishers  of  the  latest 
book  on  art  had  turned  in  a  double-column  hundred-agate- 
line  "ad"  the  week  before,  it  was  necessary  to  do  some- 
thing serious  "for"  that  masterpiece.  I  reviewed  a  dic- 
tionary and  a  couple  of  cookery  books.  At  the  holiday 
season  I  polished  off  a  jumble  of  Christmas  and  New  Year's 
cards,  a  pile  of  picture  calendars,  and  a  table  full  of 
"juveniles."  Woman  suffrage,  alcoholism,  New  Thought, 
socialism,  minor  poetry,  big  game  hunting,  militarism,  ath- 
letics, architecture,  eugenics,  industry,  European  travel, 
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education,  eroticism,  red  blood  fiction,  humor,  uplift  books, 
white  slavery,  nature  study,  aviation,  bygone  kings  (and 
their  mistresses),  statesmen,  scientists,  poverty,  disease, 
and  crime,  I  had  always  with  me.  I  became  a  slightly 
bald  reviewer. 

Books  of  theology  and  of  philosophy  were  given  out 
to  a  theologian;  books  concerning  the  dramatic  art  were 
done  by  the  dramatic  critic;  and  those  on  music  went 
to  the  music  critic.  We  had  an  occasional  letter  from 
Paris  on  current  French  literature. 

In  addition  to  writing  (for  I  was  an  editor),  I  read  the 
"literary"  galley  proofs;  "made  up"  once  a  week  down 
in  the  composing  room  late  at  night;  compiled  the  feature 
variously  called  in  different  papers  Books  Received,  Books 
of  the  Week,  or  The  Newest  Books;  and  got  out  the  corre- 
spondence of  the  literary  department  —  with  publishers 
and  with  fools  who  write  in  about  things.  I  also  went 
over  the  foreign  exchange,  that  is:  clipped  literary  notes 
out  of  foreign  papers.  Once  a  month  I  surveyed  the 
current  magazines.  I  worked  in  the  office  on  every 
holiday  of  the  year  except  Christmas  and  New  Year's, 
and  frequently  on  Sundays  at  home. 

With  a  view  to  attracting  the  intellectual  elite  to  a  pro- 
fession where  this  class  is  needed,  I  will  tell  you  what  I  got 
for  this.  It  should  be  understood,  however,  that  I  was  with 
one  of  the  great  papers,  which  paid  a  scale  of  generous  sal- 
aries. Mine  was  forty  dollars  a  week.  That  is  a  good  deal 
of  money  for  a  literary  man  to  earn  regularly.  But  — 

I  did,  indeed,  have  an  assistant  in  this  office;  there  was 
a  person  associated  with  me  who  took  the  responsibility 
of  everything  in  the  department  that  was  excellent.  That 
is,  I  was  "assistant  literary  editor."  Few  newspapers 
can  afford  to  employ  a  chief  solely  for  each  department. 
It  is  recognized  that  the  work  of  the  literary  editor  can 
be  economically  combined  with  that  of  the  dramatic 
editor,  or  with  that  of  the  art  critic;  or  the  art  critic  runs 
the  Saturday  supplement,  or  some  such  thing.  My  chief 
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looked  in  every  day  or  so,  and  frequently,  perhaps  in 
striving  for  exact  honesty  I  should  say  regularly,  contrib- 
uted reviews.  He  directed  the  policy  of  the  department, 
subject,  of  course,  to  criticism  from  "down  stairs." 

But  (as  I  was  about  to  say  above)  that  regular  income 
is  very  uncertain.  Universities  cultivate  a  sense  of  se- 
curity in  their  professors,  in  order  to  obtain  loyal  service 
and  lofty  endeavor.  The  editorial  tenure,  as  all  men 
know,  is  a  house  of  sand  —  a  summer's  breeze,  a  wash  of 
the  tide;  and  the  editor  is  a  refugee.  I  know  the  editor  of 
literary  pages  that  go  far  and  wide,  who  has  held  down 
that  job  now  for  over  a  year.  That  man  is  troubled:  none 
has  ever  stood  in  his  shoes  for  much  longer  than  that. 

"Don't  fool  yourself,"  I  heard  a  successful  young 
journalist  say  the  other  day  to  a  very  conscientious  young 
reviewer.  "Good  work  won't  get  you  anything.  Play 
politics,  office  politics  all  the  while."  Doubtless  sound 
advice,  this,  for  any  gainful  employment. 

Now  about  that  prime  department  of  the  press  called 
the  business  office.  Many  people  firmly  believe  that  all 
book  reviews  — [and  dramatic  criticisms  and  editorials  — 
are  bought  by  "the  interests."  One  of  the  principal 
librarians  of  New  York  holds  this  view  of  reviews.  I 
never  knew  a  reviewer  who  was  bound  to  tell  anything 
but  the  truth  as  he  saw  it.  Nor  have  I  ever  written  in 
any  review  a  word  that  I  knew  to  be  false;  and  I  believe 
that  few  reviewers  do.  Because,  however,  this  or  that 
publishing  house  was  "a  friend  of  ours,"  or  because  the 
husband  of  this  author  used  to  work  for  the  paper  (pure 
sentiment!),  or  that  one  is  a  friend  of  the  wife  of  The 
Editor  (caution!),  it  has  been  suggested  to  me  by  my  chief 
that  I  "go  easy"  with  certain  books. 

The  good  reviewer  does  go  easy  with  most  books.  It  is 
a  mark  of  his  excellence  as  a  reviewer  that  he  has  a  cath- 
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olic  taste,  that  he  sees  that  books  are  written  to  many 
standards,  and  that  every  book,  almost,  is  meet  for  some. 
It  is  not  his  business  to  break  things  on  the  wheel;  but  to 
introduce  the  book  before  him  to  its  proper  audience; 
always  recognizing,  of  course,  sometimes  with  pleasant 
subtle  irony,  its  limitations.  It  is  only  when  a  book  pre- 
tends to  be  what  it  is  not,  that  he  damns  it.  All  that  is 
not  business,  but  sensible,  sensitive  criticism. 

To  return.  The  business  office  exerts  not  a  direct  but 
a  moral  influence,  so  to  put  it,  upon  the  literary  depart- 
ment. Business  tact  must  be  recognized.  A  hostile 
review  already  in  type  and  in  the  plan  of  the  next  issue 
may  be  "killed"  when  a  large  "ad"  announcing  books 
brought  out  by  the  publisher  of  this  one  so  treated,  comes 
in  for  the  next  paper;  and  then  search  is  made  for  a  book 
from  the  same  publisher  which  may  be  favorably  reviewed. 
Or  a  hostile  review  may  be  held  over  until  a  time  more 
politic  for  its  release,  say  following  several  enthusiastic 
reviews.  And  there  is  no  sense  in  noticing  in  one  issue  a 
disproportionate  number  of  books  published  by  one 
house. 

|  In  concluding  my  discussion  I  will  draw  two  portraits 
of  professional  reviewers,  one  composite  of  a  class,  the 
other  a  picture  of  a  man  who  stands  at  the  top  of  his  pro- 
fession. 

Seated  at  his  desk  is  a  little  man  with  a  pointed  beard 
and  a  large  bald  spot  on  top  of  his  head.  This  man  has 
been  all  his  life  a  literary  hack.  He  has  read  manu- 
script for  publishing  houses;  he  has  novelized  popular 
plays  for  ha-penny  papers,  and  dramatized  trashy  novels 
for  cheap  producers;  he  has  done  routine  chore  writ- 
ing in  magazine  offices,  made  translations  for  pirate  pub- 
lishers, and  picked  up  an  odd  sum  now  and  then  by 
a  "Sunday  story."  He  has  always  been  an  anonymous 
writer.  He  has  never  had  sufficient  intellectual  character 
to  do  anything  well.  The  downward  side  of  middle 
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age  finds  him  afflicted  with  various  physical  ailments, 
entirely  dependent  upon  a  precarious  position  at  a  moder- 
ate salary,  without  influential  friends,  completely  dis- 
illusioned, with  a  mediocre  mind  now  much  fagged,  de- 
void of  high  ambition,  and  with  a  most  unstimulating 
prospect  before  him.  His  attitude  toward  the  business 
of  book  reviewing  is  that  he  wishes  he  had  gone  into  the 
tailor  business  or  that  his  father  had  left  him  a  grocery 
store.  He  would  not  have  succeeded,  however,  as  either 
a  tailor  or  a  grocer,  as  he  has  even  less  business  than  liter- 
ary ability.  Farther,  he  regards  himself  as  a  gentleman, 
and  books  strike  him  as  being  more  gentlemanly  than 
trade.  He  has  got  along  as  well  as  he  has,  by  bluff  about 
his  extensive  acquaintance  with  literature,  and  his  long 
experience  in  writing  and  publishing. 

This  type  of  reviewing  man  says  that  he  does  the  thing 
"mechanically."  About  the  new  crop  of  juvenile  books, 
let  us  say,  he  says  the  same  thing  again  now  that  he 
said  four  years  ago.  "One  idea  every  other  paragraph," 
is  his  principle,  and  he  thinks  it  sufficient  in  a  review. 
Sufficient,  that  is,  to  "get  by."  And  whatever  gets 
by,  in  his  view,  "pleases  them  just  as  well  as  anything 
else."  Our  friend  of  this  character  has  a  considerable 
number  of  stock  remarks  which  may  at  any  time  be 
written  very  rapidly.  One  of  these  sentences  is:  "This 
book  furnishes  capital  reading;"  another  says  that  this 
book  "is  welcome;"  and  he  holds  as  a  general  principle 
that,  "the  reviewer  who  reads  the  book  is  lost." 

Occasionally,  very  occasionally,  there  is  found  among 
reviewers  the  type  of  old-fashioned  person  who  used  to 
be  called  a  "man  of  letters."  This  is  a  wild  dream,  but  it 
would  be  a  grand  thing  for  American  reviewing  if  every 
one  of  our  young  reviewers  could  have  for  an  hour  each 
week  the  moral  benefit  of  the  society  of  such  a  man.  I 
know  one  who  now  has  been  active  in  New  York  literary 
journalism  for  something  like  thirty  years  —  a  fine  in- 
tellectual figure  of  a  man.  He  makes  his  living  out  of 
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this,  indeed,  but  his  interest  is  in  the  thing  itself,  in 
literature.  He  has  all  that  one  really  needs  in  the  world, 
he  has  the  esteem  of  the  most  estimable  people,  and  he 
follows  with  unceasing  pleasure  a  delightful  occupation. 
He  is  as  keen  to-day,  he  declares,  on  the  "right  way  of 
putting  three  words  together"  as  he  was  when  he  began 
to  write.  His  mellow,  witty,  and  gentlemanly  style  is 
saturated  with  the  sounds,  scents  and  colors  of  literature. 
The  exercise  of  his  cultivated  judgment  is  not  a  trade, 
but  a  sacred  trust.  To  look  at  him  and  to  think  of  his 
admirable  career  is  to  realize  the  dignity  of  his  calling  — 
discussing  with  authority  the  books  of  the  world  as  they 
come  from  the  press. 


RELIGION  AND  THE  CHURCHES 

THE  activities  of  men  may  be  roughly  derived  from 
three  sources,  not  in  actual  fact  sharply  separate 
one  from  another,  but  sufficiently  distinguishable  to  de- 
serve different  names.  The  three  sources  I  mean  are  in- 
stinct, mind,  and  spirit,  and  of  these  three  it  is  the  life 
of  the  spirit  that  makes  religion. 

The  life  of  instinct  includes  all  that  man  shares  with  the 
lower  animals,  all  that  is  concerned  with  self-preservation 
and  reproduction  and  the  desires  and  impulses  derivative 
from  these.  It  includes  vanity  and  love  of  possessions; 
and  as  it  rises  from  the  brute  it  grows  into  permanent 
lov^e  of  family,  and  even  much  of  what  makes  love  of 
country.  It  includes  all  the  impulses  that  are  essentially 
concerned  with  the  biological  success  of  oneself  or  one's 
group  —  for  among  gregarious  animals  the  life  of  instinct 
includes  the  group.  The  impulses  which  it  includes  may 
not  in  fact  make  for  success,  and  may  often  in  fact  militate 
against  success,  but  are  nevertheless  those  of  which 
success  is  the  raison  d'etre,  those  which  express  the  animal 
nature  of  man  and  his  position  among  a  world  of  competi- 
tors. 

The  life  of  the  mind  is  the  life  of  pursuit  of  knowledge, 
from  mere  childish  curiosity  up  to  the  greatest  efforts  of 
thought.  Curiosity  exists  in  animals,  and  serves  an 
obvious  biological  purpose;  but  it  is  only  in  men  that  it 
passes  beyond  the  investigation  of  particular  objects 
which  may  be  edible  or  poisonous,  friendly  or  hostile. 
Curiosity  is  the  primary  impulse  out  of  which  the  whole 
edifice  of  scientific  knowledge  has  grown.  Knowledge 
has  been  found  so  useful  that  most  actual  acquisition  of 
it  is  no  longer  prompted  by  curiosity;  innumerable  other 
motives  now  contribute  to  foster  the  intellectual  life. 
Nevertheless,  direct  love  of  knowledge  and  dislike  of 
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error  still  play  a  very  large  part,  especially  with  those  who 
are  most  successful  in  learning.  No  man  acquires  much 
knowledge  unless  the  acquisition  is  in  itself  delightful  to 
him,  apart  from  any  consciousness  of  the  use  to  which  the 
knowledge  may  be  put.  The  impulse  to  acquire  knowl- 
edge, and  the  activities  which  centre  round  it,  constitute 
what  I  mean  by  the  life  of  the  mind.  The  life  of  the  mind 
consists  of  thought  which,  unlike  instinct,  is  wholly  or 
partially  impersonal,  in  the  sense  that  it  concerns  itself 
with  objects  on  their  own  account,  and  not  merely  on 
account  of  their  bearing  upon  our  instinctive  life. 

The  life  of  the  spirit  centres  round  impersonal  feeling,  as 
the  life  of  the  mind  centres  round  impersonal  thought. 
In  this  sense,  all  art  belongs  to  the  life  of  the  spirit,  though 
its  greatness  is  derived  from  its  being  also  intimately 
bound  up  with  the  life  of  instinct.  Art  starts  from  instinct 
and  rises  into  the  region  of  the  spirit:  religion  starts  from 
the  spirit  and  endeavors  to  dominate  and  inform  the  life  of 
instinct.  It  is  possible  to  feel  the  same  interest  in  the 
joys  and  sorrows  of  others  as  in  our  own,  to  love  and  hate 
independently  of  all  relation  to  ourselves,  to  care  about 
the  destiny  of  man  and  the  development  of  the  universe, 
without  a  thought  that  we  are  personally  involved. 
Reverence  and  worship,  the  sense  of  an  obligation  to 
mankind,  the  feeling  of  imperativeness  and  acting-under- 
orders  which  traditional  religion  has  interpreted  as  divine 
inspiration,  all  belong  to  the  life  of  the  spirit.  And  deeper 
than  all  these,  lies  the  sense  of  a  mystery  half  revealed,  of  a 
hidden  wisdom  and  a  hidden  glory,  of  a  transfiguring 
vision  in  which  common  things  lose  their  solid  importance 
and  become  a  thin  veil  behind  which  the  ultimate  truth  of 
the  world  is  dimly  seen.  It  is  such  feelings  that  are  the 
source  of  religion,  and  if  they  were  to  die,  most  of  what  is 
best  would  vanish  out  of  life. 

^  Instinct,  mind,  and  spirit  are  all  essential  to  a  full  life; 
each  has  its  own  excellence  and  its  own  corruption.  Each 
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can  attain  a  spurious  excellence  at  the  expense  of  the 
others;  each  has  a  tendency  to  encroach  upon  the  others; 
but  in  the  life  which  is  to  be  sought,  all  three  will  be  devel- 
oped co-ordinately,  and  all  three  will  be  intimately  blended 
in  a  single  harmonious  whole.  Among  uncivilized  men, 
instinct  is  supreme,  and  mind  and  spirit  hardly  exist. 
Among  educated  men  at  the  present  day,  mind  is  devel- 
oped, as  a  rule,  at  the  expense  of  both  instinct  and  spirit, 
producing  a  curious  inhumanity  and  lifelessness,  a  paucity 
of  both  personal  and  impersonal  desires,  which  leads  to 
cynicism  and  intellectual  destructiveness.  Among  ascetics 
and  most  of  those  who  would  be  called  saints,  the  life  of 
the  spirit  has  been  developed  at  the  expense  of  instinct  and 
mind,  producing  an  outlook  which  is  impossible  to  those 
who  have  a  healthy  animal  life,  and  to  those  who  have 
a  love  of  active  thought.  It  is  not  in  any  of  these 
one-sided  developments  that  we  can  find  wisdom  or  a 
philosophy  which  will  bring  new  life  to  the  civilized 
world. 

Among  civilized  men  and  women  at  the  present  day, 
it  is  rare  to  find  instinct,  mind,  and  spirit  in  harmony. 
Very  few  have  achieved  a  practical  philosophy  which 
gives  its  due  place  to  each;  as  a  rule,  instinct  is  at  war  with 
either  mind  or  spirit,  and  mind  and  spirit  are  at  war  with 
each  other.  This  strife  compels  men  and  women  to  direct 
much  of  their  energy  inwards,  instead  of  being  able  to 
expend  it  all  in  objective  activities.  When  a  man  achieves 
a  precarious  inward  peace  by  the  defeat  of  part  of  his 
nature,  his  vital  force  is  impaired,  and  his  growth  is  no 
longer  quite  healthy.  If  men  are  to  remain  whole,  it  is 
very  necessary  that  they  should  achieve  a  reconciliation 
of  instinct,  mind,  and  spirit. 

Instinct  is  the  source  of  vitality,  the  bond  that  unites 
the  life  of  the  individual  with  the  life  of  the  race,  the  basis 
of  all  profound  sense  of  union  with  others,  and  the  means 
by  which  the  collective  life  nourishes  the  life  of  the  sep- 
arate units.  But  instinct  by  itself  leaves  us  powerless 
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to  control  the  forces  of  nature,  either  in  ourselves  or  in  our 
physical  environment,  and  keeps  us  in  bondage  to  the 
same  unthinking  impulse  by  which  the  trees  grow.  Mind 
can  liberate  us  from  this  bondage,  by  the  power  of  im- 
personal thought,  which  enables  us  to  judge  critically  the 
purely  biological  purposes  towards  which  instinct  more 
or  less  blindly  tends.  But  mind,  in  its  dealings  with 
instinct,  is  merely  critical:  so  far  as  instinct  is  concerned, 
the  unchecked  activity  of  the  mind  is  apt  to  be  destructive 
and  to  generate  cynicism. 

Spirit  is  an  antidote  to  the  cynicism  of  mind :  it  univer- 
salizes the  emotions  that  spring  from  instinct,  and  by 
universalizing  them  makes  them  impervious  to  mental 
criticism.  And  when  spirit  informs  thought,  thought 
loses  its  cruel  destructive  quality;  it  no  longer  promotes 
the  death  of  instinct,  but  only  its  purification  from  in- 
sistence and  ruthlessness,  and  its  emancipation  from  the 
prison  walls  of  accidental  circumstance.  It  is  instinct 
that  gives  force,  mind  that  gives  the  means  of  directing 
force  to  desired  ends,  and  spirit  that  suggests  for  force 
impersonal  uses  of  a  kind  that  thought  cannot  discredit 
by  criticism. 

This  is  an  outline  of  the  parts  that  instinct,  mind,  and 
spirit  would  play  in  a  harmonious  life. 

Instinct,  mind,  and  spirit  are  each  a  help  to  the  others 
when  their  development  is  free  and  unvitiated;  but  when 
corruption  comes  into  any  one  of  the  three,  not  only  does 
that  one  fail,  but  the  others  also  become  poisoned.  All 
three  must  grow  together.  And  if  they  are  to  grow  to 
their  full  stature  in  any  one  man  or  woman,  that  man  or 
woman  must  not  be  isolated,  but  must  be  one  of  a  society 
where  growth  is  not  thwarted  and  made  crooked. 

The  life  of  instinct,  when  it  is  unchecked  by  mind  or 
spirit,  consists  of  involuntary  cycles,  which  begin  with 
impulses  to  more  or  less  definite  acts,  and  pass  on  to 
satisfaction  of  needs  through  the  consequences  of  these 
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impulsive  acts.  Impulse  and  desire  are  not  directed 
towards  the  whole  cycle,  but  only  towards  its  initiation: 
the  rest  is  left  to  natural  causes.  Men  desire  to  eat,  but 
they  do  not  desire  to  be  nourished,  unless  they  are  vale- 
tudinarians. Yet  without  the  nourishment,  eating  is  a 
mere  momentary  pleasure,  not  part  of  the  general  im- 
pulse to  life.  Most  men,  unless  the  impulse  is  atrophied 
through  disuse,  feel  a  desire  to  create  something,  great  or 
small,  according  to  their  capacities.  Some  few  are  able  to 
satisfy  this  desire:  some  happy  men  can  create  an  empire,  a 
science,  a  poem  or  a  picture.  The  men  of  science,  who 
have  less  difficulty  than  any  other  men  in  finding  an 
outlet  for  creativeness,  are  probably  the  happiest  of 
intelligent  men  in  the  modern  world,  and  almost  the  only 
men  who  have  a  full  life,  since  their  creative  activity 
affords  full  satisfaction  to  mind  and  spirit  as  well  as  to  the 
instinct  of  creation.1  In  them  a  beginning  is  to  be  seen 
of  the  new  way  of  life  which  is  to  be  sought;  in  their 
happiness  we  may  perhaps  find  the  germ  of  a  happiness  for 
all  mankind.  The  rest  of  mankind,  with  few  exceptions, 
are  thwarted  in  their  creative  impulses.  They  cannot 
build  their  own  houses  or  make  their  own  gardens,  or  direct 
their  own  labor  to  producing  what  their  free  choice  would 
lead  them  to  produce.  In  this  way  the  instinct  of  creation, 
which  should  lead  on  to  the  life  of  mind  and  spirit,  is 
checked  and  turned  aside.  Too  often  it  turns  to  destruc- 
tion, as  the  only  effective  action  which  remains  possible. 
Out  of  its  defeat  grows  envy,  and  out  of  envy  grows  the 
impulse  to  destroy  the  creativeness  of  more  fortunate 
men.  This  is  one  of  the  greatest  sources  of  corruption  in 
the  life  of  instinct. 

The  life  of  instinct  is  important,  not  only  on  its  own 
account,  or  because  of  the  direct  usefulness  of  the  actions 

1 1  should  add  artists,  but  for  the  fact  that  most  modern  artists  seem  to  find 
much  greater  difficulty  in  creation  than  men  of  science  usually  find. 

Does  our  contributor  draw  enough  distinction  between  men  of  science  and 
inventors?  Are  not  the  former  generally  discoverers  rather  than  creators? 
And  to  how  many  men  in  a  generation  is  it  given  to  create  a  science?  Unfor- 
tunately he  is  too  far  away  to  answer  these  questions  in  time.  Ed. 
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which  it  inspires,  but  also  because  if  it  is  unsatisfactory 
the  individual  life  becomes  detached  and  separated  from 
the  general  life  of  man.  All  really  profound  sense  of  unity 
with  others  depends  upon  instinct,  upon  co-operation  or 
agreement  in  some  instinctive  purpose.  This  is  most 
obvious  in  the  relations  of  men  and  women,  and  parents 
and  children.  But  it  is  true  also  in  wider  relations.  It  is 
true  of  large  assemblies  swayed  by  a  strong  common 
emotion.  It  is  true  of  a  whole  nation  in  times  of  stress. 
It  is  part  of  what  makes  the  value  of  religion  as  a  social 
institution.  Where  this  feeling  is  wholly  absent,  other 
human  beings  seem  distant  and  aloof.  Where  this  feeling 
is  actively  thwarted,  other  human  beings  become  objects 
of  instinctive  hostility.  The  aloofness  or  the  instinctive 
hostility  may  be  masked  by  religious  love,  which  can  be 
given  to  all  men  regardless  of  their  relation  to  ourselves. 
But  religious  love  does  not  bridge  the  gulf  that  parts 
man  from  man:  it  looks  across  the  gulf,  it  views  others 
with  compassion  or  impersonal  sympathy,  but  it  does  not 
live  with  the  same  life  with  which  they  live.  Instinct 
alone  can  do  this;  and  instinct  can  only  do  it  when  it  is 
fruitful  and  sane  and  direct. 

In  order  that  instinct  may  remain  fruitful  and  sane  and 
direct,  it  is  necessary  that  instinctive  cycles  should  be 
fairly  often  completed,  not  interrupted  in  the  middle  of 
their  course.  At  present  they  are  constantly  interrupted, 
partly  by  purposes  which,  for  economic  or  other  reasons, 
conflict  with  them;  partly  by  the  pursuit  of  pleasure,  which 
picks  out  the  most  agreeable  part  of  the  cycle,  and  avoids 
the  rest,  as  the  Romans  did  by  the  use  of  the  feather  at 
their  feasts.  In  this  way  instinct  is  robbed  of  its  im- 
portance and  seriousness;  it  becomes  incapable  of  bringing 
any  real  fulfilment,  its  demands  grow  more  and  more 
excessive,  life  is  no  longer  a  whole  with  a  single  movement, 
but  a  series  of  detached  moments,  some  of  them  pleasur- 
able, most  of  them  full  of  weariness  and  discourage- 
ment. 
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The  life  of  the  mind,  although  supremely  excellent  in 
itself,  cannot  bring  health  into  the  life  of  instinct,  except 
in  those  cases  in  which  it  results  in  a  not  too  difficult  outlet 
for  the  instinct  of  creation.  In  other  cases  it  is,  as  a  rule, 
too  widely  separated  from  instinct,  too  detached,  too 
destitute  of  inward  growth,  to  afford  either  a  vehicle  for 
instinct  or  a  means  of  subtilizing  and  refining  instinct. 
Thought  is  in  its  essence  impersonal  and  detached,  in- 
stinct is  in  its  essence  personal  and  tied  to  particular 
circumstances:  between  the  two,  unless  both  reach  a  high 
level,  there  is  a  war  which  is  not  easily  appeased.  This 
is  the  fundamental  reason  for  vitalism,  futurism,  pragma- 
tism, and  the  various  other  philosophies  which  advertise 
themselves  as  vigorous  and  virile.  All  these  represent  the 
attempt  to  find  a  mode  of  thought  which  shall  not  be 
hostile  to  instinct.  The  attempt,  in  itself,  is  deserving  of 
praise,  but  the  solution  offered  is  far  too  facile.  What  is 
proposed  amounts  to  a  subordination  of  thought  to 
instinct,  a  refusal  to  allow  thought  to  achieve  its  own 
ideal.  Thought  which  does  not  rise  above  what  is  per- 
sonal is  not  thought  in  any  true  sense,  it  is  merely  a  more 
or  less  intelligent  use  of  instinct.  It  is  thought  and  spirit 
that  raise  man  above  the  level  of  the  brutes.  By  dis- 
carding them,  men  may  lose  the  proper  excellence  of  men, 
but  cannot  acquire  the  excellence  of  animals.  Thought 
must  achieve  its  full  growth  before  a  reconciliation  with 
instinct  is  attempted. 

When  refined  thought  and  unrefined  instinct  coexist, 
as  they  do  in  many  intellectual  men,  the  result  is  a  com- 
plete disbelief  in  any  important  good  to  be  achieved  by 
the  help  of  instinct.  According  to  their  disposition,  some 
such  men  will  as  far  as  possible  discard  instinct  and  be- 
come ascetic,  while  others  will  accept  it  only  as  a  necessity, 
leaving  it  degraded  and  separated  from  all  that  is  really 
important  in  their  lives.  Either  of  these  courses  prevents 
instinct  from  remaining  vital,  or  from  being  a  bond  with 
others;  either  produces  a  sense  of  physical  solitude,  a 
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gulf  across  which  the  minds  and  spirits  of  others  may 
speak,  but  not  their  instincts.  To  very  many  men,  the 
instinct  of  patriotism,  as  lately  in  Europe  when  the  war 
broke  out,  was  the  first  instinct  that  had  bridged  the 
gulf,  the  first  that  had  made  them  feel  a  really  profound 
unity  with  others.  This  instinct,  just  because,  in  its 
intense  form,  it  was  new  and  unfamiliar,  had  remained 
uninfected  by  thought,  not  paralyzed  or  devitalized  by 
doubt  and  cold  detachment.  The  sense  of  unity  which  it 
brought  is  capable  of  being  brought  by  the  instinctive 
life  of  more  normal  times,  if  thought  and  spirit  are  not 
hostile  to  it.  And  so  long  as  this  sense  of  unity  is  absent, 
instinct  and  spirit  cannot  be  in  harmony,  nor  can  the 
life  of  the  community  have  vigor  and  the  seeds  of  new 
growth. 

The  life  of  the  mind,  because  of  its  detachment,  tends  to 
separate  a  man  inwardly  from  other  men,  so  long  as  it 
is  not  balanced  by  the  life  of  the  spirit.  For  this  reason, 
mind  without  spirit  can  render  instinct  corrupt  or  atro- 
phied, but  cannot  add  any  excellence  to  the  life  of  instinct. 
On  this  ground,  some  men  are  hostile  to  thought.  But  no 
good  purpose  is  served  by  trying  to  prevent  the  growth  of 
thought:  thought  has  its  own  insistence,  and  if  it  is  checked 
in  the  directions  in  which  it  tends  naturally,  it  turns  into 
other  directions  where  it  is  more  harmful.  And  thought 
is  in  itself  god-like :  if  the  opposition  between  thought  and 
instinct  were  irreconcilable,  it  would  be  thought  that 
ought  to  conquer.  But  the  opposition  is  not  irreconcilable ; 
all  that  is  necessary  is  that  both  thought  and  instinct 
should  be  informed  by  the  life  of  the  spirit. 

In  order  that  human  life  should  have  vigor,  it  is  neces- 
sary that  the  instinctive  impulses  should  be  strong  and 
direct;  but  in  order  that  human  life  should  be  good,  it  is 
necessary  that  the  instinctive  impulses  should  be  dom- 
inated and  controlled  by  desires  less  personal  and  ruthless, 
less  liable  to  lead  to  conflict,  than  those  that  are  inspired 
by  instinct  alone.  Something  impersonal  and  universal  is 
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needed  over  and  above  what  springs  out  of  the  principle  of 
individual  growth.  It  is  this  that  is  given  by  the  life  of  the 
spirit. 

Patriotism  affords  an  example  of  the  kind  of  control 
which  is  needed.  Patriotism  is  compounded  out  of  a 
number  of  instinctive  feelings  and  impulses :  love  of  home, 
love  of  those  whose  ways  and  outlook  resemble  our  own, 
the  impulse  to  co-operation  in  a  group,  the  sense  of  pride 
in  the  achievements  of  one's  group.  All  these  impulses 
and  desires,  like  everything  belonging  to  the  life  of  in- 
stinct, are  personal,  in  the  sense  that  the  feelings  and 
actions  which  they  inspire  towards  others  are  determined 
by  the  relation  of  those  others  to  ourselves,  not  by  what 
those  others  are  intrinsically.  All  these  impulses  and 
desires  unite  to  produce  a  love  of  a  man's  own  country, 
which  is  stronger,  more  deeply  implanted  in  the  fibre  of 
his  being,  more  closely  united  to  his  vital  force,  than  any 
love  not  rooted  in  instinct.  But  if  spirit  does  not  enter 
in  to  generalize  love  of  country,  the  exclusiveness  of 
instinctive  love  makes  it  a  source  of  hatred  of  other 
countries.  What  spirit  can  effect  is  to  make  men  realize 
that,  in  the  absence  of  special  defect,  other  countries 
are  equally  worthy  of  love,  that  the  vital  warmth  which 
makes  us  love  our  own  country  reveals  to  us  that  it  de- 
serves to  be  loved,  and  that  only  the  poverty  of  our 
nature  prevents  us  from  loving  all  countries  as  we  love 
our  own.  In  this  way,  instinctive  love  can  be  extended  in 
imagination,  and  there  can  grow  up  a  sense  of  the  value  of 
all  mankind,  which  is  more  living  and  intense  than  any 
that  is  possible  to  men  whose  instinctive  love  is  weak. 
Mind  can  only  show  us  that  it  is  irrational  to  love  our 
own  country  best;  it  can  weaken  patriotism,  but  cannot 
strengthen  the  love  of  all  mankind.  Spirit  alone  can  do 
this,  by  extending  and  universalizing  the  love  that  is  born 
of  instinct.  And  in  doing  this  it  checks  and  purifies  what- 
ever is  insistent  or  ruthless  or  oppressively  personal  in 
the  life  of  instinct. 


Religion  and  the  Churches     401 

The  same  extension  through  spirit  is  necessary  with 
other  instinctive  loves,  if  they  are  not  to  be  enfeebled  or 
corrupted  by  thought.  The  love  of  husband  and  wife  is 
capable  of  being  a  very  good  thing,  and  when  men  and 
women  are  sufficiently  primitive,  nothing  but  instinct  and 
good  fortune  is  needed  to  make  it  reach  a  certain  limited 
perfection.  But  as  thought  begins  to  assert  its  right  to 
criticize  instinct,  the  old  simplicity  becomes  impossible. 
The  love  of  husband  and  wife,  as  unchecked  instinct  leaves 
it,  is  too  narrow  and  personal  to  stand  against  the  shafts 
of  satire,  until  it  is  enriched  by  the  life  of  the  spirit.  The 
romantic  view  of  marriage,  which  our  fathers  and  mothers 
professed  to  believe,  will  not  survive  an  imaginative 
peregrination  down  a  street  of  suburban  villas,  each 
containing  its  couple,  each  couple  having  congratulated 
themselves,  as  they  first  crossed  the  threshold,  that  here 
they  could  love  in  peace,  without  interruption  from 
others,  without  contact  with  the  cold  outside  world.  The 
separateness  and  stuffiness,  the  fine  names  for  cowardices 
and  timid  vanities,  that  are  shut  within  the  four  walls  of 
thousands  upon  thousands  of  little  villas,  present  them- 
selves coldly  and  mercilessly  to  the  life  of  the  mind,  and 
make  the  pullulating  life  of  instinct  seem  a  degraded 
horror. 

Nothing  is  really  good  in  the  life  of  a  human  being 
except  the  very  best  that  his  nature  can  achieve.  As 
men  advance,  things  which  have  been  good  cease  to  be 
good,  merely  because  something  better  is  possible.  So  it  is 
with  the  life  of  instinct:  much  that  was  really  good  while 
mind  remained  less  developed,  has  now  become  bad 
merely  through  the  greater  degree  of  truth  in  our  outlook 
on  the  world.  The  instinctive  man  in  love  feels  that  his 
emotion  is  unique,  that  the  lady  of  his  heart  has  perfections 
such  as  no  other  woman  ever  equalled.  The  man  who  has 
acquired  the  power  of  impersonal  thought  realizes,  when 
he  is  in  love,  that  he  is  one  of  so  many  millions  of  men  who 
are  in  love  at  this  moment,  that  not  more  than  one  of  all 
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the  millions  can  be  right  in  thinking  his  love  supreme,  and 
that  it  is  not  likely  that  that  one  is  oneself.  He  perceives 
that  the  state  of  being  in  love,  in  those  whose  instinct  is 
unaffected  by  thought  or  spirit,  is  a  state  of  illusion,  serv- 
ing the  ends  of  nature,  making  a  man  a  slave  to  the  life 
of  the  species,  not  a  willing  minister  to  impersonal  ends 
which  he  sees  to  be  good.  Thought  rejects  this  slavery: 
for  no  end  that  nature  may  have  in  view  will  thought 
abdicate,  or  forego  its  right  to  think  truly.  "Better  the 
world  should  perish  than  that  I  or  any  other  human 
being  should  believe  a  lie"  —  to  this  extreme  can  go  the 
religion  of  thought,  in  whose  scorching  flames  the  dross  of 
the  world  is  being  burnt  away.  It  is  a  good  religion  —  of 
course  needing,  like  all  others,  to  be  kept  within  bounds  — 
and  its  work  of  destruction  must  be  completed.  But  it 
is  not  all  th^t  man  has  need  of.  New  growth  must  come 
after  the  destruction,  and  new  growth  can  come  only 
through  the  spirit. 

What  is  wrong  with  the  merely  instinctive  love  of  man 
and  woman  is  what  is  wrong  with  the  merely  instinctive 
patriotism:  its  exclusions,  its  enclosing  walls,  its  indiffer- 
ence or  hostility  to  the  outside  world.  It  is  through  this 
that  thought  is  led  to  satire,  that  comedy  has  infected 
what  men  used  to  consider  their  holiest  feelings.  The 
satire  and  the  comedy  are  justified,  but  not  the  death  of 
instinct  which  they  may  produce  if  they  remain  in  su- 
preme command.  They  are  justified,  not  as  the  last  word 
of  wisdom,  but  as  the  gateway  of  pain  through  which  men 
pass  to  a  new  life,  where  instinct  is  purified  and  yet 
nourished  by  the  deeper  desires  and  insight  of  spirit. 

The  man  who  has  the  life  of  the  spirit  within  him  views 
the  love  of  man  and  woman,  both  in  himself  and  in  others, 
quite  differently  from  the  man  who  is  exclusively  dom- 
inated by  mind.  He  sees,  in  his  moments  of  insight,  that 
in  all  human  beings  there  is  something  deserving  of  love, 
something  mysterious,  something  appealing,  a  cry  out  of 
the  night,  a  groping  journey,  and  a  possible  victory. 
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When  his  instinct  loves,  he  welcomes  its  help  in  seeing  and 
feeling  the  value  of  the  human  being  whom  he  loves. 
Instinct  becomes  a  reinforcement  to  spiritual  insight. 
What  instinct  tells  him,  spiritual  insight  confirms,  how- 
ever much  the  mind  may  be  aware  of  littlenesses,  limita- 
tions, enclosing  walls  that  prevent  the  spirit  from  shining 
forth.  His  spirit  divines  in  all  men  what  his  instinct 
shows  him  in  the  object  of  his  love. 

The  love  of  parents  for  children  has  need  of  the  same 
transformation.  The  purely  instinctive  love,  unchecked 
by  thought,  uninformed  by  spirit,  is  exclusive,  ruthless  and 
unjust.  No  benefit  to  others  is  felt,  by  the  purely  in- 
stinctive parent,  to  be  worth  an  injury  to  one's  own 
children.  Honor  and  conventional  morality  place  certain 
important  practical  limitations  on  the  vicarious  selfishness 
of  parents,  since  a  civilized  community  exacts  a  certain 
minimum  before  it  will  give  respect.  But  within  the 
limits  allowed  by  public  opinion,  parental  affection,  when 
it  is  merely  instinctive,  will  seek  the  advantage  of  children, 
without  regard  to  others.  Mind  can  weaken  the  impulse 
to  injustice,  and  diminish  the  force  of  instinctive  love,  but 
it  cannot  keep  the  whole  force  of  instinctive  love,  and 
turn  it  to  more  universal  ends.  Spirit  can  do  this.  It 
can  leave  the  instinctive  love  of  children  undimmed,  and 
extend  the  poignant  devotion  of  a  parent,  in  imagination, 
to  the  whole  world.  And  parental  love  itself  will  prompt 
the  parent  who  has  the  life  of  the  spirit,  to  give  to  his 
children  the  sense  of  justice,  the  readiness  for  service, 
the  reverence,  the  will  that  controls  self-seeking,  which  he 
feels  to  be  a  greater  good  than  any  personal  success. 

The  life  of  the  spirit  has  suffered,  in  recent  times,  by  its 
association  with  traditional  religion,  by  its  apparent 
hostility  to  the  life  of  the  mind,  and  by  the  fact  that  it 
has  seemed  to  centre  in  renunciation.  Readiness  for 
renunciation,  when  the  occasion  arises,  is  essential  to  the 
life  of  the  spirit,  but  in  its  essence  the  spirit  is  as  positive 
and  as  capable  of  enriching  individual  existence  as  mind 
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and  instinct  are.  It  brings  with  it  the  joy  of  vision,  the 
joy  in  the  mystery  and  profundity  of  the  world,  the  joy  in 
the  contemplation  of  life,  and  above  all  the  joy  of  universal 
love.  It  liberates  those  who  have  it  from  the  prison-house 
of  insistent  personal  passion  and  mundane  cares.  It 
brings  freedom  and  breadth  and  beauty  into  men's 
thoughts  and  feelings,  and  into  all  their  relations  with 
others.  It  brings  the  solution  of  doubts,  the  end  of  the 
feeling  that  all  is  vanity.  It  restores  harmony  between 
mind  and  instinct:  it  leads  the  separated  isolated  unit 
back  into  his  place  in  the  life  of  mankind.  For  those  who 
have  once  entered  the  world  of  thought,  it  is  only  through 
spirit  that  happiness  and  peace  can  return. 

Since  the  middle  of  the  nineteenth  century,  the  life  of 
the  spirit  has  probably  suffered  more  in  competition  with 
the  life  of  the  mind  than  in  any  other  distinct  period  of 
history;  and,  as  always  in  such  a  situation,  the  life  of 
instinct  is  asserting  itself  with  new  power. 

Almost  all  the  changes  which  the  world  has  undergone 
since  the  end  of  the  Middle  Ages  are  due  to  the  discovery 
and  diffusion  of  new  knowledge.  This  was  the  primary 
cause  of  the  renaissance,  the  reformation,  and  the  indus- 
trial revolution.  It  was  also,  very  directly,  the  cause  of 
the  decay  of  dogmatic  religion.  The  study  of  classical 
texts  and  early  Church  history,  Copernican  astronomy  and 
physics,  Darwinian  biology  and  comparative  anthropol- 
ogy, have  each  in  turn  battered  down  some  part  of  the 
edifice  of  Catholic  dogma,  until,  for  almost  all  thinking 
and  instructed  people,  the  most  that  seems  defensible  is 
some  inner  spirit,  some  vague  hope  and  some  not  very 
definite  feeling  of  moral  obligation.  This  result  might 
perhaps  have  remained  limited  to  the  educated  minority, 
but  for  the  fact  that  the  Churches  have  almost  every- 
where opposed  political  progress  with  the  same  bitterness 
with  which  they  have  opposed  progress  in  thought. 
Political  conservatism  has  brought  the  Churches  into 
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conflict  with  whatever  was  vigorous  in  the  working 
classes,  and  has  spread  free  thought  in  wide  circles  which 
might  otherwise  have  remained  orthodox  for  centuries. 
The  decay  of  dogmatic  religion  is,  for  good  or  evil,  one 
of  the  most  important  facts  in  the  modern  world.  Its 
effects  have  hardly  yet  begun  to  show  themselves:  what 
they  will  be,  it  is  impossible  to  say,  but  they  will  cer- 
tainly be  profound  and  far-reaching. 

Religion  is  partly  personal,  partly  social:  to  the  Prot- 
estant primarily  personal,  to  the  Catholic  primarily 
social.  It  is  only  when  the  two  elements  are  intimately 
blended  that  religion  is  a  powerful  force  in  moulding 
society.  The  Catholic  Church,  as  it  existed  from  the 
time  of  Constantine  to  the  time  of  the  Reformation, 
represented  a  blending  which  would  have  seemed  in- 
credible if  it  had  not  been  actually  achieved  —  the  blend- 
ing of  Christ  and  Caesar,  of  the  morality  of  humble 
submission  with  the  pride  of  Imperial  Rome.  Those  who 
loved  the  one  could  find  it  in  the  Thebaid;  those  who 
loved  the  other  could  admire  it  in  the  pomp  of  metro- 
politan archbishops.  In  St.  Francis  and  Innocent  III, 
the  same  two  sides  of  the  Church  are  still  represented. 
But  since  the  Reformation  personal  religion  has  been 
increasingly  outside  the  Catholic  Church,  while  the  re- 
ligion which  has  remained  Catholic  has  been  increas- 
ingly a  matter  of  institutions  and  politics  and  historic 
continuity.  This  division  has  weakened  the  force  of 
religion:  religious  bodies  have  not  bee^n  strengthened  by 
the  enthusiasm  and  single-mindedness  of  the  men  in 
whom  personal  religion  is  strong,  and  these  men  have  not 
found  their  teaching  diffused  and  made  permanent  by  the 
power  of  ecclesiastical  institutions. 

The  Catholic  Church  achieved,  during  the  Middle 
Ages,  the  most  organic  society  and  the  most  harmonious 
inner  synthesis  of  instinct,  mind,  and  spirit,  that  the 
Western  world  has  ever  known.  St.  Francis,  Thomas 
Aquinas,  and  Dante  represent  its  summit  in  individual 
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development.  The  Cathedrals,  the  mendicant  Orders, 
and  the  triumph  of  the  Papacy  over  the  Empire,  represent 
its  supreme  political  success.  But  the  perfection  which 
had  been  achieved  was  a  narrow  perfection:  instinct, 
mind,  and  spirit  all  suffered  some  curtailment  in  order  to 
fit  into  the  pattern;  laymen  found  themselves  subject 
to  the  Church  in  ways  which  they  resented,  and  the 
Church  used  its  power  for  rapacity  and  oppression.  The 
perfected  synthesis  was  an  enemy  to  new  growth;  and 
after  the  time  of  Dante,  all  that  was  living  in  the  world 
had  to  fight  against  the  representatives  of  the  old  order 
for  its  right  to  live.  This  fight  is  even  now  not  ended. 
Only  when  it  is  quite  ended,  both  in  the  external  world  of 
politics  and  in  the  internal  world  of  men's  own  thoughts, 
will  it  be  possible  for  a  new  organic  society  and  a  new 
inner  synthesis  to  take  the  place  which  the  Church  held 
for  a  thousand  years. 

The  clerical  profession  suffers  from  two  causes,  one  of 
which  it  shares  with  some  other  professions,  while  the 
other  is  peculiar  to  itself.  The  cause  peculiar  to  it  is  the 
convention  that  clergymen  are  more  virtuous  than  other 
men.  Any  average  selection  of  mankind,  set  apart  and 
told  that  it  excels  the  rest  in  virtue,  must  tend  to  sink 
below  the  average.  This  is  an  ancient  commonplace  in 
regard  to  Princes  and  those  who  used  to  be  called  "the 
great."  But  it  is  no  less  true  as  regards  those  of  the  clergy 
who  are  not  genuinely  and  by  nature  as  much  better  than 
the  average  as  they  are  conventionally  supposed  to  be. 
The  other  source  of  harm  to  the  clerical  profession  is 
endowments.  Property  which  is  only  available  for  those 
who  will  support  an  established  institution  has  a  tendency 
to  warp  men's  judgments  as  to  the  excellence  of  the  in- 
stitution. The  tendency  is  aggravated  when  the  property 
is  associated  with  social  consideration  and  opportunities 
for  petty  power.  It  is  at  its  worst  when  the  institution  is 
tied  by  law  to  an  ancient  creed,  almost  impossible  to 
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change,  and  yet  quite  out  of  touch  with  almost  all  the 
unfettered  thought  of  the  present  day.  All  these  causes 
combine  to  damage  the  moral  force  of  the  Church. 

It  is  not  only  in  the  fact  that  the  creed  of  the  Church  is 
the  wrong  one.  What  is  amiss  is  the  mere  existence  of  a 
creed.  As  soon  as  income,  position  and  power  are  depend- 
ent upon  assent  to  no  matter  what  creed,  intellectual 
honesty  is  imperilled.  Men  will  tell  themselves  that  a 
formal  acceptance  of  the  creed  is  justified  by  the  good 
which  it  will  enable  them  to  do.  They  fail  to  realize  that, 
in  men  whose  mental  life  has  any  vigor,  loss  of  complete 
intellectual  integrity  weakens  the  power  of  doing  good,  by 
producing  gradually  in  all  directions  an  inability  to  see 
truth  simply.  The  strictness  of  party  discipline  has  intro- 
duced the  same  evil  into  politics;  there,  because  the  evil  is 
comparatively  new,  it  is  visible  to  many  who  think  it 
unimportant  as  regards  the  Church.  But  the  evil  is 
greater  as  regards  the  Church,  because  religion  is  of  more 
importance  than  politics,  and  because  it  is  more  necessary 
that  the  exponents  of  religion  should  be  wholly  free  from 
taint. 

The  evils  we  have  been  considering  seem  inseparable 
from  the  existence  of  a  professional  priesthood.  If  religion 
is  not  to  have  a  harmful  side  in  a  world  of  rapid  change,  it 
must,  like  the  Society  of  Friends,  be  carried  on  by  men 
who  have  other  occupations  during  the  week,  who  do 
their  religious  work  from  enthusiasm,  without  receiving  any 
payment.  And  such  men,  because  they  know  the  everyday 
world,  are  not  likely  to  fall  into  a  remote  morality  which 
no  one  regards  as  applicable  to  common  life.  Being  free, 
they  will  not  be  bound  to  reach  certain  conclusions  decided 
in  advance,  but  will  be  able  to  consider  moral  and  religious 
questions  genuinely,  without  bias.  Except  in  a  quite  sta- 
tionary society,  religious  life,  as  a  support  to  the  spirit  is  at 
a  disadvantage  under  a  professional  priesthood. 

It  is  largely  for  these  reasons  that  so  little  of  what  is 
valuable  in  morals  and  religion  comes  now-a-days  from 
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the  men  who  are  eminent  in  the  religious  world.  It  is 
true  that  among  professed  believers  there  are  many  who 
are  wholly  sincere,  who  still  feel  the  inspiration  which 
Christianity  brought  before  it  had  been  weakened  by  the 
progress  of  knowledge.  These  sincere  believers  are  val- 
uable to  the  world  because  they  keep  alive  the  convic- 
tion that  the  life  of  the  spirit  is  what  is  of  most  importance 
to  men  and  women.  Some  of  them,  in  all  the  countries 
now  at  war,  have  had  the  courage  to  preach  peace  and 
love  in  the  name  of  Christ,  and  have  done  what  lay  in 
their  power  to  mitigate  the  bitterness  of  hatred.  All 
praise  is  due  to  these  men,  and  without  them  the  world 
would  be  even  worse  than  it  is. 

But  it  is  not  through  even  the  most  sincere  and  coura- 
geous believers  in  the  traditional  religion  that  a  new 
spirit  can  come  into  the  world.  It  is  not  through  them 
that  religion  can  be  brought  back  to  those  who  have 
lost  it  because  their  minds  were  active,  not  because  their 
spirit  was  dead.  Believers  in  the  traditional  religion 
necessarily  look  for  inspiration  to  the  past  rather  than  to 
the  future.  They  seek  wisdom  in  the  teaching  of  Christ, 
which,  admirable  as  it  is,  remains  quite  inadequate  for 
many  of  the  social  and  spiritual  issues  of  modern  life. 
Art  and  intellect  and  all  problems  of  government  are 
ignored  in  the  gospels.  Those  who,  like  Tolstoy,  en- 
deavor seriously  to  take  the  gospels  as  a  guide  to  life  are 
compelled  to  regard  the  ignorant  peasant  as  the  best 
type  of  man,  and  to  brush  aside  political  questions  by  an 
extreme  and  impracticable  anarchism. 

If  a  religious  view  of  life  and  the  world  is  ever  to  re- 
conquer the  thought  and  feelings  of  free-minded  men  and 
women,  much  that  we  are  accustomed  to  associate  with 
religion  will  have  to  be  discarded.  The  first  and  greatest 
change  that  is  required  is  to  establish  a  morality  of  initia- 
tive, not  a  morality  of  submission,  a  morality  of  hope 
rather  than  of  fear,  of  things  to  be  done  rather  than  of 
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things  to  be  left  undone.  It  is  not  the  whole  duty  of  man 
to  slip  through  the  world  so  as  to  escape  the  wrath  of 
God.  The  world  is  our  world,  and  it  rests  with  us  to  make 
it  a  heaven  or  a  hell.  The  power  is  ours;  and  the  kingdom 
and  the  glory  would  be  ours  also  if  we  had  courage  and 
insight  to  create  them.  The  religious  life  that  we  must 
seek  will  not  be  one  of  occasional  solemnity  and  super- 
stitious prohibitions,  it  will  not  be  sad  or  ascetic,  it  will 
concern  itself  little  with  rules  of  conduct.  It  will  be  in- 
spired by  a  vision  of  what  human  life  may  be,  and  will  be 
happy  with  the  joy  of  creation,  living  in  a  large  free  world 
of  initiative  and  hope.  It  will  love  mankind,  not  for  what 
they  are  to  the  outward  eye,  but  for  what  imagination 
shows  that  they  have  it  in  them  to  become.  It  will  not 
readily  condemn,  but  it  will  give  praise  to  positive  achieve- 
ment rather  than  negative  sinlessness,  to  the  joy  of  life,  the 
quick  affection,  the  creative  insight,  by  which  the  world 
may  grow  young  and  beautiful  and  filled  with  vigor. 


THE  GREAT  WAVES 

The  psychic  experiences  recounted  in  this  narrative  were 
actually  undergone  by  an  eminent  physician  whose  attestation 
to  the  truth  of  the  narrative  has  been  submitted  to  us.  We 
append  to  the  story  some  extracts  from  his  letter.  —  EDITOR. 

I'M  D ,  Dr.  D ,  an  absolutely  orthodox  phy- 
sician of  the  old  school  until  —  but,  in  fact,  I  am 
one  still.  Quite  as  orthodox  as  ever. 

What  I  am  about  to  relate  is,  I  suppose,  what  they  call  a 
human  document.  It  records  the  contact  of  a  more  or  less 
scientific  mind  —  my  own  —  with  a  more  or  less  mystical 
event.  The  thing  that  matters  in  any  unusual  experience 
is  not  so  much  what  happens  to  you  as  what  you  make  of 
it.  I  have  known  men  who  would  make  a  religion,  or  a 
philosophy,  or  a  new  school  of  healing  out  of  this  thing 
that  came  to  me.  I  stand  where  I  stood  before. 

My  friends  complain  when  I  tell  them  of  my  rare  and 
always  inconclusive  encounters  with  hidden  things,  that 
they  don't  know  what  side  I  mean  to  take,  that  I  leave 
them  up  in  the  air.  I  mean  to  take  the  side  of  the  things 
that  happen. 

These  things  are  not  always  mediocre,  commonplace. 
Sometimes  they  are  wild  and  wonderful.  Yet  if  they 
happen,  they  happen.  I  do  not  question  the  validity  of 
my  experiences,  so  long  as  I  am  able  to  lay  just  claim  to  a 
healthy  mind  in  a  healthy  body.  But  because  one  is  thus 
reasonably  credulous,  it  does  not  follow  that  one  has  the 
wisdom  or  the  insolence  to  explain.  I  believe  many  things 
of  which  I  can  only  say  "  Let  God  explain." 

As  regards  the  Great  Waves,  my  position  is  this:  I  know 
what  I  felt.  I  am  assured  that  my  body  reports  its  sensa- 
tions to  my  brain  accurately  and  what  we  call  sanely.  I 
know  perfectly  what  sick  nerves  can  do  —  that  knowledge 
is  part  of  my  business  in  life  —  but  I  know  my  own  nervous 
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system  to  be  conservative  in  type,  well-padded  with  flesh, 
well-nourished  with  blood,  not  over-sensitive,  not  very 
suggestible,  but  rather  the  reverse.  As  people  go,  I  am 
rather  less  neurotic  than  an  oak-tree  or  a  telegraph-pole. 

From  the  event,  then,  I  gained  an  enlarged  idea  of  my 
physical  capacity  for  sensation,  an  enlarged  perception 
of  the  sensations  that  exist  in  the  universe  to  be  felt.  But 
as  for  applying  my  little  logic  to  the  Creator's  great 
demonstrations,  I  refuse  to  do  it.  Nor  can  I  pretend  to 
control,  to  summon  and  direct  His  forces.  That  they  go 
round  about  the  earth  upon  the  errands  of  His  mercy 
seems  probable,  but  who  am  I  that  I  should  stand  before 
His  face  and  claim  that  his  messengers  must  do  my  will? 
He  looketh  to  the  ends  of  the  earth  and  seeth  under  the  whole 
Heaven.  He,  not  I! 

Here  is  the  happening: 

The  American  Medical  Association  met  that  year  on  the 
Pacific  Coast.  I  was  to  present  a  paper  for  discussion. 
Two  curious  cases  —  however,  they  have  nothing  to  do 
with  the  story.  But  the  fact  that  I  worked  on  the  paper, 
doing  concentrated,  almost  creative,  thinking  on  the  train 
as  it  travelled  west,  may  have  a  bearing.  I  record  the 
fact,  wishing  to  withhold  no  data  that  can  possibly  be  of 
import. 

The  Association  met  in  Los  Angeles,  but  I  went  out  the 
northern  way,  having  promised  my  college-mate,  Geddes, 
whose  home  is  on  Puget  Sound,  to  visit  him  en  route. 

I  arrived  in  Seattle  on  Sunday  evening.  Geddes  met 
me  at  the  station  with  a  head  full  of  plans.  His  family 
was  in  the  country  across  the  Sound.  His  great  wish  was 
to  take  me  to  a  certain  camp  up  toward  Mt.  Eleanor  in  the 
Olympics,  that  I  might  see  the  great  forests  of  the  North- 
west where  they  yet  survive  in  majesty  —  those  growths 
that  are  the  harvest  of  more  than  a  thousand  years.  Trees 
are  still  bourgeoning  there,  said  Geddes  excitedly,  that 
were  seedlings  when  Christ  was  crucified  in  Galilee.  They 
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lifted  great  arms  to  the  sun  when  Attila  was  knocking  at 
the  gates  of  Rome.  On  earth  there  is  nothing  to  compare 
with  them,  and  when  they  fall  beneath  the  logger's  ax, 
this  world  shall  see  their  like  no  more  forever. 

He  wished  me  to  see  these  ancient  trees.  As  the  occa- 
sional boat  up  Hood's  Canal  did  not  leave  until  Tuesday, 
he  said  we  would  cross  the  Sound  at  once  and  spend  the 
intervening  day  at  his  summer  home.  The  taxi  hurried  us 
to  a  dim-lit  unsavory  dock.  We  crawled  aboard  a  little 
steamer  which  we  entered  from  below,  squeezing  along  a 
narrow  passage  beside  the  throbbing  engine.  I  tripped 
over  a  sack  of  flour,  rebounded  against  a  bale  of  hay  and 
said  something  vigorous  under  my  breath.  Geddes 
looked  apologetic. 

"Don't  know  what  that  freight  is  doing  there  on  Sun- 
day," he  said. 

"Would  it  be  all  right  on  Monday?"  I  suggested 
scathingly,  but  Geddes  only  stared. 

"Of  course,"  he  said. 

We  steamed  quickly  westward,  leaving  behind  us  miles 
on  miles  of  twinkling  lights.  The  night  was  wet  and 
gusty,  but  the  little  cabin  was  so  intolerably  stuffy  that 
we  sat  outside,  smoking  and  talking.  Geddes  applied  a 
regiment  of  favorable  adjectives  to  the  town  whose  lights 
we  were  leaving.  Perhaps  I  drowsed  toward  the  end  of 
this.  I  cannot  say. 

After  an  hour  the  whistle  announced  loudly  that  a  land- 
ing approached.  We  went  forward  and  I  saw  a  long  open 
dock  stretching  back  endlessly  toward  an  unseen  shore. 
A  bleared  lantern  on  the  corner  of  the  tiny  freight-house 
showed  a  solitary  man  who  caught  the  rope  and  twisted  it 
dextrously  around  the  piling.  Then  he  turned  a  lined 
gray  face  up  toward  the  pilot-house. 

"Captain,  for  God's  sake  is  there  a  doctor  aboard?" 

"Why,  no,  sir.  Not  unless  it's  the  gentleman  with 
Mr.  Geddes." 

"My  friend  is  on  his  vacation,  and  is  just  off  an  overland 
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train,"  said  Geddes.  "There's  a  doctor  at  Cobb's  Land- 
ing." 

"Yes  —  and  no  way  to  get  him  here  to-night!  Sir,  my 
wife  needs  your  help  badly." 

Geddes  and  I  exchanged  blank  looks.  The  man's  voice 
trembled  —  and  I  have  never  yet  refused  the  call  of  abso- 
lute need. 

"Evidently  I  get  off  here!"  I  growled.  "Geddes,  how 
shall  I  find  you  afterward?" 

"We'll  take  care  of  him  to-night  and  send  him  across  the 
Harbor  in  the  morning,"  cried  the  man  eagerly. 

"It's  all  right,  Dennyson,"  said  Geddes,  who  had  been 
making  inquiries  of  the  Captain,  "but  I'm  sorry  to  let 
you  in  for  professional  work  your  first  night  here." 

"All  ashore!"  called  the  captain  curtly. 

I  climbed  down  an  almost  vertical  gang-plank,  and 
stood  on  the  end  of  the  dock  in  the  rain  and  darkness 
while  the  Kitty  L.  cast  off. 

"My  name's  Lannon,"  announced  the  man.  "Look 
out  for  that  pile  of  rails,  doctor.  It's  a  bit  dark." 

He  produced  an  electric  flashlight,  and  preceded  me. 
I  followed  blunderingly,  every  step  seeming  an  adventure 
and  an  achievement. 

You'd  never  believe  what  a  miserable  journey  that  was! 
I  was  just  off  the  train  after  four  days  and  nights  of 
travel.  My  feet  were  still  clumsy  and  uncertain.  The 
country  was  strange  and,  to  me,  wild.  The  spot-light  of 
the  torch  was  feeble.  Blind  and  dumb,  I  followed,  placing 
foot  after  cautious  foot,  wet,  forlorn,  perturbed. 

We  made  our  way  up  a  thousand  feet  of  dock  that 
quivered  ominously  as  the  waves  slapped  the  piling;  we 
climbed  a  long  hill  on  a  narrow  walk,  with  the  full  tide 
plunging  hungrily  on  the  stones  just  below  us.  Of  high- 
way there  was  no  trace.  We  struck  into  a  filament  of  a 
foot-path  that  plunged  down  a  slippery  bank  overgrown 
with  roots,  where  Lannon  turned  and  supported  me.  We 
crossed  a  long  bridge  made  of  two  rickety  planks  and  a 
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swaying  hand-rail,  overhanging  some  wide,  indiscernible 
abyss.  This  past,  we  climbed  again.  By  the  occasional 
flash  of  the  torch  I  saw  a  precipitous  bank  falling  away  at 
my  left,  while  the  hill  rose  with  equal  sharpness  at  my 
right.  We  seemed  to  edge  along  a  narrow  foothold  roughly 
chopped  out  of  the  side  of  a  great  bluff.  We  passed 
beneath  incredibly  tall  trees,  for  the  wind  in  their  tops 
was  far  and  far  above  me. 

Wet  branches  slapped  my  face;  coiled  roots  impeded 
my  feet.  I  stumbled  and  pitched  forward  once  or  twice, 
just  missing  a  fall  down  the  sheer  bank. 

At  last  I  knew  we  were  in  deeper  woods:  for  the  rain 
drove  less  cruelly.  The  high  tree-tops  protected  us,  and 
the  dense  undergrowth  broke  the  gale. 

After  an  interminable  progress  of  this  kind,  the  man 
began  to  scrutinize  the  left  side  of  the  trail,  turning  his 
flash  full  upon  it.  The  ground  was  suddenly  more  level, 
and  at  last  we  left  the  path,  plunging  under  dripping 
boughs,  ploughing  through  beds  of  fern,  making  our  way 
heavily  toward  a  solitary  house  whose  lights  burned 
dimly  near  the  shore. 

Lannon  hurried  across  the  verandah  to  throw  O]  i  the 
door  of  a  large  log  camp.  A  fire  was  smouldering  on  the 
hearth,  a  student  lamp  burned  quietly  upon  the  table. 
The  man  assailed  the  drowsy  logs  until  they  blazed  up 
gloriously,  offered  me  whiskey,  which  I  refused,  took  my 
dripping  overcoat  and  excused  himself. 

I  sat  before  the  blaze,  vastly  happy  to  be  out  of  the 
weather,  vastly  curious  as  to  this  place  where  I  found 
myself,  and  by  no  means  so  weary  as  I  expected.  The 
room  was  large,  liveable,  intelligent.  The  firelight  playing 
on  the  yellow  peeled  logs  that  formed  its  walls  gave  it  a 
false  air  of  cheer,  at  variance  with  the  bearing  of  the  master 
of  the  house  when  he  returned.  Yet  he  was  not  gloomy 
or  morose.  He  was  merely  the  most  resigned-looking  man 
I  ever  faced. 

"She  will  see  you  presently,"  he  said,  and  sat  down 
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before  the  fire.     I  asked  a  question  or  two  about  my 
patient,  but  he  put  them  aside. 

"You  will  know  more  than  I  can  tell  you,  when  you  see 
her,"  he  commented. 

I  don't  know  how  it  was  that  we  fell  into  conversation. 
I  only  remember  that  by  way  of  automobiles  and  aviation 
we  suddenly  arrived  at  philosophies  of  religion. 

The  man  looked  resigned  and  competent,  but  his  voice 
had  a  choke,  or  clutch,  in  it.  It  was  like  the  voice  of  a 
lonely  child  calling  to  you  from  a  dark  room.  You  know 
what  I  mean  if  you've  heard  it. 

I  can't  tell  you  in  his  own  words  what  he  said.  It 
didn't  stay  by  me.  Of  course  he  didn't  tell  me  he'd  found 
life  so  intolerable  that  he  had  to  formulate  a  philosophy 
of  submission  in  order  to  drag  himself  along,  but  that  was 
what  it  amounted  to. 

The  total  impression  I  received  was  that,  putting  him- 
self out  of  account,  this  man  was  passionately,  enthu- 
siastically submissive  to  the  current  of  life.  He  believed 
that, t in  the  long  run  for  the  Whole,  and  therefore  even 
for  the  infinitesimal  parts  like  ourselves,  everything 
wo^^d  together  for  good.  He  had  to  believe  this  —  or  die. 
For  him  personally,  as  for  us  all,  the  Wheel  of  Things 
must  swing,  now  high,  now  low.  It  was  inevitable  that 
he  should  be  up  —  or  down.  Either  way,  absolute  ac- 
quiescence in  the  things  that  are,  seemed  to  him  the 
quickest  method  of  letting  the  great  Will  work,  unhin- 
dered, toward  its  far-off  good. 

Well  —  I  denied  what  he  affirmed.  I'm  pretty  militant. 
I  believe  in  hustling  —  in  helping  the  Universe  along.  I 
believe  in  fighting  what  arrives,  if  you  don't  like  it,  and  in 
fighting  to  keep  it  if  you  do  like  it.  "The  stars  "  —  Fate  — 
Destiny  —  I  like  none  of  these  words.  In  my  hopeful 
moments  I  call  myself  a  Christian,  yet  I  don't  even  say 
"  Providence  "  or  "  the  will  of  God  "  easily.  I'm  shy  of  any 
form  of  words  that  implies  interference  with  my  own 
energy  or  free-will. 
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To  explain  myself  a  little  more,  I  reckon  Fm  here  to 
make  as  much  of  an  individual  of  myself  as  I  can.  Nature 
struggles  for  diversity,  not  similarity,  and,  I  take  it, 
Nature's  God  is  also  ours.  He  must  want  from  us  what 
he  wants  from  her,  but  want  it  more  abundantly,  and  more 
consciously  given. 

So,  you  see,  I  wasn't  acquiescent.  I  wasn't  hypnotized. 
I  disputed  every  point  with  him,  and  propounded  my 
views  as  earnestly  as  he  set  forth  his.  But  I  will  say  this 
for  him;  he  is  the  only  human  being  I  ever  argued  with 
who  gave  me  the  impression  of  b.eing  really  at  one  with 
the  Will.  It  wasn't  just  talk.  Somehow  —  he'd  got  there. 

Stimulated,  interested,  but  not  at  all  convinced,  I  had 
just  quoted 

"7  was  ever  a  fighter,  so  one  fight  more!" 
when  there  came  a  sharp  knock  on  the  floor  above  us. 

You  know  the  exasperating  way  things  happen  in 
musical  comedy  —  the  absurd,  inconsequent  changes  of 
motive  —  the  trailing-away  of  purpose  and  intention. 
Well,  a  change  like  that  fell  on  us  with  the  rapping. 
Lannon  got  up  and  lit  a  candle. 

"She  wants  you  now,"  he  said,  his  voice  suddenly  dull 
and  weary,  and  we  ascended  the  long  stairway  to  the 
upper  floor. 

My  patient  was  in  a  sleeping-porch  at  the  back  of  the 
house.  She  was  lying  high  against  the  pillows,  wrapped  in 
a  wadded  scarlet  jacket.  The  keen,  dark  little  face  she 
turned  upon  me  had  once  been  piquant,  perhaps  even 
beautiful.  Now,  it  had  in  it  the  black  light.  I  have 
heard  this  term  used  to  signify  a  certain  expression  I 
have  not  seen  more  than  six  times  in  my  life.  It  stands 
for  something  as  vivid  as  it  is  malign.  Most  bad  faces 
are  crafty,  or  greedy,  or  express  a  dull  assent  to  evil.  But 
a  face  with  the  black  light  is  different.  It  triumphs,  re- 
joices, accepts.  It  somehow  expresses  malignity  plus 
intelligence;  it  somehow  knows  itself  for  what  it  is. 

The  woman  eyed  her  husband  insolently,  and  waved 
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him  from  the  room  with  a  flip  of  her  hand.  The  candles 
on  the  table  beside  her  threw  little  flickering  lights  on  her 
shallow  black  eyes.  She  fixed  me  with  them  steadily. 
She  was  breathing  quickly  and  faintly,  I  noticed. 

"Do  you  know  what  I  want?"  she  demanded. 

"No." 

Sharply,  imperatively,  she  named  a  drug,  one  of  the 
strong  stimulants.  I  said  nothing,  but  went  about  the 
usual  observations  as  to  pulse,  temperature,  respiration. 

"You  are  not  an  habitual  user  of  that  drug,"  I  said 
abruptly.  "You  do  not  need  it  at  the  present  moment  to 
save  you  from  collapse,  which  would  be  my  only  excuse  for 
giving  it." 

She  lifted  her  square  chin  against  the  candle-light,  and 
fixed  me  steadily  with  her  flat  jetty  eyes. 

"No.  I  want  it,  that's  all.  And  you  are  going  to  give 
it  to  me." 

I  shook  my  head. 

We  faced  each  other  then,  and  the  struggle  was  on. 
I  became  aware  not  only  that  I  was  setting  myself  firmly 
against  her  will,  but  also  that  her  will  was  very  nearly  a 
palpable  force.  I  have  felt  the  same  thing  once  or  twice  in 
contact  with  business  men  of  questionable  reliability, 
intensely  determined  to  "put  across"  a  certain  deal. 

She  eyed  me  fixedly,  unwavering,  apparently  undoubt- 
ing.  Did  she  think  those  scintillating  eyes  were  going  to 
hypnotize  me,  I  wonder?  I  can't  tell  you  how  she  ex- 
pected her  will  to  work,  but  expect  it  she  evidently  did. 

I  sat  there  stolidly  enough,  but  I  tell  you  the  conflict 
between  us  was  an  actual  battle,  such  as  I  do  not  care  to 
undergo  again.  One  often  has  to  deal  with  obstinate 
patients,  but  that  is  quite  a  different  matter.  In  ordinary 
obstinacy  they  are  determined  not  to  obey  you,  that  is 
all;  this  woman  actually  thought  she  could  force  me  to  her 
bidding.  But  —  she  didn't  do  it! 

The  impact  of  her  spirit  on  mine  was  to  turn  the  trick,  I 
take  it.  And  of  course  she  must  have  had  some  previous 
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success  in  such  tactics,  to  account  for  her  insolence  and  her 
assurance.  I  can't  tell  you  how  she  was  in  the  habit  of 
working  the  thing:  for  I  never  asked.  As  I  say:  her  inten- 
tion to  dominate  me  was  fairly  palpable.  But  I  felt  the 
"push"  of  it  in  my  mind,  not  in  my  body.  Please  note 
this  distinction:  for  I  am  sure  it  is  significant,  though 
less  certain  as  to  what  it  signifies.  It  was  distasteful  to 
me,  but  not  in  any  way  overwhelming.  I  was  not  even 
faintly  tempted  to  let  her  have  her  way.  So  I  sat  quietly 
and  let  her  push. 

As  the  minutes  ticked  themselves  away,  she  evidently 
realized  that  her  effort  was  a  failure.  Her  thin  lips  parted. 
Surprise  first,  then  something  like  the  shadow  of  terror 
crept  into  her  hard  tense  little  face.  It  grew  sullen. 

I  had  picked  up  a  book  from  her  bedside  table,  and  was 
dipping  into  it  here  and  there.  At  last  I  put  it  down. 

"Any  time  you  are  ready  to  let  me  do  something  for 
you,"  I  said  quietly,  "I  shall  be  glad  to  do  it." 

She  stared  at  me  an  instant,  then  threw  up  her  hands  — 
queer  weazened  little  claws  they  were  —  with  a  tragic 
gesture,  and  burst  into  a  passion  of  sobs. 

Now  tears  are  healthy  and  cleansing,  as  everybody 
knows.  They  discharge  the  accumulated  tension  of  over- 
wrought nerves;  they  wash  away  bitterness:  they  ease 
pain.  So  I  let  her  cry  unhindered.  She  could  not  do  a 
better  thing. 

I'll  not  go  into  details  of  the  story  she  pitifully  stam- 
mered out  at  last.  In  broken  phrases  she  told  me  that  her 
life  was  dull,  her  husband  unstimulating.  She  was  one 
of  those  who  demand  variety,  constant  interest.  As  her 
mind  was  active  and  her  body  inert,  she  finally  sought 
the  demanded  excitement  in  what  I  may  call  mental 
debauches. 

You  know  how  children  sometimes  put  themselves  to 
sleep  by  imagining  secret  stores  of  toys  and  bon-bons,  or  a 
door  that  leads  to  fairy-land  out  of  the  nursery-closet. 
It  is  the  old  lure  of  hidden  treasure,  probably.  Their 
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elders,  too,  sometimes  indulge  in  day-dreams  in  which 
they  revel  in  their  heart's  desires.  This  woman  began  by 
exercising  her  imagination  along  these  simple  lines,  and 
was  very  quickly  bored  by  such  innocent  fancies.  So  she 
turned  to  dreams  of  horror,  and  found  them  more  stimulat- 
ing. Arsons,  thefts,  brigandage,  even  murders  —  any 
terror  she  had  read  of  and  could  re-live,  so  it  was  visualized 
sharply  enough  to  rouse  her  dying  soul!  It  was  a  kind  of 
insanity,  and  yet  she  was  not  insane.  This  frail  scrap 
fired  forests,  wrecked  cities,  dynamited  bridges,  pillaged 
temples,  in  her  dreams.  She  shot  her  consciousness  full  of 
these  shafts  of  evil,  as  St.  Sebastian  was  shot  full  of  arrows. 
These  last  few  months  it  has  occurred  to  me  to  wonder  if 
the  soul  of  a  war-lord  had  not  been  incarcerated  by  mis- 
take in  her  small,  defiant  body. 

As  I  listened  to  her  broken  confessions,  I  sickened  at  the 
thought  of  a  spirit  so  immured  in  darkness  and  desolation. 
It  seemed  —  and  was  —  the  veriest  Hell. 

These  furious  concerts  of  discord  shattered  her  nerve- 
strings  to  bits.  They  were  followed  by  depression,  in  which 
she  knew  the  tortures  of  the  damned,  and  imposed  them  as 
well  upon  that  patient  man  who  sat  below.  In  these 
nervous  reactions,  sometimes  maniacal,  sometimes  stolid, 
she  sought  the  stimulation  of  the  drug  she  had  demanded. 
It,  too,  seemed  an  adventure,  a  part  of  her  black  romance, 
as  well  as  a  medicine.  Listlessly  she  told  me  that  never 
before  had  a  physician  refused  it  when  she  willed  that  he 
should  give.  She  had  come  to  believe  that  failure  to 
secure  the  drug  was,  for  her,  impossible.  She  relied  on 
the  power  of  her  will,  as  other  people  rely  on  an  electrical 
current  or  a  steam  engine.  It  was,  simply,  the  force  she 
possessed  and  applied.  It  only  needed  to  be  "  turned  on." 

I  never  came  in  touch  with  such  a  case  before.  I  pray  I 
may  be  spared  like  contacts  in  days  to  come  —  unless  it 
shall  again  be  given  me,  as  it  was  then,  to  be  the  passive 
vehicle  of  help  to  a  tortured  spirit. 

Believe  me  or  not,  as  I  sat  there,  concentrated  upon  her 
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pitiful  case,  wondering  which  sedative  would  react  least 
harmfully  upon  her  shrieking  nerves;  wondering,  too, 
what  words  might  reach  and  rouse  her  grovelling  spirit 
to  stand  upon  its  feet,  cast  off  its  burden  and  claim  health, 
sanity  and  God  as  its  due  portion  in  this  human  life  —  as  I 
sat  there,  I  say,  pondering  these  things,  filled  with  a 
repulsion  hard  to  control,  but  also  with  a  pity  that  ap- 
proached agony,  the  great  experience  arrived.  Unsought, 
because  unguessed,  it  came. 

All  at  once  I  was  conscious  of  what  I  can  only  describe 
as  the  great  vibrations  of  some  marvellous  current.  Com- 
ing from  above  and  behind  me,  and  passing  through  the 
epigastric  knot  of  the  sympathetic  nervous  system,  they 
went  on  —  and  on.  I  sensed  them  as  a  vaster  thing  than 
had  ever  come  within  my  sphere  before.  I  seemed  to  know 
them  for  some  undulation  of  the  universe  itself. 

The  response  of  my  nerves  to  this  current  was  instant 
and  normal.  I  felt  it  as  one  feels  any  ordinary  sensation 
of  external  origin.  At  the  same  time  I  was  also  aware  of 
its  waves  as  vast  surges  of  Tightness  that  raised  me  up  and 
gave  me  a  great  sense  of  youth,  upliftedness,  freedom. 
My  spirit  seemed  to  move  with  them,  wondering  and 
delighted,  yet  the  phenomenon  was  clearly  registered  in 
my  body.  I  felt  it  as  definitely  as  a  neuralgia!  Not  on 
the  plane  of  ideas,  not  on  that  of  vague  "feelings"  did  the 
thing  come.  It  was  recognizably  on  the  plane  of  physical 
sensation.  I  dare  affirm  that  those  great  surges  were  objec- 
tive, their  effect  as  much  a  physical  sensation  as  that  of 
very  rapid  motoring.  If  infinite  security  and  delight  could 
be  added  to  this  last,  it  would  faintly  resemble  what  I  seek 
to  describe.  I  sensed  all  that  effect  of  being  borne  swiftly 
forward  as  by  great  wings  or  mighty  tides.  And  they 
were  tides  of  joy!  It  was  actually,  though  I  hesitate  to 
say  it,  as  though  I  had  intercepted  and  realized  in  my 
poor  person  some  vast  current  of  cosmic  rapture. 

The  thing  astounded  me,  and  yet  somehow  it  presented 
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itself  as  the  simplest,  most  natural  experience  in  the  world. 
I  only  wondered  that  I  had  not  felt  thus  all  my  life. 

Another  point:  the  weight  of  cares  and  worries  in  my 
private  life,  which  happened  to  be  unusually  burdensome 
just  then,  though  I  need  not  describe  them  here,  fell  off 
my  back.  Literally,  my  burden  rolled  away. 

I  do  not  know  how  long  I  sat  there,  absorbed  in  these, 
to  me,  new  and  marvellous  sensations.  I  drew  deep 
breaths  of  satisfaction.  I  relaxed  to  the  experience  and 
revelled  in  it,  forgetting  for  the  moment,  in  its  wonder, 
my  unhelped  patient  crying  bitterly  among  her  pillows. 

Whatever  that  current  was,  had  my  experience  of  it 
been  fleeting  and  temporary,  I  should  have  set  it  down  as 
some  subjective  nervous  symptom,  in  spite  of  my  deep 
conviction  of  its  objective  nature.  But  it  persisted 
steadily. 

I  looked  at  my  patient  and  wondered.  Three  feet 
apart,  and  yet  a  chasm  deep  as  space  between  us!  If  she 
too  could  swim  that  strange  current,  if  she  could  feel  the 
stir  of  those  exultant  surges  beating  out  the  rhythm  of 
eternal  joy,  what  would  it  be  to  her?  Might  not  even  she 
be  healed? 

I  found  myself  longing  for  this  intensely,  striving  for 
it  —  though  how  I  strove  I  do  not  know. 

This  is  certain.  As  I  sat  there  watching  her  closely,  the 
woman  ceased  her  gusty  sobbing.  Then,  slowly,  her  livid 
lids  fell  over  her  swollen  eyes.  I  held  my  breath  to  see 
the  harsh  lines  around  her  mouth  relax.  Peace  approached 
her  softly.  Her  breathing  grew  deeper  and  more  regular. 
Suddenly  I  saw  she  slept!  That  poor,  pitiful,  twisted  face 
of  hers,  turned  toward  me  in  the  candle-light,  had  lost  its 
unrest,  lost  its  evil.  The  "  black  light"  was  no  longer 
there.  It  was  the  face  of  a  hurt  child  asleep. 

I  stared  at  her,  utterly  bewildered.  I  should  have 
called  it  impossible  for  one  in  her  nervous  condition,  one 
so  racked,  so  shattered  as  she  seemed  to  be,  to  fall  on  sleep, 
without  sedatives,  so  swiftly  and  quietly. 
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Taking  my  candle  I  went  down-stairs  quietly,  telling 
Lannon  that  his  wife  slept,  and  should  be  left  undisturbed. 
He  showed  me  to  my  quarters  for  the  night,  another 
sleeping-porch  and  dressing-room.  They  were  just  above 
the  beach:  for  I  heard  the  waves  plunging  on  the  shore 
whenever  I  awoke.  And  whenever  I  awoke,  I  was  also  — 
distinctly  and  joyously  —  aware  that  those  greater  Waves 
beat  through  and  through  me  still. 

I  do  not  wish  to  exaggerate  anything  of  this,  but  also  I 
must  not  underestimate  the  vital  splendor  of  the  fact.  I 
am  the  plainest  of  plain  men.  I  had  no  vision  and  no 
ecstasy.  But  the  Great  Waves  beat  on  and  on. 

They  were  with  me  when  day  broke  over  Puget  Sound. 
For  eight-and-forty  hours  that  current  swept  me  with  it  at 
full  strength,  at  last  dropping  slowly  out  of  consciousness 
as  the  sunset  leaves  the  sky. 

That  day-break  —  if  I  could  find  words  for  it!  The  day 
came  slowly  to  a  pearly  sky.  Rainier,  a  mighty  snow-peak 
to  the  southward,  stood  gray  and  dim  against  the  delicate 
pallor  of  the  morning.  Then,  as  the  little  clouds  began  to 
redden,  it  too  blushed  and  blossomed,  until  at  last  I  saw  it 
flame  out  in  splendor  for  one  immortal  instant,  a  perfect 
Rose  of  Dawn. — Then,  suddenly,  the  sun  was  up!  The 
sky  was  blue  while  still  the  waters  were  a  waste  of  rose 
and  gray.  A  circling  crane  called  to  his  mate.  The  great 
Douglas  firs  between  me  and  the  mountain  thrust  their 
mighty  heads  up,  up  into  the  blue  fire  of  day,  shouting 
aloud  Lift  up  your  hearts! 

Lawful  indeed  to  utter,  but  unutterable  forever!  Only 
I  knew  I  looked  upon  a  land  which  man  has  not  yet 
spoiled,  a  land  still  holding  that  primal  glory  God  saw 
when  he  looked  forth  and  said  the  world  was  good. 

Well!  —  That  is  what  happened.  What  do  you  make 
of  it?  What  are  the  Great  Waves? 

I  have  studied  the  thing  over  and  over,  turning  it  this 
way  and  that.  It  wasn't  —  I  feel  sure  —  a  mere  state  of 
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"well-being,"  a  recognized  nervous  reaction  after  fatigue 
and  strain.  I  am  not  subject  to  such  reactions.  Even  the 
night,  the  storm,  the  journey,  would  not  induce  them  in 
one  of  my  frame.  This  sounds  as  if  my  confidence  in  the 
poise  of  my  nervous  system  is  over-weening.  I  don't 
mean  to  deny  that  I  might  possibly  be  subject  to  sense- 
deception  as  well  as  men  of  a  less  stable  type.  Yet  my 
make-up  is  a  laboratory  fact. 

Did  my  mental  concentration  during  the  journey  leave 
me  in  a  sub-conscious,  suggestible  state?  Was  I  still  in 
this  condition  on  arriving  at  Lannon's  camp?  Did  he, 
so  to  say,  unwittingly  switch  me  on  to  his  own  circuit? 
Did  his  submission,  even  though  I  repudiated  it,  put  me 
also  at  one  with  the  Will? 

On  this  supposition,  the  event  was  a  vicarious  religious 
experience.  So,  for  solutions  I  have  searched  the  literature 
of  such  experiences,  as  well  as  the  records  of  the  mystics. 
I  find  most  conversions  affirm  that  vast  sense  of  youth, 
Tightness,  freedom,  that  the  Waves  brought  to  me.  The 
old  Calvinists  laid  great  stress  on  a  religious  act  termed 
"submission  to  the  will  of  God"  that  brought  peace  past 
understanding.  Did  they  mean  a  state  like  Lannon's 
acquiescence  in  the  Will,  or  like  my  new  apprehension  of 
what  such  a  unity  might  be?  Do  the  Oriental  religionists 
mean  the  same  thing  with  their  "  loosing  of  the  Rope  of 
Desire?"  Do  modern  cults  that  "affirm  joy"  aim  at  this 
also?  And  is  my  account  of  this  thing  merely  my  in- 
dividual contribution  to  the  age-long  search  for  the 
Spirit? 

I  can't  answer  these  questions.  I  can  only  raise  them. 
Yet  surely  there  is  something  here  that  is  practically 
universal  and,  under  far  different  definitions,  still  the  same. 
Religious  ecstasy  has  been  discredited  as  evidence  in 
our  day,  because  of  its  associations  with  hysteria.  But  if 
the  testimony  of  ecstasy  accords  with  the  testimony  of  a 
perfectly  normal  and  unexcited  man  —  what  then?  I 
wasn't  seeking  this  uplift,  as  men  seek  God.  I  stumbled  on 
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it  as  I  went  about  my  work.  It  came  to  find  me  where  I 
was.  Tell  me  what  to  make  of  that!  Does  it  not  increase 
the  evidential  value  of  it?  Do  other  solid,  stolid,  beefy 
men  have  these  experiences?  I  wish  to  God  I  knew! 

The  woman?  O  yes!  I  interviewed  her  before  I  left, 
scolded  her  sharply,  prescribed  a  careful  regimen  —  all  just 
as  I  would  ordinarily  do.  Lannon  has  written  me  once  or 
twice,  telling  me  in  stiff  phrases  of  "a  great  improvement 
in  Mrs.  Lannon's  condition,  both  mental  and  physical, 
which  has  been  practically  permanent."  I  take  it  this 
means  that  she  has  cast  aside  her  black  romancing.  Some- 
how, it  seems,  she  was  healed. 

Did  her  healing  come  with  that  breath  from  the  great 
deep?  Could  it  possibly  have  been  that  I,  blindly  crossing 
the  path  of  the  vital  currents  that  wrap  all  the  worlds, 
deflected  toward  her  the  health  and  joy  of  their  great 
surges?  Ah,  I  shall  never  know! 

I  confess  unfamiliarity  with  all  but  the  most  general 
tenets  of  the  various  modern  schools  of  mental  and 
spiritual  healing,  for  which  I  have  felt  a  good  deal  of  dis- 
taste. I  can't  say  that  my  experience  has  lessened  this 
distaste.  Supposing  that  those  tenets  are  based  upon  the 
apprehension  in  the  universe,  of  the  same  great  rhythm 
that  I  felt,  it  does  not,  even  then,  seem  to  me  that  men  are 
justified  in  seeking  to  harness  it — to  detain  and  divert  it. 
To  my  mind,  the  great  experiences  are  for  illumination 
only.  If  then,  a  man  strive  to  lay  hold  of  the  Great  Waves 
vehemently,  for  his  own  ends,  is  he  not  demanding  per- 
manence and  service  of  a  perception  that  I  imagine  to  be 
as  essentially  transient  as  the  glory  of  dawn?  Yet  —  I  am 
well  assured  that  the  Waves  are  there.  Were  one  conscious 
of  them  always,  I  admit  that  ill-health,  anxiety,  unhappi- 
ness,  would  simply  roll  away.  The  two  states  could  not 
coexist.  I  can  see  that.  But  I  have  known  no  one  having 
such  a  consciousness,  and  I  devoutly  believe  it  is  not 
meant  for  our  human  possessing. 

At  times   I   please  myself  by  thinking  that  physical 
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science  may  solve  the  problem  of  such  experiences  in  some 
day  yet  to  come.  What  if  science,  which  led  us  into  mate- 
rialism, were  appointed  to  lead  us  out?  Science  is  dealing, 
on  the  one  hand,  with  ever  greater  and  greater  waves  of 
the  alleged  ethers;  on  the  other  hand,  with  ever  finer  and 
finer  subdivisions  of  the  matter  that  she  no  longer  knows 
as  solid,  but  now  conceives  as  the  maddest  dance  of  the 
most  infinitesimal  particles.  Strange  new  ethers  and 
strange  new  vibrations  are  like  to  be  straight  in  her  ad- 
vancing path.  The  surges  I  sensed  in  my  body  seemed 
vaster  than  Hertzian  waves,  and  far  more  plainly  per- 
ceptible along  my  nerves  than  a  galvanic  current.  Nerve- 
tissue  is  surely  a  more  wonderful  conductor  than  the  bit 
of  copper  wire  that,  electrified,  will  reproduce  on  a  disk 
the  vibrations  of  a  human  voice  speaking  three  thousand 
miles  away.  We  already  know  that  nerve-tissue  touches 
muscle  at  one  end  and  mind  at  the  other,  and  tirelessly 
bears  messages  from  each  to  each.  If  along  it  the  Great 
Waves  bore  me  a  message  from  the  Greater  Mind  —  a 
message  I  passed  on  to  her  —  what  miracle  in  that? 

You  see  how  it  is.  I  balance  one  belief  against  another. 
I  go  from  theory  to  theory,  seeking  the  perfect  one.  What 
business  has  a  man  of  science  with  a  mystic's  experience? 
The  inexplicable  is  hard  for  him  to  bear! 

However  far  afield  I  go,  I  always  come  back  to  this 
conclusion.  Human  life  is  not  set  to  that  marvellous 
rhythm.  If  life  were  to  be  lived  on  that  plane,  were  to  be 
lived  as  joy,  in  brief,  then  our  best  wisdom  would  not  be 
distilled  from  suffering.  I  have  enjoyed  much,  but  it  often 
seems  as  if,  barring  this  one  experience  recorded  here, 
every  worth-while  thing  I  have  learned  in  this  world  has 
been  wrung  from  pain.  To  deny  it  would  make  me  a 
traitor  to  my  soul.  There  may  be  other  gospels  good  for 
other  men.  For  me,  the  gospel  of  pain. 

So  I  stand  where  I  stood  before  —  a  hard-worked,  old- 
school  doctor.  Pain  is.  And  pain  means  wisdom.  Right 
then  that  pain  should  be.  Yet  doubly  right  that  I  shall 
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ease  it  when  I  can!  Do  you  know  the  Roty  medal  of 
Pasteur?  There's  the  thing!  A  face  compact  of  suffering, 
intensity,  impatience  to  help.  It  calls  me  like  a  trumpet! 
It  cries  aloud  the  sacred  ardors  for  which  I  find  no  words. 
I  believe  in  pain.  Yet  the  final  secret  of  the  universe  is 
joy.  Said  the  Christ  not  so  in  that  same  hour  in  which  he 
also  said :  The  Cup  that  my  Father  hath  given  me,  shall  I  not 
drink  it?  This  mighty  paradox  which  has  endured  since 
Time  began,  may  well  stand  a  little  longer.  Though  I 
cannot  explain  it,  I  dare  not  deny  it.  The  Star-Builder 
set  it  here.  And  if  I  deceive  myself  in  thinking  that  my 
dusty  road  once  crossed  an  Eternal  Way  —  still  this  is 
fact;  since  the  event,  I  am  swifter  to  serve,  and  all  burdens 
are  less  hard  to  bear. 


Extracts  from  a  letter  sent  by  the  physician  of  the 
foregoing  narrative: 

The  bed  side  scene  was  quite  true  to  an  actual  experience. 
The  marked  transition  in  the  patient's  attitude  came  when  she 
suddenly  began  to  be  interested  in  what  was  happening  to  me. 
As  I  talked  it  over  with  her,  she  lost  all  of  the  destructive  will 
force,  and  began  to  create  with  me. 

The  wonderful  something  (I  called  it  Power  at  first)  which 
seemed  to  come  from  without  .  .  .  was  still  a  part  of  myself  .  .  . 
seemed  to  bring  to  me  a  clear  insight  into  Life.  Truth  had  a  new 
meaning.  I  knew. 

I  have  since  wondered  whether  my  intense  desire  to  give  or 
share  this  with  the  patient  was  not  real  "prayer"  While  this 
was  going  on  within  me,  I  could  not  help  mentioning  it  to 
my  patient  —  a  total  change  took  place  in  her  .  .  .  and  there 
was  then  no  tension  or  friction  between  us. 

During  her  convalescence  we  had  many  talks  about  philos- 
ophy and  experience.  I  was  surprised  to  find  how  nearly  we 
thought  alike.  She  gave  me  a  book.  .  .  I  was  particularly 
interested  in  the  statement  on  the  first  page  —  "God  is  spirit," 
not  a  spirit.  I  had  proven  that  this  something  and  I  were 
one.  .  .  I  had  appreciated  that  this  something  must  be  what 
was  called  God.  .  .  Was  Heaven  so  far  away  after  all  —  Why 
not  here? 


EN  CASSEROLE 

Fair  Play  for  the  President 

ADMITTING  the  President  to  be  a  sentimentalist,  that  is 
no  reason  he  should  not  have  fair  play.  And  there  are 
worse  things  then  sentimentalists,  especially  if  they  be  of 
the  soft  (or  academic?)  kind.  True,  such  permit  them- 
selves to  be  overridden  by  the  hard  kind,  but  it  is  the 
hard  kind  who  do  the  harm,  the  soft  kind  only  permit  it  - 
perhaps  sometimes  invite  it. 

The  President  invited  it  when,  on  the  very  day  that 
England  put  in  her  ultimatum  against  the  invasion  of 
Belgium,  instead  of  also  remonstrating,  he  issued  a  proc- 
lamation telling  us  to  keep  neutral  in  word  and  thought, 
and  called  us  to  church  to  give  the  Power  above  nations 
the  benefit  of  our  advice,  and  the  insult  of  a  call  for  mercy. 
But  allowances  were  to  be  made  for  old  tradition  and  a 
new  situation.  We  were  traditionally  "out  of  it"  when 
European  nations  got  to  fighting,  and  the  traditional 
thing  to  do  in  such  cases  was  to  proclaim  ourselves  neutral, 
though  not  quite  so  religiously  neutral  as  the  President 
wanted  to  make  us.  We  were  not  in  a  position  even  sug- 
gesting an  ultimatum  like  England's,  and  it  would  have 
taken  an  original  genius  to  substitute  a  protest  for  the 
customary  proclamation  of  neutrality,  or  even  to  supple- 
ment it  with,  or  qualify  it  by,  one;  and  we  have  no  right 
to  blame  anybody,  not  even  a  president,  for  not  being  an 
original  genius.  We  cannot  recall  that  at  the  time  any- 
body, even  the  Colonel  (who,  despite  his  fatal  faults,  is  a 
bit  of  a  genius)  urged  him  to  make  a  protest.  To  blame 
him  now  for  not  doing  it,  is  hindsight,  and  so  in  two  par- 
ticulars falls  short  of  fair  play. 

Next  came  the  Lusitania  case,  and  the  cry  to  the  Pres- 
ident from  all  over  the  country  was :  "  Keep  us  out  of  war." 

427 
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Well,  he's  done  it,  and  on  the  whole  he  has  saved  our 
face  —  he  has  got  acknowledgments  from  Germany  that 
bind  her  —  so  far  as  anything  can  bind  her  —  to  our  con- 
tentions in  international  law,  and  he  has  got  from  her 
promise  of  all  the  reparation  that  circumstances  permit. 
But  he  has  done  it  as  a  sentimentalist,  and  so  almost 
everybody  is  down  on  him. 

In  his  first  note  to  Germany,  despite  her  atrocities  in 
Belgium,  he  spoke  of  "the  humane  and  enlightened  atti- 
tude hitherto  assumed"  by  her  "in  matters  of  interna- 
tional right,"  and  of  "German  influence  in  the  field  of 
international  obligations  as  always  engaged  on  the  side  of 
justice  and  humanity."  Now  the  meaning  of  all  this  de- 
pends upon  the  ground  covered  by  that  word  "hitherto," 
and  the  country  at  the  time  accepted  it  as  the  President 
could  only  have  meant  it,  to  cover  the  period  before 
the  war.  Under  this  interpretation,  so  reluctant  were 
we  regarding  war,  the  note  was  generally  approved,  and 
even  received  very  high  praise  in  very  high  quarters. 
But  the  negotiations  dragged  —  not  the  President's  fault; 
people  got  impatient;  the  long  contemplation  of  war  got 
people  familiar  with  it,  and  the  ancestral  barbarian  in- 
stincts, veneered  over  more  or  less  thinly  in  all  of  us, 
began  to  emerge;  the  temperance  and  deliberation  ap- 
proved in  the  notes  began  to  pall  as  virtues,  and  to  be 
blamed  as  vices;  the  "hitherto"  in  the  first  note  was 
robbed  of  the  significance  at  first  accepted  for  it;  and 
Mr.  Root,  in  his  great  February  speech,  brought  up  the 
passage  as  not  only  sentimental  but  untruthful.  Now  this 
forgetfulness  of  our  attitude  at  the  time,  this  blaming  the 
President  for  Germany's  slowness  in  the  negotiations,  and 
the  consequent  minimizing  of  their  results  are  all  incon- 
sistent with  fair  play. 

It  is  but  fair  play  too,  to  remember  that  during  all 
these  proceedings,  the  President  had  Bryan  on  his  back, 
and  that  it  was  the  ignorance  and  stupidity  rampant 
among  us  that  put  him  there. 
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The  attitude  of  this  REVIEW  regarding  sentimentalism 
has,  we  trust,  been  made  sufficiently  clear.  If  you  don't 
know  it,  and  care  to,  see  the  article  on  that  juicy  subject 
in  the  number  for  last  October.  But  we  want  our  atti- 
tude regarding  fair  play  equally  clear.  We  are  bitterly 
disappointed  in  Mr.  Wilson.  His  first  two  notes  to  Ger- 
many, such  was  our  attitude  and  nearly  everybody's  at  the 
time,  inspired  us  to  say:  "it  begins  to  look  as  if  we  had  an- 
other great  President,"  and  not  a  soul  took  us  to  task. 
It  is  not  our  hindsight  and  everybody's  else  regarding  the 
neutrality  proclamation,  nor  even  the  dragged-out  cor- 
respondence with  Germany,  that  have  obscured  that 
bright  vision.  But  it  is  shown  to  have  been  a  passing 
mirage  by  the  President's  tentative  course  regarding  the 
New  York  Post  Office,  and  the  nomination  for  the  Supreme 
Court  of  a  man  who,  whatever  his  merits,  plainly  is  far 
from  having  the  united  confidence  of  the  bar.  Whether 
putting  a  pacifist  at  the  head  of  the  War  Department  was 
in  a  line  with  all  this,  perhaps  remains  to  be  seen.  It  was 
certainly  an  original  act,  but  it  does  not  look  like  an  act  of 
such  genius  as  we  all  now  wish  had  gone  out  of  the  beaten 
path  to  protest  against  the  invasion  of  Belgium. 

But  don't  let  us  permit  any  man's  disappointing  us 
prevent  our  giving  him  fair  play.  It's  not  only  mean  under 
any  circumstances,  but  under  present  circumstances  it's 
dangerous. 

In  Medio  Fortissimus 

ONE  night,  when  we  were  a  boy  and  probably  had  lately 
read  some  oriental  tale,  we  awoke  from  a  horrid  dream 
that  a  huge  Afrite  was  in  the  room  intent  on  evil.  The 
huge  Afrite  was  nearly  enough  the  "big  nigger"  pervading 
the  streets  of  our  semi-southern  home  to  seem  a  very 
present  danger,  and  as  we  lay  trembling,  we  thought  it 
strange  that  the  doors  were  not  barred  against  him,  even 
in  daytime,  and  we  resolved  that  next  morning  we  would 
prepare  against  him.  We  did  not  prepare,  however,  and 
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have  never  had  occasion  to  regret  that  we  did  not.  And 
the  difficulty  of  persuading  the  elder  powers  that  ruled  the 
home,  and  the  expense  that  persuading  them,  if  possible, 
would  have  led  to,  have  all  been  saved. 

Puzzling  over  "preparedness"  to-day,  has  brought  up 
vividly  that  experience  of  many  years  ago. 

Our  panic  then,  and  the  panic  now  raging  among  us, 
said  by  its  victims  to  be  due  to  their  dread  of  conquest  by 
some  foreign  invader,  have  led  us  to  look  up  some  of  the 
literature  of  these  mysterious  paroxysms. 

One  of  the  earliest  described,  is  in  the  book  of  Samuel : 

There  was  a  trembling  in  the  host,  in  the  field,  and  among  all 
the  people:  the  garrison,  and  the  spoilers,  they  also  trembled, 
and  the  earth  quaked  —  so  it  was  a  very  great  trembling. 

Even  more  like  is  the  panic  of  the  Syrians,  of  whom  we 
read  in  the  second  book  of  Kings: 

The  Lord  made  them  to  hear  a  noise  of  chariots,  and  a  noise 
of  horses,  even  the  noise  of  a  great  host:  and  they  said  one  to 
another,  Lo,  the  king  of  Israel  hath  hired  against  us  the  kings  of 
the  Hittites,  and  the  kings  of  the  Egyptians,  to  come  upon  us. 
Wherefore  they  arose  and  fled  in  the  twilight,  &c. 

Obviously  the  "trembling  in  the  garrison"  is  a  prophetic 
anticipation  of  the  state  of  mind  of  the  late  Secretary  of 
War,  and  of  that  of  the  military  leaders  who  tell  us  how 
easy  it  is  for  a  European  power  to  pounce  upon  the  city  of 
New  York;  while  there  can  be  no  question  that  the 
"spoilers"  are  our  own  politicians.  We  take  it  that  by 
the  Hittites  and  the  Egyptians  we  are  to  understand  the 
Germans  and  the  Japanese;  but  this  is  not  altogether 
clear,  and  the  king  of  Israel  may  be  interpreted  to  mean 
the  German  Emperor. 

Jahveh  was  a  deity  of  rather  limited  jurisdiction,  and 
outside  of  Syria  some  other  cause  of  sudden  terrors  had  to 
be  provided.  Homer  did  not  know  of  the  god  Pan,  and 
we  need  not  consider  his  superseded  explanations,  for  the 
classical  writers  agree  that  when  Pan  took  charge  of  these 
matters  he  reigned  supreme.  Even  in  Smith's  classical 
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dictionary  it  is  stated  that  when  Pheiddippides,  the 
Athenian  runner,  was  sent  to  Sparta,  to  solicit  its  aid 
against  the  Persians,  Pan  accosted  him,  and  promised  to 
terrify  the  Barbarians,  if  the  Athenians  would  worship 
him;  but  on  looking  up  the  references  in  Herodotus  and 
Pausanias,  we  find  that,  while  they  say  that  Pan  did 
accost  Pheiddippides,  they  do  not  speak  of  this  promise. 

For  many  generations  Pan  no  doubt  caused  frequent 
alarms,  but  in  time  his  activity  declined,  and  Plutarch  re- 
ports that  in  the  reign  of  Tiberius  an  extraordinary  voice 
was  heard  near  the  Echinades  in  the  Ionian  Sea,  which 
proclaimed  that  the  great  god  Pan  was  dead.  Tiberius 
believed  this;  but  the  astrologers  were  unable  to  throw  any 
light  upon  it.  As  we  hear  no  more  of  Pan,  this  announce- 
ment may  be  regarded  as  correct. 

In  modern  times,  the  closest  analogy  to  our  present  state 
is  the  panic  over  supposititious  burglars  described  by  Mrs. 
Gaskell  as  agitating  the  peaceful  community  of  Cranford. 
This  description  should  be  carefully  studied  by  all  patriots, 
and  the  precautions  taken  by  the  ladies  of  that  village  may 
well  be  imitated.  Mrs.  Gaskell  informs  us  that 

All  at  once  all  sorts  of  uncomfortable  rumors  got  afloat  in  the 
town.  .  .  At  Miss  Matty's  we  used  to  make  a  regular  ex- 
pedition all  round  the  kitchens  and  cellars  every  night,  Miss 
Matty  leading  the  way,  armed  with  the  poker,  I  following  with 
the  hearth-brush,  and  Martha  carrying  the  shovel  and  fire-irons 
with  which  to  sound  the  alarm;  and  by  the  accidental  hitting 
together  of  them,  she  often  frightened  us  so  much  that  we  locked 
ourselves  up,  all  three  together,  in  the  back-kitchen,  or  store- 
room, or  wherever  we  happened  to  be. 

Our  journalists  who  are  not  able  to  sleep  o'  nights  for 
fear  of  the  foe,  might  pattern  after  Miss  Matty,  who 
went  to  bed  early,  "in  order  to  get  the  night  over  sooner." 

President  Wilson  might  perhaps  follow  the  example  of 
Miss  Pole,  who  borrowed  one  of  Mr.  Higgins's  worn  out 
hats,  to  hang  up  in  her  lobby. 

In  Mrs.  GaskelPs  prophetic  warning  we  are  told  that 
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Mrs.  Forrester's  father  had  served  under  Gen.  Burgoyne  in 
the  American  war,  and  her  husband  had  fought  the  French 
in  Spain.  She  was  thus  qualified  as  a  military  expert,  and 
as  she  had  been  at  some  time  in  her  life  deeply  impressed 
with  the  idea  of  French  spies,  she  inclined  to  the  opinion 
that  the  French  were  connected  with  the  supposed  perils. 

Substituting  German  for  French,  we  have  an  exact 
parallel  with  the  existing  situation.  The  debutantes  (or 
at  least  the  mother  of  one  of  them)  attribute  the  concrete 
floor  in  the  Ritz  Carlton  ballroom  "Right  opposite  the 
Grand  Central  station,  mind  you,"  to  that  nefarious 
source.  Dwellers  in  Staten  Island  assure  us  that  it  is 
honeycombed  with  concrete  platforms  for  mounting 
German  guns,  and  eyewitnesses  testify  that  near  the 
shore  of  Long  Island  Sound,  a  tower  has  been  erected, 
which  can  be  intended  only  for  the  use  of  German  spies, 
as  it  has  no  windows  except  at  the  top.  An  aeroplane 
has  been  reported  as  plying  over  the  DuPont  powder 
works,  and  so  great  is  the  peril  from  Germans  dropping 
bombs  from  the  Brooklyn  bridges  on  our  warships,  that 
all  traffic  thereon  is  said  to  be  prohibited  while  these 
vessels  are  passing  under. 

It  was  eventually  established  that  there  had  been  no 
burglaries  in  Cranford,  all  the  alarms  having  arisen  from 
a  dog's  stealing  a  leg  of  mutton  from  Mr.  Higgins's 
kitchen;  and,  beyond  the  loss  of  a  few  hours'  sleep,  the 
community  suffered  no  damage.  Those  who  were  worst 
frightened  did  not  lose  their  standing  in  society:  for  that 
did  not  depend  on  their  being  thought  to  possess  either 
courage  or  wisdom. 

All  this  "  preparedness  "  is  a  new  thing  among  us.  In 
some  respects  we  think  it  has  gone  to  an  extreme,  and  we 
have  taken  our  little  fling  at  them  to  make  more  emphatic 
our  views  of  its  other  aspects.  Men  now  living  have  seen 
the  Crimean  War,  the  Austro-Prussian  War,  the  Franco- 
German  War,  the  Japanese-Russian  War,  and  the  various 
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minor  conflicts  on  the  Balkan  peninsula;  but  since  the 
first  of  them,  until  the  present  war  there  has  never  been  in 
America  any  idea  of  preparing  against  the  chance  that  the 
victor  in  any  one  of  those  conflicts  might  come  over  and 
attack  us.  Why  is  there  any  such  idea  now?  What  differ- 
ence between  this  war  and  the  preceding  ones  has  started 
such  an  idea  ?  Plainly  the  fact  that  civilization  is  threat- 
ened by  a  combination  of  two  peoples  comparatively  new 
to  it  with  one  that  has  hardly  known  it  at  all  —  the  de- 
scendants of  the  Teutonic  barbarians  and  the  Huns  with 
the  Turks;  and  these  peoples  are  indulging  in  an  outbreak 
of  their  barbarism  through  its  comparatively  recent  crust 
of  civilization.  They  have  shown  themselves  rapacious  and 
merciless,  ready  to  rob  and  ravage  wherever  interest  and 
rapacity  may  point,  and  defence  be  weak;  and  they  have 
shown  this  to  a  degree  that  no  other  people  called  civilized 
has  done  for  a  century.  This  is  the  reason  that  we  talk  of 
preparing  against  the  chance  of  their  attacking  us,  when 
during  all  that  time  we  have  not  thought  of  preparing 
against  anybody  else. 

The  Huns,  the  mongrel  crowd  making  up  Austria,  and 
the  Turks  would  never  have  made  all  this  trouble  had  it 
not  been  for  Germany.  The  bottom  fact  is  that  we  are 
talking  of  arming  ourselves  against  Germany;  and  that, 
while  we  are  maintaining  toward  her  the  most  sancti- 
monious neutrality  and  honeyed  phrases. 

She  will  not  attack  anything  on  this  continent  unless  she 
wins  in  the  present  war:  for  one  thing,  England  will  not 
let  her.  But  if  we  are  afraid  of  her  in  case  she  does  win, 
would  not  our  only  rational  preparedness  be  directed 
toward  preventing  her  winning? 

As  near  as  we  can  get  at  the  feeling  in  England  and 
France,  it  seems  to  be,  among  the  people,  contempt  of  us 
for  not  going  in  now  —  for  leaving  them  to  fight  what  they 
call  our  battle,  and  what  every  apostle  of  "preparedness" 
admits  to  be  our  battle.  But  accounts  come  too  that 
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statesmen  and  leaders  of  opinion  over  there  say  we  can 
help  them  more  by  maintaining  our  neutrality  than  by 
going  to  war. 

Such  neutrality  is  not  genuine,  and  the  question  arises: 
is  it  honest?  The  answer  is  that  the  ravager  of  Belgium 
and  the  sinker  of  the  Lusitania  has  no  rights.  The  only 
question  regarding  a  mad  dog  is  how  to  stop  his  career 
with  least  sacrifice. 

We  do  not  sympathize  with  those  who  regard  us  as  in 
great  danger,  any  more  than  with  those  who  ignore  remote 
contingencies.  But  we  have  kept  an  army  and  navy  and 
coast  defences  from  time  immemorial;  the  art  of  war  has 
lately  made  great  advances;  and  a  great  power  which  we 
supposed  civilized  has  proved  not  to  be,  and  has  moreover 
got  together  a  great  many  dangerous  tools.  Manifestly 
reason  requires  us  to  bring  our  army  and  navy  and  coast 
defences  up  to  date. 

We  have  said  a  word  regarding  details  elsewhere. 

Special  to  Subscribers 

WE  did  not  give  you  an  account  of  our  condition  at 
the  beginning  of  this  year,  as  we  did  at  the  beginning  of 
last,  because  experience  made  us  less  certain  of  the  ground 
than  we  felt  before  we  knew  its  pitfalls,  and  led  us  to 
wait  for  the  January  renewals  of  subscriptions.  We  are 
happy  to  be  able  to  announce  that  we  started  1916  very 
appreciably  ahead  of  our  start  in  1915- 

Not  only  has  the  renewal  of  subscriptions  been  very 
much  greater  than  it  was  last  year,  but  they  have  fre- 
quently been  accompanied  with  opinions  that  the  REVIEW 
has  been  steadily  increasing  in  merit.  On  the  other  hand, 
we  have  received,  we  think,  just  two  opinions  in  the 
contrary  direction.  Possibly  they  are  partly  accounted 
for  by  the  inevitable  falling  off  in  novelty:  for  although 
we  think  we  have  stuck  pretty  steadily  to  the  ideas  with 
which  we  started,  people  are  of  course  getting  used  to 
them,  as  well  as  to  the  title. 
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Correspondence 

THE  character  of  the  letters  we  have  received,  and  the 
obvious  character  of  the  writers,  have,  we  are  shameless 
enough  to  confess,  made  us  very  proud.  The  privi- 
lege of  having  our  ideas,  whether  expressed  direct  or  by 
others  better  than  we  can  express  them,  so  highly  thought 
of,  and  by  such  a  collection  of  readers,  is  a  privilege  indeed, 
and  a  stimulus  which  we  hope  will  lead  to  results  still 
more  to  your  satisfaction. 

You  may  be  amused  at  the  extracts  from  those  letters 
given  in  the  advertising  pages,  and  we  give  here  a  few 
that  seem  to  justify  special  attention. 

The  following  cheers  us  with  its  assurance  that  we  are 
doing  just  what  we  started  to  do: 

Please  find  check  enclosed  for  renewal  of  my  subscription.  I 
wish  also  to  tell  you  how  I  enjoy  reading  the  REVIEW.  My  work 
as  an  alienist  compels  me  to  live  a  large  part  of  the  time  in  an 
atmosphere  of  moral  filth  and  mental  perversity  but  I  am  some- 
times inclined  to  believe  that  my  patients  are  saner  and  better 
than  the  world  at  large.  At  all  events  it  does  me  much  good  and 
heartens  me  to  read  the  sane,  clear,  wholesome  matter  of  your 
journal.  I  need  say  nothing  in  its  praise  as  to  mere  literary 
merit  —  that  goes  without  saying.  Your  journal  is  a  power  for 
sanity  in  a  mad,  hysteric,  and  neurotic  world,  a  country  ruled 
by  its  emotions  and  worshiping  at  the  shrine  of  rhetoric. 

So  does  this  one: 

The  earlier  numbers  of  the  REVIEW  were  like  the  draught  of 
cool  water  to  me,  tired  of  the  eternal  approval  of  the  popular 
point  of  view  which  was  so  rarely,  in  my  judgment,  right.  For 
many  months  before  the  war  it  seemed  to  me  that  we  had  a  vast 
amount  of  untrue  and  unwise  doctrines  taught  in  high  places,  and 
the  UNPOPULAR  REVIEW  was  distinctly  a  protest  against  this. 

And  even  this: 

I  think  for  the  present  I  will  discontinue  the  UNPOPULAR 
REVIEW.  I  can  scarcely  formulate  my  reasons,  unless  it  be 
that  your  magazine  seems  to  be  above  everybody's  head  (in 
our  family)  and  nobody  reads  it  —  which  is  most  unfair  to  the 
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publication.     I  am  sorry  we  are  so  ignorant,  but  feel  that  it  is 
useless  to  hope  for  enlightenment  from   1st  class  literature. 

When  at  the  outset  of  a  letter  we  meet  the  evidence  of 
an  untrained  and  therefore  inexact  mind  which  is  given 
in  addressing  the  REVIEW  as  "  Magazine,"  we  are  pretty 
sure  to  know  what's  coming. 

Here  is  a  specimen: 

Editor  Unpopular  Magazine, 

New  York  City. 
Dear  Sir: 

The  Unpopular  Magazine  was  sent  to  me  last  year  by  a 
friend  for  a  gift. 

It  deserves  its  name.  Never  read  it  through  without  a  feeling 
of  anger. 

1.  It  opposes  progress. 

2.  It  is  heavy. 

3.  It  is  opinionated  always. 

4.  It  is  egoistic. 

5.  It  has  good  articles  well  worth  reading  and  some  goodly 
friends. 

6.  It  is  Eastern  has  little  with  Western  progressiveness.     I  will 
try  to  be  as  frank  as  you  are  though  my  impulse  was  to  thank  you 
and  say  that  for  several  reasons  I  did  not  care  for  the  1916  numbers. 

Take  the  Confession  of  an  Anti,  that  is  a  dead  issue  in 
the  West.  All  that  was  threshed  out  and  settled  here  several 
years  ago.  We  of  course  are  Americans  here,  one  rarely  hears 
any  language  but  English  spoken.  You  are  Jew,  Slav,  Dago. 
The  outcasts  of  Europe  settle  whether  American  women  can 
vote.  Women  serve  on  juries  here  easily  and  beneficially,  as 
for  carrying  arms  (while  I  do  not  believe  in  it)  I  have  tested 
men  in  field  and  forest  and  hold  my  own. 

All  your  statements  are  old  and  silly.  Other  articles  come 
under  same  head. 

Thanking  you,  I  am 

Very  truly, 


The  following  extracts  from  two  letters  that  reached 
us  in  December  illustrate  how  apt  our  course  is  to  lie 
between  Scylla  and  Charybdis: 

I  have  had  some  hesitation  about  renewing  my  subscription, 
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but  have  decided  to  try  the  REVIEW  one  year  more.  I  have 
liked  the  REVIEW  better  than  any  magazine  of  the  kind  I  have 
ever  seen,  but  your  last  number  gave  me  pause.  Your  articles 
on  National  Prohibition  and  Representative  Government  and  Na- 
tional Prohibition  and  the  Church,  while  I  cannot  deny  that 
the  former  contains  some  sensible  thought  on  the  matter  of 
constitutional  amendments,  considered  as  a  general  proposi- 
tion, yet  are  of  a  character  which  I  cannot  long  countenance. 
Whatever  may  be  the  private  feeling  of  individuals  on  the 
subject  of  prohibition,  I  cannot  feel  that  any  good  citizen  can 
afford  even  apparently  to  ally  himself  with  the  forces  and  the 
interests  which  oppose  prohibition.  Especially,  I  cannot  feel 
that  a  magazine  of  the  previous  high  standing  and  respecta- 
bility of  the  UNPOPULAR  REVIEW  can  afford  to  degrade  itself 
by  admitting  to  its  pages  such  prejudiced  sophistry  as  appears 
in  the  article  on  National  Prohibition  and  the  Church. 

Extracts  from  the  other  letter,  which  reached  us  the 
next  day: 

I  attended  a  meeting  of  a  ...  Diocesan  Committee  of  which 
I  am  a  member  on  Wednesday  of  this  week.  Modesty  apart, 
for  the  time  being,  the  committee  is  intended  to  represent  the 
leaders  of  the  .  .  .  Clergy.  Most  of  us  are  university  or  college 
men. 

At  luncheon  the  matter  of  National  Prohibition  came  up 
and  the  discussion  became  general.  I  was  the  only  man  present 
who  had  read  the  splendid  articles  in  the  last  UNPOPULAR. 

Possibly  you  may  not  realize  how  busy  our  clergy  are,  and 
how  very  many  calls  are  made  on  their  interest  and  patronage. 
The  Unpop.  should  stand  out  among  these  appeals  (I  believe, 
because  I  think  I  appreciate  it),  and  to  gain  this  end,  it  must 
be  put  before  these  men  strongly.  I  don't  claim  that  is  any  of 
my  business;  it  isn't.  It's  interest  in  the  Unpop. 

The  writer  of  the  following  says  he  is  "an  Englishman, 
lately  arrived  in  this  country,"  and  calls  himself: 

fortunate  in  having  had  your  exceedingly  interesting  and  well 
got  up  REVIEW  brought  to  his  notice  .  .  .  appears  to  me  to 
be  the  soundest  and  most  satisfying  publication  of  its  kind  in 
the  country. 

We  hope  we  are  duly  instructed  and  edified  —  and 
chastened  —  by  the  following  three:  we  are  certainly 
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greatly  obliged  for  them.  We  have  a  misgiving,  however, 
that  some  of  the  suggestions  could  be  followed  to  a  point 
unsatisfactory  to  the  majority  of  our  readers. 

In  enclose  my  check  for  $2.50  —  my  subscription  for  one 
UNPOPULAR,  which  I  enjoy  in  spite  of  the  prose  of  its  name 
and  its  sometimes  too  colloquial  style. 

In  my  judgment  the  periodical  would  be  strengthened  by 
omitting  spiritualism,  by  reducing  the  amount  of  matter  on 
educational  technique  interesting  mainly  to  professional  edu- 
cators, and  perhaps  reducing  somewhat  the  number  of  flippant 
articles  on  trivial  subjects  more  calculated  to  edify  than  to 
instruct.  After  some  hesitation  I  renewed  my  subscription  as 
I  heartily  endorse  your  general  sociological  position  —  except 
your  partizan  view  of  the  European  war  and  your  apparent 
failure  to  appreciate  the  basic  value  of  the  martial  instinct  as 
the  core  of  racial  preservation.  I  consider  you  inconsistent  in 
opposing  feminism  yet  not  supporting  in  more  generous  meas- 
ure the  war  spirit  —  but  this  is  a  defect  almost  constitutional 
in  the  man  of  letters. 

V  .  .  your  magazine  seems  conservative  to  a  fault;  there  is 
great  need  for  some  one  to  put  on  the  "  breaks, "  (sic)  but  the  new 
is  not  all  bad,  and  frequently  where  it  is  bad,  it  is  impossible 
to  go  back  to  the  old,  which  seems  to  be  about  the  only  sug- 
gestion that  you  have  to  oifer. 

Some  Important  Commonplaces 

YOUR  editor  lately  had  a  birthday  —  a  proceeding 
which  has  been  repeated  so  often  that  it  seems  to  be 
becoming  a  confirmed  habit.  Among  the  little  jokes  got 
off  more  or  less  at  his  cheerful  expense,  was  one  involving 
the  participation  of  a  company  of  gorgeous  toy  soldiers, 
and  after  the  fun  was  over,  it  was  proposed  to  pack  these 
off  with  a  lot  of  other  gimcracks,  to  the  grandchildren. 
But  we  objected  to  sending  the  soldiers,  and  dedicated 
them,  in  the  fireplace,  to  the  infernal  gods.  Among  the 
host  of  current  arguments  for  that  proceeding,  there 
mingled  a  distinct  recollection  of  wondering  in  our 
childhood  if  it  was  reasonable  to  dress  men  up  in  such 
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beautiful  clothes  to  be  shot  or  to  shoot  others,  and  whether 
the  shooting  could  be  right  anyhow.  But  these  misgiv- 
ings detracted  little  from  our  joy  in  playing  with  toy 
soldiers,  and  in  arraying  our  small  person  in  soldier 
clothes  and  carrying  all  the  guns  and  drums  and  trumpets 
we  could  get.  The  misgivings  did  not  prevent  our  growing 
up  with  at  least  a  surface  feeling  that  war  is  a  glorious 
thing.  And  such  a  notion  has  by  some  such  means  been 
plastered  onto  the  minds  of  virtually  all  children  since  the 
first  savage  smeared  himself  with  war  paint  or  made  a 
martial  noise.  Our  gorgeous  uniforms  and  drums  and 
fifes  and  military  bands  are  of  course  the  direct  descend- 
ants of  that  paint  and  that  noise. 

But  these  highly  original  reflections  were  succeeded  by 
the  realization  that  the  pomp  and  circumstance  of 
glorious  war  have  had  a  set-back.  That  suicidal  long  red 
line  of  the  British  has  been  substituted  by  a  khaki  one, 
and,  except  as  a  survival  in  peaceful  parades,  the  object 
now  is,  instead  of  to  make  the  soldier  conspicuous,  to  con- 
ceal him;  and  it  may  not  be  economy  alone  that  has  ma- 
terially reduced  the  ratio  of  music-makers  to  fighting  men. 

Is  the  little  boy  going  to  care  as  much  for  toy  soldiers 
and  a  uniform  for  both  them  and  himself  in  khaki,  as  we 
cared  for  ours  in  brighter  colors;  and  is  he  going  to  grow 
up  as  ready  for  sober-colored  war,  as  his  ancestors  were 
for  gorgeous-colored  war?  If  he  is  not,  and  if  we  keep 
away  from  him  even  toy  copies  of  the  tamer  surviving 
allurements  to  war,  is  he  not  more  readily  and  fully  going 
to  recognize  war  as  the  hideous  and  foolish  thing  it  is  ? 

If  all  these  oft-repeated  considerations  are  sound,  hadn't 
you  better  let  your  toy  soldiers  follow  ours  ? 

How  would  it  do  to  turn  the  gorgeous  trappings  of 
the  real  soldiers  over  to  the  judges  and  the  professors  of 
international  law,  and  make  the  prevention  of  war  appear 
to  the  childish  imagination  more  glorious  than  the  mak- 
ing of  it;  and  war  itself  not  a  gorgeous  luxury,  but  a  terri- 
ble necessity  or  a  hideous  crime? 
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The  New  Learning 

OF  course  it  isn't  really  new;  and  yet  it  has  a  zest,  a 
spontaneity,  an  abandon,  that  never  lose  their  fresh- 
ness. .  .  No,  "gentle  Reader,"  we  refer  not  to  Greek. 
We  have  not  in  mind  that  New  Learning  of  which  the 
laurel-crowned  Petrarch  got  a  Pisgah-glimpse,  that  New 
Learning  that  once  thrilled  the  heart  of  Erasmus  and 
quickened  the  pulse  of  Europe.  No,  that  New  Learning 
has  lost  its  novelty,  and  so  we  pass  it  by.  Shall  this  age 
of  progress  permit  itself  to  be  bothered  with  such  pedicu- 
lous and  teasing  lore?  The  very  question  is  a  mere  piece 
of  impudent  rhetoric,  and  needs  no  answer. 

No,  we  refer  not  to  Greek.  We  have  in  mind,  rather, 
that  store  of  perennially  fresh  knowledge  that  illumines 
the  heart  of  the  teacher  these  Spring  days  —  that  knowl- 
edge that  lends  a  lustre  to  the  dull  facts  of  antiquity, 
and,  more  rapidly  than  our  most  daring  reformer  of 
orthography,  makes  dictionaries  obsolete. 

Behold  one  of  its  collegiate  disciples  as  he  pauses  for  a 
moment  at  the  crack  of  bat  on  ball,  and  the  long  rolling 
cheers  from  the  bleachers,  then  grips  his  pen  and  desper- 
ately writes : 

The  wife  of  Orpheus  —  who  was  it  that  Orpheus  loved 
so  well  that  he  preceded  the  Light  Brigade  into  certain 
dim  and  disagreeable  regions?  —  Why,  Orphelia,  of  course! 

And  Horace?  Oh,  yes!  He  wrote  odes,  episodes,  and 
satires.  .  . 

Our  youth  turns  to  translation,  and  we  read,  "^Eneas, 
tutched  with  emotion,  beheld  the  funeral  earn" 

The  poignant  cry  of  Catullus  to  his  dead  brother, 
"Frater,  ave  atque  vale!"  becomes:  "Brother,  hello  and 
good-bye."  And  the  chorus  of  a  once-popular  song  flits 
through  our  student's  busy  mind. 

I  just  came  in  to  say  hello, 
Now  I  hate  to  say  good-bye. 

Classics  up  to  date!  .  .  .  Some  rather  good  stuff  in  the 
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classics,  —  once  in  a  while.  Catullus  does  have  some 
pretty  good  dope.  But  De  Senectute?  Humph!  Guess 
old  Cicero's  batting  average  is  pretty  low  now-a-days! 

Then  our  youth  ceases  his  day-dreaming,  turns  in 
his  book,  and's  away.  Happy,  happy  youth !  whose  fancy 
"frisks  and  runs  away,"  and  leaves  dull  reason  to  limp 
after  and  rattle  its  chains  —  in  vain. 

But  alas!  Spring  endures  not  forever.  "Old  Time  will 
still  be  flying."  And  the  disciple  of  the  New  Learning 
more  or  less  reluctantly  comes  to  accept  the  universe. 
His  flamboyant  days  pass.  His  surging  confidence  re- 
cedes, and  he  consults  his  dictionaries.  And  as  he  does 
so,  he  sighs  gently  —  the  sigh  of  middle  age,  the  sigh 
of  acquiescence.  He  has  come  to  a  forced  recognition 
of  rugged  realities.  He  has  had  to  capitulate  to  facts. 
Life  still  has  for  him  its  high  and  durable  satisfactions. 
But  that  first  fine,  careless  rapture  of  youth  is  gone,  never 
to  return.  Never  again,  with  the  blissful  equanimity  of 
ignorance,  can  he  write  of  his  college  as  the  hydrant- 
headed  Cerberus  that  guards  the  portals  of  life.  The 
New  Learning  is  discarded  for  the  Old;  and  another 
victim  of  education  goes  out  into  the  world. 


The  Frankenstein  Monster 

is  certainly  one  to  be  particularly  feared  by  editors: 
for  he  is  very  apt  to  get  away  with  contributors  whose 
specialty  is  not  literature,  and  not  only  make  them  lay 
his  deeds  to  the  charge  of  poor  Frankenstein  himself, 
but  make  Frankenstein  eat  himself  up,  when  what  the 
monster  really  did,  if  our  memory  serves  us,  was  to  throw 
his  creator  over  a  precipice. 

There  has  just  one  article  gone  to  press  since  the  be- 
ginning of  this  REVIEW  without  editorial  reading,  of  both 
article  and  proofs,  and  there  is  not  apt  to  be  another. 
In  that  one,  Frankenstein  ate  himself  up,  but  in  the 
printed  sheets  we  caught  him  in  the  act  before  the  binder 
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got  hold  of  him,  substituted  the  monster  for  his  creator, 
and  suppressed  the  autophagy. 

A  Correction 
WE  have  received  the  following  letter  from  Dr.  Hyslop. 

In  the  January  UNPOPULAR  REVIEW  .  .  .  you  say  (p.  196) 
that  I  believe  that  "every  alternate  personality  is  a  spirit." 
This  is  a  mistake  about  my  real  position.  .  .  I  have  made 
statements  about  dissociation  and  secondary  personality  which 
would  make  a  great  many  people,  perhaps  reading  hastily,  be- 
lieve that  I  did  think  the  secondary  personality  was  a  spirit. 
But  my  real  position  is  that  the  spirit  is  either  superposed  on  the 
secondary  personality,  or  is  interfused  with  it.  I  have  in  press 
now  a  very  remarkable  case  in  which  I  maintain  that  the  spir- 
itistic invasion  is  that  of  a  stimulus,  and  not  a  transfer  of  per- 
sonality. Let  me  illustrate:  I  understand  that  —  —  never  could 
make  an  able  speech  until  he  was  half  seas  over.  Now,  nobody 
explains  his  eloquence  by  the  whiskey,  but  he  couldn't  have 
done  anything  without  the  whiskey.  The  whiskey  was  the  stim- 
ulus, and  nothing  was  transferred  from  that  to  his  mind.  The 
same  law  operates  every  time  you  stick  a  man  with  a  pin.  The 
ideas  which  he  has  are  not  transferred  from  the  pin.  That  ex- 
presses my  ideas  of  the  whole  question. 

I  have  no  firm  belief  about  the  extent  to  which  post-carnate 
spirit  takes  possession  of  each  secondary  personality.  I  have 
merely  found  in  every  case,  except  one,  with  which  I  have 
worked,  that  I  discover  such  influences.  And  in  that  one  excep- 
tion, it  was  a  case  of  multiple  personality,  and  one  of  the  sec- 
ondary personalities  was  said  to  be  only  a  secondary  personality, 
by  the  controls  themselves.  And  all  the  evidence  that  I  had  in 
the  experiences  bears  out  that  conclusion.  I  do  not  wish  to 
generalize  until  we  have  carried  on  our  experiments  much  far- 
ther, but  it  is  a  good  working  hypothesis  to  suppose  that  sec- 
ondary personalities  are  somewhat  affected  by  the  post-carnate, 
and  let  the  facts  prove  whether  we  are  right  or  wrong. 

A  Mystery  of  Book  Prices 

WHY  should  we  have  had  to  pay  a  dollar  and  thirty- 
five  cents  for  a  novel  a  few  years  ago,  when  today  we  can 
get  the  same  novel  in  about  as  good  paper,  printing  and 
binding  for  fifty  cents,  or  perhaps  for  twenty-five?  Is 
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the  difference  paid  merely  to  gratify  curiosity  at  the 
time  of  publication,  or  to  be  able  to  talk  about  the  book, 
or  listen  intelligently  when  everybody  else  is  talking 
about  it?  Does  the  publisher  take  advantage  of  these 
inclinations  to  exact  an  outrageous  profit,  or  are  there 
legitimate  economic  causes  for  the  conditions? 

Paradoxical  as  it  may  at  first  appear,  the  books  which 
in  time  are  sold  in  cheap  editions,  are  only  the  best  ones, 
commercially  speaking  —  those  for  which  a  wide  market 
at  a  low  price  is  a  business  certainty.  Nine  carefully 
selected  books  out  of  ten,  roughly  speaking,  do  not  pay 
the  publisher  for  handling  them,  and  unless  the  tenth 
book  is  by  a  proved  author,  nobody  can  tell  in  advance 
which  of  the  ten  it  is  going  to  be.  The  buyer  who  pays 
full  price  for  a  copy  of  a  first  edition  of  a  successful  book, 
is  paying  part  of  the  losses  on  nine  unsuccessful  ones. 
If  he  did  not  do  this,  the  publishing  business  would  have 
to  find  successful  methods  other  than  those  now  estab- 
lished by  experience,  or  stop.  At  first  glance,  one  may 
ask:  But  why  not  begin  at  the  low  price  on  the  chance 
of  getting  enough  wider  market  while  the  book  is  fresh, 
and  everybody,  including  the  newspapers,  talking  about 
it?  But  how  select  the  book  that  everybody  will  talk 
about,  how  pay  for  experimenting  with  the  other  nine, 
and  how  about  giving  the  new  author  a  chance?  Perhaps 
he  ought  to  pay  for  that  chance  himself,  but  he  seldom 
has  the  money,  and  of  course  generally  thinks  that  the 
publisher  ought  to  pay  for  it  anyhow.  And  that  Macaenas- 
like  function,  the  publisher  often  does  perform,  but  he 
has  to  get  the  money  back  somewhere,  or  somewhence,  and 
it  is  from  the  price  that  he  puts  on  early  editions. 

Now  there  are  at  least  two  grades  of  fiction  buyers. 
The  first,  for  the  sake  of  having  a  book  within  a  few 
years  of  its  first  appearance,  will,  as  already  indicated, 
pay  a  price  high  enough  to  recoup  the  publisher's  losses 
on  several  other  books,  and  still  leave  a  profit  on  some 
one  of  them.  In  time,  those  purchasers  are  satisfied, 
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and  the  book  is  offered  to  those  who  would  rather  wait 
a  few  years  to  get  it  at  about  a  third  of  the  first  price; 
and  lately  an  experimenter  has  come  into  the  field  who 
thinks  he  can  find  a  third  class  of  purchasers  who  will 
pay  but  about  a  sixth,  but  who  are  numerous  enough  to 
make  even  that  price  remunerative. 

Note  that  these  books  issued  at  the  low  prices,  are 
only  those  which  succeeded  at  the  high  prices  —  which 
have  already  stood  the  test.  The  failures  are  not  offered 
at  the  low  prices:  for  experience  has  demonstrated  that, 
as  a  rule,  no  book  which  cannot  succeed  at  the  high  price, 
can  succeed  at  any  price.  Respectable  books  have  at 
least  that  distinction  from  lower  forms  of  merchandise. 
Above  the  stable-boy  grade,  the  element  of  price  does 
not  enter  into  their  success  as  widely  as  it  does  into  the 
different  grades  of  ordinary  merchandise.  Perhaps  one 
reason  is  that  opinions  differ  so  much  about  grades  — 
one  paying  constituency  supporting  Miss  Braddon,  and 
another,  George  Eliot.  But  no  constituency  supports,  at 
any  price,  an  author  without  some  sort  of  marked  merit. 

Kultur  versus  Culture  has  scored  a  little  against  yours  by 
making  this  number  of  the  REVIEW  harder  to  hold.  The  war 
has  cut  off  our  supply  of  English  featherweight  paper. 

A  Very  Modern  Fetish 

HERE  is  a  matter  of  grave  importance  which  we  put  last 
for  emphasis.  Several  Mss.,  or  rather  Tss.  have  lately  been 
returned  from  this  office  to  their  writers  because  the  type- 
writing was  not  fit  for  anybody  to  read.  In  the  majority  of 
cases  the  difficulty  was  due  to  overused  ribbons,  though  in 
some  it  was  due  to  a  passion  for  light-colored  inks.  We 
have  been  wondering  if  there  is  any  peculiar  sanctity  in 
a  typewriter  ribbon  that  leads  so  many  people  to  hold 
on  to  it  after  its  usefulness  is  departed! 

In  each  such  case  of  a  manuscript  returned,  a  proper 
duplicate  was  made  and  sent  us  in  the  most  amiable  way. 
But  what  a  waste  it  was  to  do  the  work  improperly  at  first! 
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